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CANNON MILLS, INC., 70 WORTH STREET, NEW YORK 13, N. Y. 


See what she's been hinting 

for all this time—a glamour-touched 
gift set of Cannon towels! These, 
perhaps —sweetened with carnations. 
Or another equally tempting new 
Cannon pattern—each tucked, 

this year, in the most eye-widening 
boxes that ever went under the tree. 
Gaily trimmed, ready to tag— 

gift sets certain to delight everyone, 
including you. For they're 

cheerfully priced, whichever 
treasure-of-Cannons you choose! 


MARK 


A INUSA. 
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1. Ipana is recommended by more than twice as 
many dentists as any other tooth paste. 


2. lpana is used by more than twice as many 
dentists as any other tooth paste. 


(According to a recent nationwide survey) 





Product of Bristol-Myers 


P.S. For correct brushing, use the 
i4 DOUBLE DUTY Tooth Brush with the 
pa n a Sele or yo U r m | е 0 е ü U y twist in the handle(pictured above). 


1,000 dentists helped design it. 
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BY APPOINTMENT PERFUMERS TO H. M, QUEEN MARY. YARDLEY, LONDON 


Its lovely lady air haunts boulevards and byways with memories 
of beauty that stir anew each day. For the romantic charm 
of “Bond Street" is unmistakable, and shared by women of 
dramatic taste and noble poise everywhere in the world. 


“Bond Street" Perfume, $2.50 to $15. Toilet Water, $1.50 and $2.50. Plus tax. 


Bod, кр by YARDLEY 


Yardley products for America are created in England and finished in the U. S. A. from the original English formulae combining imported and domestic ingredients. Yardley of London, Inc., 620 Fifth Avenue, N.Y. C. 





JI 
Aloise Buckley Heath’s Son 





“Now let me give you the real dirt. 
My mom just thinks she wrote Baby 
in the Bathroom. I said it all. Now 
I can talk plain her writing is 
stopped still. Nobody but me could 
think of doing all the things I do. 
Her made me up? Phooey. I don't 
care if she did go to forty “leven 
schools. I don't care how pretty 
and smart she is. In all her 28 years 
she never could just think me up 
like that. Do I look like something 
out of a book? Nosankyou!”* 





RIRMER AND WARTMAN — 





GEORGE RAYMOND 
RIEMER 


“My pet hate at the moment is а 
thumbnail sketch, like this one. 
A writer's stories more intimately 
reveal his past than his autobi- 
ography. ГЇЇ stand by Marysong, 
my only child. My bookshelves are 
filled with the works of Saint Thomas 
Aquinas. I think nothing tells more 
about a man than his choice of 
books, unless it is the girl who 
chooses him, and I am unmarried. 
This is not my first dealing with 
the JOURNAL. In 1933 I peddled it.” 





WILLARD H. TEMPLE 


Mr. Temple’s story is What Can You 
Do With Money? but that’s fiction. 
The problem never troubles him 
otherwise. After graduating from 
the University of Michigan in 1936, 
he came East to look for a job. He 
couldn't find work, so he started to 
write instead. Between rounds of 
golf, he has been writing ever since. 
“I’m surrounded by girls,” reports 
Mr. Temple: "а wife, two preschool 
daughters and a dog, also female. 
One, or the combination of all four, 
should help me with my heroines.” 


(АЛА, 


MEM 
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Published here 
monthly... 
Column No. 101 


The greatest 
star of the 
screen! 





For the fast approaching festive season, 
M-G-M offers one of its most fabulous 
Technicolor musicals. 

ж ж * > 
For a great time, a delightful time, a 
tuneful Technicolor time, by all means 
see “This Time For Keeps" 
ж * * * 
This time, there's 
Esther Williams drap- 
ing that lithe, lovely 
figure in ten different 
bathing suits . . . we 
counted 'em! 

* ok * x 
This time, Esther per- 
forms six water ballets 
aided and abetted by 
the universe's prettiest 
aquaqueens. 











* ж * Ж 


This time, there's handsome Johnnie 
Johnston to sing love songs (pssst! he 
gets Esther after a lot of romantic 


trouble). 
ж Ж ox 


This time, there’s lovable Jimmy 
Durante, up to his nose in Technicolor, 
playing the piano even under water 
(we’re not kidding). 
$ * * ж 

And there’s the magnificent Lauritz 
Melchior, in moments of melody that 
will make you applaud madly. 





dc ж ok Ж 


Oho, and that’s not all! There are the 
terrific rhumba rhythms of Cuggie— 
Xavier Cugat to you—and his orchestra. 
* * * * 
The accolades for "This Time For 
Keeps" go to those veteran showmen, 
Director Richard Thorpe and Producer 
Joe Pasternak. The screenplay by 
Gladys Lehman was based on the story 
by Erwin Gelsey and Lorraine Fielding. 
жх жо * x 
It'sall beautifully filmed in Technicolor. 
Breathtaking winter and summer scenes 
photographed on enchanting Mackinac 
Island. What a background for romance! 
ж x * * 
For a gala holiday treat, 
for the time of 
your life, it's 
M-G-M's 
“This Time For 
Keeps". m= Peg 


g pl 
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Day after glorious day we hiked. Your hand always there to help me. “I love touching 
your hand,” you said. “It feels so soft in mine.” Of course! Her hands are Jergens-soft. 


At divine Lake Louise 
LOVE came my way 





My last evening —“I can't say Good-bye,” you whispered. “Your soft hands have such а 
hold on my heart". . . Keep the heart-holding charm in your hands by using Jergens Lotion, 


Jergens Lotion are such able skin- 
softeners that many doctors use them. 
Still 10¢ to $1.00 (plus tax). And 


E 


Your hands can be even dearer now 
—smoother, softer than ever. Thanks 
to recent research, Jergens Lotion is 
now better than ever. Protects even 
longer, too. 

Why — two ingredients in today's 


no oiliness; no stickiness. 


Hollywood Stars use Jergens 
Lotion, 7 to 1. 





For the Softest, Adorable Hands, use 


JERGENS LOTION / 


Box 27, Cincinnati 14, Ohio. ( Please send gilt bottle. ) 





FREE: 





250 
"Try it" size Name 
of today's even finer Address 
Jergens Lotion. Cu rue 





Mail coupon now (Paste on penny postcard, if you wish) (Sorry, offer good in U.S.A. only) 
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Our Readers Write Us 


Trimming the Tree 


Macon, Georgia. 

Dear Sirs: Due to a fire, our Christmas- 
tree ornaments and lights were destroyed 
and there were absolutely none to be had 
in town last year, so we trimmed the tree 
with Christmas cards, and thereby solved 





Two problems—one answer. 


two problems—what to do with the tree 
and what to do with the cards. 

We made a small hole in the back of the 
card, up near the fold, and inserted a paper 
clip twisted to form a hook. Hanging this 
way from the corner, slightly open, gave 
a lighter, airier effect than if the wire had 
gone through both sides of the card, and 
the face of the card was not marred. 

Sincerely, 

ELIZABETH DAVENPORT PLANT. 


She^ll Shrink, Shall We? 
Amityville, L. I., New York. 
Dear Editor: My husband has been 
comparing me lately to the JoURNAL—we 
both get larger every month. Come De- 
cember, my “first edition” will be **pub- 
lished," and I'll be shrinking back to 
normal size—but what do you intend to 
do? Sincerely, 
MAUREEN CONWAY. 





b we hope we get no bigger, but every- 


body loves a fat mag. ED. 


His Aching Back 
Los Angeles, California, 
Dear Sirs: My husband does not like 
the size of the JoURNAL because he is a 
postman. - Very truly yours, 
MRS. ALFRED E. DANKER. 


b we wouldn't either, if we had his job. 


Actually, postmen are not required to* 

carry more than 50 Ibs. a bag. Seldom 

do they carry that much, so we're told. 
ED. 


She Never Fumbles—W ell, 
Hardly Ever 
Yarmouth, Maine. 
Dear Miss Batchelder : li you have time, 
I would like to ask a few burning ques- 
tions. Do things always come out perfect 
in your kitchen at the JOURNAL? In the 
photographs there's never a fluff of flour; 
no dribbles of milk or egg; the pie shells 
never even sag; there's the recipe that 
says “roll out, spread with this and that, 
roll up, transfer to tin." Oh, boy, I stare 
at the picture of the neat roll laid on a 
shiny tin, then at my broken beauty, 
filling oozing out, and well, I swear! 
Sincerely yours, 
MRS. F. B. 


British Battle of the Hemline 
London. 
Dear Laura Lou: The JouRNAL has ar- 
rived and you'll be interested to know that 
the battle of the hemline has its repercus- 


sions here. Every newspaper and maga- 
zine which carries illustrations of the new 
silhouette is studied with anxiety worthy 
the handling of a rare manuscript. I lent 
the JOURNAL with its pictures of the Paris 
dictum to my friends and it has gone the 
rounds of the hall. There've been intermi- 
nable discussions pro and con. 

Many people here are for "the new 
look" in moderation. More feminine, they 
say. Others feel that fashion is altogether 
antisocial when it makes arbitrary decrees 
at such timesof poverty. . . . There was 
a fashion show at the Royal Albert Hall. 
Skirts were ankle length. The hobble 
skirt, the cloak-and-dagger costume, the 
protruding curve at the back, the stomach 
bump, all were there, considerably modi- 
fied. 

Every English newspaper has comments 
on the extra inches below the knees and 
the amount of material required. The 
British are in a quandary. Shall they be 
unfashionable and consumed with misery 
because of it? Shall the clothes they make 
for export run the risk of being dubbed 
démodé for lack of the necessary inches? 
Will it lose for them forever the snob ap- 
peal of their expensive woolens, their se- 
verely cut, distinctively English suits? 
How are they to find the extra cloth with- 
out cutting down on the minimum they 
owe their own people? You can under- 
stand why the names of Christian Dior 

will be anathema here as long 
hardship in Europe. 

There's a sense of faint despair in “the 
fact that Princess Elizabeth's trousseau was 
calf length must be counted as one of the 
major victories for the vested interests of 
the fashion houses. That in itself almost 
gives the new style official status." Anda 
small consolation that J. Arthur Rank's 
stars on the screen will keep to short skirts. 
The dressmaking houses are urged to plug 
"the London look" for all they're worth. 
Skirts won't be as violently lengthened 
as in Paris, but they will not cut the 
women off at the knee as they have for so 
long. 

Here in London there's no change in the 
general look of the women. You see, for 
five months, starting in October, people 
have only 20 clothing coupons. A coat takes 
18 and will soon be 25. A suit takes that 
many. Shoes are 7. Stockings are 3 to 
4. Socks, gloves, rfs, 1 and 2 each. Un- 
derwear, 6 for a set. If you have house- 
hold linen to buy, then it's farewell to 
clothes. 

I talk such a lot about the skirt because 
wherever women gather, the air buzzes 
with it. . . . I remember in New Vork 
last winter I was walking down Park Av- 
enue, wearing my Burmese longyi. Two 
women behind me, taking it for granted 
that an Oriental could not understand, re- 
marked on the length of my skirt. They 
agreed that it looked simply terrible and 
how could anyone wear long skirts? I'll 
bet thóse two women are wearing them 
now. Affectionately, 

MA THAN E. 
























D The Burmese Jongyi, ankle length, of 


brilliant solid color, is usually worn with 
a white waist. Very lovely. ED. 


For the Not So Young 
Melrose, Massachusetts. 
Dear Sirs: First a plea from a customer 
of some thirty years' standing: Why can't 
you have a department for your “ middle- 
' and over? Youth has so many 
ry magazines of its own of late, 
but what do we have of their equiva- 
lent (we so-called ''ladies") to 
up on proper make-up, hair-do' 
particularly clothing? You always picture 
girlish figures with gay clothes, but don't 
you know these youngsters have mothers, 
grandmothers and not-so-young aunts 
who don't have time or energy to chase 
around town and ferret out suitable things 
for near-plumps or ''stouts"? Couldn't 
you put in a section picturing us and giv- 
ing advice as above? I bet you would get 
a happy response. 
Are all your editors slim young things? 
Yours very truly, 
MARIAN W. BELCHER. 








> No, but they’re all beautiful. ED. 


(Continued on Page 6) 
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PRELL REMOVES DANDRUFF IN AS LITTLE AS 3 MINUTES! 


LEAVES HAIR CLEAN SMOOTH 


Really thrilling! Yes—new, different, wonderful Prell is thrilling. This 
marvelous emerald-clear Radiant-Creme shampoo leaves your hair 

so shiningly radiant . . . and free of ugly, embarrassing dandruff. Doctors: 
examinations proved that Prell removes unsightly dandruff in as little as 


three minutes—and proved that regular Prell shampoos control this dandruff! 





HERE'S WHAT THEY SAY ABOUT PRELL 


And thrilling Prell leaves your hair so soft, so sleek and smooth—and yet 


DAD: That tube's so handy! SISTER: You just can't hope : 

Prell's just dandy! And a —with any soap—For so manageable . . . easy to set and to arrange. It's the perfect shampoo 

little goes so far! hair with such a sheen! 
MOTHER: No waste, no drip AUNTIE: It's safe they say, for every kind of hair and hair-do. No more messy jars-or slippery 

..no spill or slip... for every day— For my : e 

Fortyotngstecsiit'sia аас * aes hain Жашо bottles to break either—Prell comes in such a handy tube. Women... 
BROTHER: And after Prell, I ALL: Hair radiant, bright... men . . . teen-agers and children all find Prell a joy to use—get a tube 

know all's well. My scalp no dandruff in sight, when Е à А 

' feels really clean. we shampoo with Prell | of this new, different, Radiant-Creme shampoo today! * 


T. M. REG. U. 8. PAT. OFF. 





Jt's a wonderful experience to put on your 
first Charis foundation. Under the trained hands 


of your Charis Professional Corsetiere, bothersome bulges 
are slimmed to sleek lines—gentle but firm support gives you 
that lifted feeling— you look pounds lighter and feel years 
younger. The Corsetiere does this for you in the pleasant, 
unburried privacy of your bome—no shopping, no fuss— 

a miracle right before your own mirror. Expensive? 

Not at all— Charis’ extra services are included in the price 
of the all-in-one girdle or bra you buy, and it costs no more 
than ordinary garments of equal quality! Girdles and 
all-in-ones from $6.95 to $19.95, bras from $1.50 to $4.75. 
And unbelievable as it may seem— you buy from Charis 
—and Charis only—on a 30-day money-back guarantee! 


See for yourself why Charis is the favorite of millions— 
write for your free copy of “The Foundation of Loveliness.” 


CHARIS 


Charis Corporation, Department L3, Allentown, Pa. 
Charis Limited, Toronto 14, Canada 
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1—Analyzes your figure and 
posture 


2—Selects your garment 
scientifically 


3— Provides up to 77 garment 
variations in each size to 
fit your personal figure 
requirements 

4—Personalizes your gar- 
ment by expert fitting and 
adjustment 


© Charis Corp., 1947 





Available only through Charis 
Professional Corsetieres 


(Continued from Page 4) 
Regional Houses Our Heritage 
Bryan, Texas. 

Dear Editors: This is a fan letter be- 
cause my heart is full to the brim with 
grateful appreciation to Mr. Richard 
Pratt. There are no descriptive phrases 
complete enough to describe the pure ex- 
cellence of the pictures he is using for his 
Regional Houses. 

Mr. Pratt is doing a great deal toward 
instilling the pride that each of us should 
take in the beauty of our heritage. These 
articles are among the finest ever done by 
any magazine. Thank you. 

Most sincerely, 
MRS. D. D. CHERRY. 


"217° Gives З for Joan 
Washington, D. C. 

The Editors: Three cheers for Letters to 
Joan, by Gladys Denny Shultz. 

Some of our mothers are so sweet that 
you dare not bring the subject up. And 
girls sometimes get confused and worry 
over whether simply having emotions 
means being classed as a ''bad girl.” 

A book containing these letters should 
be presented to young girls (at what age, 
I suppose the mothers would have to 
decide). * Sincerely, 

DE 


> The “Joan letters," very popular, ter- 


minate with this issue. If Joan hasn’t 
got the point now it’s just too bad, ED. 


An Apple for the Teacher 
Arnold, Kansas. 
Dear Editors: While other magazines 
harp on the need for adult education, you 
give us the best adult-education program 
that could be devised. I refer to the How 
America Lives section of your magazine. 
My husband went *'back to teaching” 
from a well-paid position as a methods 
analyst which he held during the war. He 
could have continued in the Vocational 
Guidance Department, but what use vo- 
cational guidance, if young people are so 
poorly trained in fundamentals that they 
are unfit for any vocation? Many of our 
friends have twitted us for going “back to 
teaching," but my husband is doing it for 
one reason: What is to happen to our 
children if conscientious, well-trained 
teachers quit now? The children are here 
to be educated, and it is a job somebody 
must do. Yours very truly, 
VIRGINIA L. CRABTREE. 


People Friendly but Starving 
The Duke's Cottage 
Rudgwick, England. 

My dear Bruce and Beatrice: I have 
come half across Europe since I last wrote 
you. Over poor tattered France, which 
appears to be strangely empty. From 
Paris to Brigue, in Switzerland, we saw no 
one at all on the roads or in the fields. And 
no birds sang. They were all eaten up long 
ago in pies. No rabbits gambol in the 
fields. They are translated, with horse— 
into salami. One rabbit to one horse. 

I spent one night at Venice, which I 
find difficulty in believing in: a dream city 
with a multitude of smells—a mixture of 
the sublime and the ridiculous. Silks, 
satins, jewels and rings fill the shops. 

But lurking in the shadows are people 
poor beyond anything we know. Old 
women, just walking bundles of rags. Men 
covered with starvation sores. There are 
few of us who would not rather have things 
as they are at home. I could not be happy 
with my whole ham and rich wines if an 
old woman with her feet in rags lurked 
under my balcony singing a sad, apologetic 
little song. 

Trieste is an international port now. A 
sort of no-man's—or is it any-man's?— 
land. British, American, Italian and Yugo- 
Slav all dwell together, supposedly in 
unity. The net result seems to be that the 
once flourishing port is dead. No ships lie 
inthe harbor. No winches rattle there any 
more. The Russians, non-co-operative as 
always, have taken all the trade to Fiume. 

All night long trams rattle, clatter and 
toot. Gay lads and lasses greet one an- 
other with loud joyful cries. At 2 a.m. 
family parties still roam around the 
streets, with the children. Explosions just 
off stage tell of people trying to impress 
their political opinions on others by chuck- 
ing bombs, 

What a pity people don't stick to the 
things they can do well. The Italians are 
wonderful at basketwork, love and singing. 

(Continued on Page 8) 
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Placed over the casket, the Clark Metal Grave 
Vault is designed to use the pressure of air in 
the dome to keep seeping water from the rains 
and melting snows from reaching the casket. 


Your funeral director will show you beautiful 
Clark Vaults within your means. All made of 
enduring metal instead of porous material. 
And available in styles armored with 25 to 35 
Ibs. of zinc to insure up to 2 to 5 times as long- 
lasting protection as the same vault uncoated. 


THE FINEST TRIBUTE « THE MOST TRUSTED PROTECTION 


LA 


CRAVE VAULTS 





Write for FREE 28-page booklet, “My Duty." Tells 
what to do. when you are asked to “‘take charge." 
Over a million copies distributed. The ‘Clark Grave 
Vault Co., Dept. E-127, Columbus, O. Copyright 1947. 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 





Costume by 
Nettie Rosenstein 
for Lord & Taylor 


erkshire ci 
| ' "FKSIHII Kings 
for the loveliest legs in the world... by the world's largest manufacturer of full-fashioned stockings 


Copyright 1947, Berkshire Knitting Mills 


ea - - : шш EM ES 





8 LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 









































? 


Struck Oil, op 


“Try looking under that pile of diapers — that bottle of Mennen Oil 
must be somewhere! Ah, there it is! Now go into your smooth-and-soothe act 
with that mild, gentle, protective oil. Tommy loves it!” 





Protects baby's sensitive skin better because it's antiseptic. 
Mennen is the famous original antiseptic baby oil, the only 
widely used baby oil that is antiseptic. Over 3300 hospitals 
buy and use Mennen on the extra sensitive skin of 
newborn babies. And most doctors recommend it to 
help keep baby's skin smooth and healthy. 


Helps prevent many skin irritations because it's antiseptic. 
Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil forms an unbroken shield of protection — helps 
safeguard against roughness, chafing, urine irritation, diaper rash 
and many other infant skin discomforts. You'll love its delicate scent — makes 
baby smell so fresh and sweet. 


Baby loves NEW Mennen Baby Powder, too! 
Thousands of mothers have switched to the New 
Mennen Baby Powder. So soft, so white, with a 
delightful fresh scent! See if you don't agree! 
Like Mennen Antiseptic Baby Oil, 
the New Mennen Baby Powder is made especially to 





agree with baby's delicate, 
sensitive skin. Borated, for soothing 
protection. Perfect for grownups, 
too— after bath or shower. Get 
New Mennen Baby Powder today! 





M en n en Baby Powder | Antiseptic Baby Oil 


Two of the world's finest baby products 














(Continued from Page 6) 
They built Venice—one of the most beau- 
tiful cities in the world. 

But at bombs they are not good. 
Mostly they are so casually put together 
that they do little damage. We sit out on 
a balcony and view their little insurrec- 
tions. Small and not very harmful battles 
go on below. A crowd of young men come 
marching along with torches, singing a 
sacred song. Soon they clash with counter- 
marchers going in the opposite direction 
with a fearful dirge. There is a temporary 
tangle and tie-up, which police of all na- 
tions rush in to stop. After much shouting 
and pushing the two factions divide and 
march on. The patriotic chant breaks out 
anew. Ambulances arrive to cart away the 
few whose heads have got broken in the 
fray and all is as it was before. The family 
parties stroll. The moon looks down. 

The currency is dastardly. A lady pay- 
ing the week's wages looks as if she were 
preparing to paper a room. Most of the 
notes look as though they had been used 
in their day as handkerchiefs. 

As in Venice, the poverty is dreadful. 
A pretty little girl has offered to work 
for me for nothing if I will take her to 
England ''where it is clean," out of the 
displaced persons' camp where she now 
lives, and give her a winter coat. That is 
all she asks. How the ordinary people live 
I can't imagine. The maid goes off to pur- 
chase potatoes with several thousand lire 
and will not bring back much change. For 
us, changing pounds, it is just possible, 
but what if people paid in this ghastly 
currency? This is inflation. 

I would rather have it our way. Every- 
one a bit uncomfortable, but sharing what 
there is. There is no rationing of ordinary 
goods. Sweets, shoes, wonderful silks and 
woolens are all to be had—if you have the 
vast number of lire needed to buy. If you 
haven't you wrap your feet in rags, sing- 
ing a sad little dirge, and don't eat much. 

Today we had coffee with two American 
wives. They live in. small apartments 
overlooking a lot of rubble, angry with the 
columnist who spread the news that out 
here they live in the lap of luxury, using 
soldiers as servants. I saw little sign of 
luxury and they mostly do their own cook- 
ing. And how homesick they are for 
Florida! Love to you both, 

DOROTHY BLACK. 


First Things First 
Dayton, Ohio. 

Gentlemen: There is a plump, good- 
natured Filipino lady who lives in a small 
village in Central Luzon. During the Jap 
occupation from '42 to '45 she lost her 
home, with most of its furnishings, food 
stocks, chickens and pigs. Later, the family 
made many friends in our engineering 
outfit; the mother and daughter doing 
laundry for the boys during the day and 
entertaining at night with songs in native 
Tagalog dialect, and Filipino tales. 

When I paid a last call on “ тот," as 
we knew her, I asked what I could send her 
from the States. She needed practically 
everything essential in having a home. 
She smiled and said, “Please, sir, if you 
could send me LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL, 
perhaps?" I have since drawn a multi- 
tude of morals from this little story—you 
can possibly find a few of your own. 

Sincerely yours, 
RAY METTER. 


A Bit of Blarney 
Dublin, Ireland. 

Dear Editors: I have a friend, who hasa 
friend, who has a brother in New Vork, 
and the JOURNAL comes my way about 
three months after it is published. 

I am amazed when I see what you pro- 
duce at such a moderate cost. It certainly 
takes Americans to do things better than 
any other people. 

Listen, Ann Batchelder, we simply adore 
your “cooks’ tours." 

The fashion section is a real delight, 
and I notice one of its clever editors has 
an Irish name. More power to you, Nora 
O'Leary. 

A word about your advertisements. 
These, they say, are the life and soul of 
a paper. Well—judging by yours, your 
JOURNAL will outlive eternity! One 
simply cannot resist reading your ads— 
all of them—even though the things they 
laud are beyond the reach of little us. 

Slan lath, and good luck to the LADIES’ 
HOME JOURNAL. 

MAEVE O'CONNER. 
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Baby Sitters Like 


Evenflo Nursers! 


Easy to use! Nancy just takes a sealed 
Evenflo Nurser from the refrigerator, 
warms it, turns up the nipple and it's 
ready for feeding. 

Nurses better! Evenflo Nipple's twin 
valves automatically let air into the 
bottle as food is withdrawn. 
This provides smooth nursing 
action and- enables babies to 
finish their bottles better. 
Modern Evenflo Units (nip- 
ple, bottle, cap all-in-one) 
25c at baby shops, drug and 
dept. stores. Parts 10c each. 


Evenflo 


“America’s 
Most Popular Nurser” тт 
It breathes as it feeds! 


Nipple down. 





Bottle sealed 


for feedin: 





Prolongs useful 
life of crib! 


By the makers 
of the famous < 


KROLL KABS 


KROLL BROS. CO. 
Dept. L-12, Chicago 16, Ill. 
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It’s Listerine Antiseptic – Quick 


FOR COLDS AND SORE THROATS 


OTHER knows best . . . realizes that, used early 
M and often, a Listerine Antiseptic gargle can 
often head off a cold or lessen its severity. In count- 
less families it’s a time-tried first-aid against colds 
and sore throats. Here’s why: 


Attacks Surface Germs 


Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back on throat sür- 
faces to kill millions of germs called "secondary 
invaders". These germs often invade throat tissue 
when body resistance is lowered by wet feet, cold 


feet, fatigue, or sudden changes in temperature. 

If used frequently during the 12 to 36-hour period 
of "incubation" when a cold may be developing, 
Listerine Antiseptic can often help guard against 
the mass invasion of germs. 

If the cold has already started, the Listerine 
Antiseptic gargle may help reduce the severity of 
the infection. 

Keep Listerine Antiseptic on Hand 


Bear in mind Listerine Antiseptic's impressive rec- 































Some "Secondary Invaders" which 
Listerine Antiseptic attacks 


These are some types of the threaten- 
ing germs that can cause so much of the 
misery of a cold when they invade the 
body through throat membranes. 


'neumococcus Туре 111, Pneumococcus Type 
5 Friedlander's bacillus. BOTTOM ROW, left 
to right: Streptococcus hemolyticus, Bacillus influenzae, Micrococcus 
catarrhalis, Staphylococcus aureus, 





ord made in tests over a 12 year period: those 
who gargled Listerine Antiseptic twice daily had 
fewer colds and usually milder colds than those 
who did not gargle . . . and fewer sore throats. 

So make the Listerine Antiseptic gargle a must” 
for the whole family. Keep a bottle in the medicine 
chest and use it at the first hint of a cold. Better 
still, make the Listerine Antiseptic garglea morning 
and night habit for everyone. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY, St. Louis, Mo: 


It’s sensational! Make your 
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own mix with Crisco... get 
DOUBLE-RICH HOTBREADS AT PACKAGE-MIX SPEED! 


Here's great news for the holidays—right 
from the Crisco kitchen! It's the perfect hot- 
bread mix you make yourself! It's so easy to 
make, easy to store away. And with this won- 
derful Crisco mix on hand, you're ready to 
bake the best hotbreads you ever tasted—at a 
moment's notice! Hotbreads that are lighter, 
flakier, and twice as rich as you get with leading 
package mixes! 


Of course, pure, all-vegetable Crisco is tops 
for delicious hotbreads no matter what recipe 
you use. But now, with Crisco's speedy home- 
mix method, you get all the real home-made 
goodness you love in hotbreads—and ready- 
made convenience, too! In ten minutes or less, 
you can make up a batch of Crisco mix. Just 


CRISCO BISCUIT MIX 


3 tablespoons baking powder 
6 cups sifted flour 


1 tablespoon salt 
1 cup Crisco 


All Measurements Level: Mix dry ingredients. Cut* 


Crisco into flour with a blender or two knives until 
mixture looks like coarse cornmeal. Store mix in any 
covered container. (Crisco biscuit mix needs no re- 
frigeration—stays fresh for months!) Yield: about 
7% cups niix—about 60 biscuits. 


| It’s quick, easy to use! Just add milk! 


Add 34 cup milk to 21% cups biscuit mix. (This makes 
about 20 biscuits, 115" in diameter.) Blend well. Put 
dough on floured board or pastry cloth. Knead 
lightly several times. Roll dough about 1⁄4" thick. Cut 
with a floured biscuit cutter. Bake on ungreased pan 
in a hot oven (425?F.) until brown as desired, 
about 15 minutes. 
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follow this simple recipe. 
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ITS DIGESTIBLE ! 


Be thrifty—buy the 3-Ib. economy size! 
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Don’t Pursue Happiness 


BY STRUTHERS BURT 


Ine of most divorce—at least, hasty divorce— 
back ofso many other aspects of American behavior, 
is the strange, persistent, American belief in the pursuit 
of happiness. The belief, that is, that personal happiness 
is the inherent right of every man and woman. That 
if you go after it hard enough, and are bright enough, 
you are bound to catch up with it. 

Perhaps the Founding Fathers are responsible for 
this persistent, and often fatal, American myth. No 
other nation believes in it. The word "chance" should 
have been substituted for the word "pursuit." Every 
man and woman, to be sure, is entitled to a chance for 
happiness. That chance should be guarded vigilantly. 
The gate should be kept open. But pursuit is something 
else. 

Those who have pursued happiness, without finding 
it, live with the conviction that life has defrauded them 
in their personal relationships. And tbis sense of frus- 
tration and defeat shows itself clearly in too many 
American marriages. Once the honeymoon is over— 
and honeymoons do end—the misguided pursuer feels 
himself cheated and on the slightest pretext hurries 
off to Reno. 

Fundamentally, marriage is a contract. That's old 
news. A partnership. An agreement that two heads, 
working together, are better than one; and that two 
wills, provided there is give and take, are stronger than 
a single will. Like all contracts, all agreements, it 
requires discipline, good humor and good will. More- 
over, it requires time. 

Successful marriages just don't happen, they're 
achieved. But once they are achieved, they are the 
finest relationship in the (Continued on Page 209) 





Lend Money 


the American Way 


@ Dorothy Thompson 


T seems to me that what is most lacking in Washington is 
moral and intellectual courage, and willingness to depend, 
not upon slogans, but upon tested American experience. 

To take one example, and a most important one: the 
matter of continuing aid to Europe. In this there are two 
schools of thought—or perhaps, better said, of slogans. One 
holds that we have already given away too much, and that it 
has all been so much thrown down the drain; the other warns 
that without aid Europe will collapse into economic and 
social chaos and will all probably, as a result, come under 
Russian hegemony, thus bringing about exactly the condition * 
we fought the war to avoid: the domination of Europe and 
Asia by a single power that could menace American security. 

But suppose both factions are, to a certain degree, right? 

Without strong financial and economic aid from America, 
which alone is able to give it, Europe will certainly sink 
deeper and deeper; the extinction of the rest of Western 
civilization will certainly affect the United States, morally, 
politically and economically. It would do so even if there 
were no Soviets to take advantage of it. 

But the way in which, up to now, we have been giving aid 
has not halted that seeping disintegration; we have no guar- 
anty that more of it, given in the same way, will prevent 
collapse. And if collapse comes after mofe billions have 
been poured in, we shall be just that much weaker in pro- 
tecting ourselves from the cataclysm. 

A bold’ and courageous mind, at this point, would say: 
Therefore, we must find new ways of giving aid, that do 
promise to avert collapse, and will not have ill effects on the 
American economy. 

So far we have aided Europe by giving billions of dollars 
of quickly consumed relief (UNRRA) arid by loans to Euro- 
pean governments. 

Loans to foreign governments, whether by another govern- 
ment or by bankers, are a traditional, conservative way of 
doing things. Most of the European governments to which 
we are presently offering them are very uncertainly seated. 
They fear, among other things, their communists; like all 
governments dependent upon the electorate, they are subject 
to organized pressures from various greedy groups; and all of 
them are in a frightful condition of public finances. All the 
countries to which our money goes suffer from runaway 
inflation and live in black-market economies. Much of the 
money we lend eventually flows into these black markets to 
increase inflationary prices; and since dollars are eventually 
spent for American goods, these inflated prices are reflected 
in our own price structure here at home, accelerating the 


American inflation and impoverish- 
ing the American people, not by way 


Vt UUT f 
a e Re EA of the money lent, but by diminish- 


ing the purchasing power of the 
American people. For the people in 
Europe who have any money at all 


C hrrstmas Seals 
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A ruby cranberry salad to bring 
Christmas to your table..... 





Soak 1 envelope plain gelatin in М, cup cold water 5 
minutes. 
Dissolve over boiling water. 
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| Crush 1 can Ocean Spray Jellied Cranberry Sauce with 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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Pare and соте 2 large (or 3 medium) apples, and put 
through food chopper together with l4 lemon (rind 
and pulp). 

Add to cranberry mixture. Pour into star-shaped mold 
and chill in refrigerator until firm. Serves 6. 


If your family is like ours, you'd better double the recipe and 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
l 
l 
a fork. Add dissolved gelatin to cranberry sauce. | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
make an extra salad to serve with leftover turkey or chicken! | 

J 


READy (ае and cranberries belong to- 
то gether, but no longer do you serve сгап- 
berries only at Christmas. Ocean Spray 
now brings cranberry sauce to your table 
every week in the year . . . ready to serve, 
‚апа ready to be enjoyed with meat, with 
fish; in salads, or colorful desserts. So 
when you get your Cranberry Sauce for 
Christmas, get some extra cans for good 
eating right through the week. 

FREE RECIPES: 32 pages of delicious cranberry dishes, 


every one tested in Ocean Spray's "Cranberry Kitchen." 
Ask for "Cape Cod's Famous Cranberry Recipes." 


OCEAN SPRAY, Dept. L127, Hanson, Mass. 
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only wish to get rid of it for things, and 
since things are in frightful shortage, they 
care nothing about the price which they 
have to pay. 

But America could aid Europe in a way 
that would avoid these evil repercussions 
and cost us much less than past or pro- 
posed policies. 

We could, for instance, make ten billion 
dollars do the work of twice or three times 
that sum, provided we stopped lending 
money to political agencies (governments) 
and invested it in genuinely economic 
enterprises. 

I am not suggesting ordinary ‘‘dollar 
diplomacy," or a return to large-scale 
private investment in private European 
enterprises, though that was actually the 
chief way in which Europe was aided to re- 
cover with’ quite phenomenal swiftness 
after World War I. 

But all European countries today are 
semisocialistic; private capital is almost 
wholly depleted; private capitalists are, 
many of them, under a cloud as Fascist col- 
laborators; and no European governments 
would welcome having their industries 
come into possession of other countries or 
the nationals of other countries. Actually 
the Russians are making themselves highly 
unpopular by aping the very capitalist 
practices which, when performed by others, 
they brand as capitalist imperialism. They 
are forcing or attempting to force neigh- 
boring countries to set up mutual trusts 
for the exploitation of natural resources, 
the Russians having a 51 per cent, or con- 
trolling, interest. 

But it is perfectly possible for the 
United States to create, under American 
leadership, and with 
(temporarily) dominant 
participation of Amer- 
ican industrial, transpor- 
tation, hydraulic and 
mining engineers, Eu- 
ropean public corpora- 
tions, to which, and to 


The majority of the plain 
people in the U. S. will, day 
in and day out, make fewer 
mistakes in governing them- 
selves than any smaller group 
will make in trying to govern 


December, 1947 


having also saved ourselves from the seri- 
ous effects of European economic collapse 
and resultant American panic and unem- 
ployment. 

When we talk about “aiding” any 
country other than our own, it makes a 
great deal of difference to define whom we 
are aiding. 

I, for instance, am willing to make no 
sacrifices whatever to enable an Egyptian 
millionaire to buy an American automobile 
for three times its normal price and thus 
contribute to force up the price of my 
own car. But I am willing to make con- 
siderable sacrifices for irrigation, health 
and road-building projects in the Middle 
East for the purpose of raising the living 
standards of the whole Egyptian people, 
increasing food production and aiding 
general prosperity. 


WE have lent money to Turkey. Surely 
it is not impertinent to inquire for what 
purpose? In Turkey, economic develop- 
ments started by Kemal Atatiirk resemble 
those of all dictator states. The Turkish 
economy is vertical rather than horizontal: 
top-heavy industries imposed on nothing 
underneath. 

Turkey, for instance, has food to burn— 
while Americans are urged “voluntarily” 
to ration themselves. There is enough sur- 
plus food in Turkey certainly to feed the 
Greeks. But it rots for lack of proper 
transportation facilities. Europe is freezing, 
but not a tenth of the potential coal pro- 
duction of Turkey is exploited. Iran is 
glutted with oil, but starved for water. 
She needs hydraulic engineers and great 
irrigation projects. America has the know- 
how really to reconstruct 
Europe, provided we 
spend our own money on 
genuine reconstruction. 

Some people will say 
I am advocating Ameri- 
can capitalism entering 
Europe. I shall not deny 


which alone, we would them. —rHEODORE ROOSEVELT, it, provided we can agree 
lend money for Euro- on a definition of capi- 
peanreconstruction. The i talis. In an industrial 


eventual ownership and 

complete control of these public corpora- 
tions, or Authorities—the Tennessee Valley 
Authority is an illustration—would pass to 
the countries where they operate. The ini- 
tial money should be loaned without inter- 
est—or, rather, without more interest than 
the United States Government must itself 
pay, say 2 per cent—and amortization 
should be postponed for a period of, say, 
twenty years, assuming that it will take 
fully that time to get Europe on her feet 
again. 

Ten billion dollars thus invested and 
backed with American know-how, divorced 
from the political pressures within the 
countries where it would be used, is an 
enormous sum, though it is less than half 
of what the European governments think 
they need. But ten billion dollars invested 
to create wealth to create money to create 
more wealth is very different from twenty 
or thirty billion borrowed to meet current 
and approaching deficits. 


Sucu public corporations, set up on be- 
half of the people of European countries, 
would return no profits to the United 
States, except indirectly—as it is im- 
mensely to our interest to have a prosperous 
Europe and prosperous potential custom- 
ers. Such profits as were not reinvested by 
the corporations to create more wealth, 
employ more persons, and create a sound 
basis for the currencies, would be ear- 
marked to the governments for special 
purposes, such as social services. And 
eventually these corporations would revert 
to the states in which they operate, by the 
simple process of allowing the states to 
buy them out at par on an amortization 
plan. 

We would then get our money back, 
having meanwhile put Europe really back 
on her feet. And we should be recom- 
pensed, apart from the moral satisfaction 
of having helped save civilization, by 


society there is no other 
known economic system except capital- 
ism. Capitalism is the system by which 
money is combined with organization 
brains, engineering skills, management, 
techniques, science and labor to produce 
wealth, which is expanded then in the 
form of income to the various contribut- 
ing factors, part being given to the state 
to supply its revenue and part reinvested 
to create more wealth. If capitalism is 
“private,” individuals put up the money 
and take the profits and expend or re- 
invest them. If capitalism is public (called 
socialism), the state puts up the money 
and takes the profits and expends and 
reinvests. Either system will work for the 
public welfare if there is correct distribu- 
tion of the wealth produced; that is to say, 
if all the contributing factors are so com- 
pensated that the whole mechanism keeps 
on functioning, and the disinterested brain 
could almost compute success or failure in 
pure mathematics. When either system 
fails it is because other than purely eco- 
nomic factors mess it up—political factors 
and political pressures of one kind or an- 
other. And they mess up state capitalism 
as well as private capitalism. 

But unless Europe gets back into pro- 
duction, and into rational production, her 
people will go on starving and her social 
orders collapsing. There just isn’t enough 
American wealth to keep more than twice 
our own population on relief. And since no 
country in the world begins to know as 
much about production as we do, we should 
export with our money the brains and skills 
to make that money work for the European 
people: to make it work in such a way that 
we shall actually be building up for them а 
fortune. With just a little more imagination 
and courage and more advice from in- 
dustrial engineers and less from politicians, 
we could go places and take others with us, 
into more common sense, more creation 
and more happiness. THE END 
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Just what Santa Claus deserves — 


AMERICAS LUXURY HAM 


Hand Picked - Sugar Cured - Tender Cooked 





The best and nothing but the best is labeled 


ARMOUR 








This-n-that 
about Ham 






BY 
Mario ied 
Director, Armour Consumer Service 


Watch your Santa smack his lips at sight 
of this platterful of Merry Christmas: 
Cinnamon Glazed Ham. No use your get- 
ting up when Donner and Blitzen have 
just dashed away. With Ready-To-Eat 
Armour Star Ham in the kitchen you 
can skip longer cooking time—set your 
oven at 325° F. and reheat only 10 min. 
per pound: Half an hour before ham is 
finished, pour on this Red Cinnamon 
Glaze and baste frequently: 


2 cups sugar 1 cup corn syrup 
1 сир water colored with Jé cup red 
cinnamon candies 





Bright Cinnamon Pears. Poach whole, 
fresh, peeled pears in a heavy saucepan 
using a similar amount of glaze mixture, 
adding red vegetable coloring if neces- 
sary. To keep pears firm, cook very slowly 
about 20 min. and turn often. 










atives—a wonderful big ) 
Armour Star Ham. Truly Ameri 
Luxury Ham—for each choice ham 
hand-picked, mild sugar-cured, and slow- 
smoked for unforgettable flavor. What 
woman wouldn't love to have one on 
hand for holiday entertaining—for in- 
stance, that New Year's Eve buffet party 
she's planning. 





2 


Hearty-Starter Breakfast for chilly winter 
mornings: Fried Eggs and thick slices of 
Visking-wrapped, boneless Armour Ham. 
Bone already removed, an econom- 
ical buy. You pay only for usable meat, 
and one pound yields four very generous 
servings. 








For Free Ham Recipes — delicious and 
different—write: Marie Gifford, Dept. 
177, Box 2053, Chicago 9, Ill. 
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e Fostoria’s Romance pattern is sweet for апу 
occasion and lovely for your best table wardrobe, 
holiday time or any time, when you, as a charming 
hostess, seek to blend everything into one shining 
setting. It’s patterned for personality and a treasure 


to give or to receive. So here’s to Romance for 


dreamers and practical folks as well...one of many 


Fostoria favorites in better stores everywhere. 


FOSTORIA GLASS COMPANY + MOUNDSVILLE, WEST VIRGINIA 








“Tve never seen him (smile. 


December, 1947 


REPRINTED COURTESY 
THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 


” 


UNDER-COVER STUFF 


BY BERNARDINE KIELTY 


F there’s any person in one’s im- 

mediate environs who deserves a 
Christmas present, it is the local post- 
man. Sometimes in the city one for- 
gets, what with the impersonal rou- 
tine of doorman and elevator deliver- 
ies. But if you make a point of seeing 
the mailman and handing him his 
gift yourself, you may find—as we 
did—a nice elderly man who has been 
bringing you your letters and cards 
and bills twice a day for many years. 
He knows something about you, even 
if you don’t about him. And not only 
the city, but the truly rural postman. 
How he deserves a pat on the back! 
The only postman on a certain New 
Jersey rural-delivery route last year 
was still delivering Christmas mail, 
including 80,000 Christmas cards, 
over his thirty-eight-mile route, up 
to January 13th. He had worked fif- 
teen hours a day for three weeks. 

The “real Santa Claus” is the post- 
master of Santa Claus, Indiana, who 
sometimes has had as many as 4,500,000 
pieces of mail go through his office in one 
season, all stamped with the legitimate 
“Santa Claus” postmark. 

Though the beginnings of Christmas 
cards are lost in the mists of time, the 
date of their earliest popularity in this 


' country seems to be pretty well set in 


the 1880's. They were printed by L. 
Prang and Company, of Roxbury, 
Massachusetts, a firm long famous for 
its art reproductions. Mr. Prang in- 


augurated a series of prize competitions 
among artists, and from the prize draw- 
ings made his first lot of Christmas cards. 
Celia Thaxter, the poet, wrote verses 
for them. But times have changed. 
We still have the art, but where is the 
poetry? Who, indeed, does write the 
"sentiments" on Christmas cards? 
е e. e. 


DAHL’s BRAVE NEW WORLD, by 
Francis Dahl, cartoonist, and 
Charles Morton, writer, is a kind 
of glorified, sophisticated comic strip 
enriched with pages of shrewd satiric 
comment. It is highly amusing. In 
the first place, the two authors essay 
to classify the man of today—of To- 
day's Brave New World. If the 
“typical citizer.” of the 1920's was the 
Executive, and of the '30's and much 
of the war, the Man With the Brief 
Case, then today’s is the Man Who 
Owns a Food Freezer. "Never were so 
many wonderful machines and labor- 
saving devices at the beck and call of 
the prosperous American. And never 
were so many prosperous Americans, 
from Nob Hill to ParkAvenue,washing 
so many dishes." Quoting news items 
of new inventions, Dahl pictures the 
possibilities of an Unmixing Machine, 
which can unscramble eggs, help 
people find the right pair of rubbers, 
straighten out traffic jams; of a 
Mechanical Baby Sitter, who doesn’t 
have boy friends and doesn’t try on 
(Continued on Page 16) 
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bne 4 git Matis... 


can enjoy using your Gorham every day...seeing it grow lovelier with 
the years. Truly good things, like Gorham, are made to live with and 
love for all your life. 


You're on the go...you’re doing so much, there’s little time to dream. 
But you do...don't you? You dream of him and what a wonderful 
husband he'll be. You dream of making him proud of his home...as 
proud as you both were today when you bought your first good things 
... your first Gorham Sterling place-settings. 

Your flair for living nicely makes these first Gorham place-settings 
a must. Because with Gorham, you have confidence in its exquisite 
design and workmanship...the assurance that comes of one hundred 
and seventeen years of fine silver-making. As you match and add, you 





Send for illustrated book, "Entertaining—tbe Sterling Way; 10€ (outside 
U.S.A., 40¢). The Gorham Company, LHJ-1225, Providence, R. I. 
THE MODERN WAY /0 buy sterling (solid) silver is in units of place- 
settings—eacb consisting of six pieces. Place-settings about $23.00 (Fed. 
tax incl.), depending on which of the twelve Gorham patterns you choose. 


= 
2 








2 STERLING өбө 


© AMERICA’S LEADING SILVERSMITHS SINCE 1831 
2. 
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*Patents Pending 


This Xmas, bestow a lifetime of beauty and flavor by 
giving a Revere Ware Pressure Cooker*, or by selecting 
your presents from Revere's complete line of 
Copper-Clad Stainless Steel Ware. (P. S. Be sure to look 
for the trade mark on the thick copper bottom.) 
Revere Copper and Brass Incorporated, 


Rome Manufacturing Company Division, Rome, N. Y. 














(Continued from Page 14) 
all the nylons, gowns and cosmetics 
belonging to the lady of the house; ofa 
Self-Whipping Cream which expands 
to a fluff without help from human 
hands; of the Galoshes for Cattle de- 
signed to circumvent hoof disease. 

Dahl and Morton may be lighthearted 
about these, the latest gadgets—they may 
be able to laugh—but they are bitter when 
il comes to today’s food. Listening to the 
radio, they have discovered that “mild” 
is the word for it. “Mildness” is the 
criterion of all food products. “The food 
industry rolled up its sleeves and quietly 
sel about hiring radio comedians. If 
people laughed at the jokes, they correctly 
reasoned, people would eat the cheese. If 
slugged often enough, the word ‘mild’ 
would soon have them demanding weak- 
ness of flavor as their inalienable right. 
If the show reached a 30.4 rating, they 
would settle for no taste at all." All food, 
to these young men, now tastes alike. 

In our own homes we can still get 
back to somewhere within calling dis- 
tance of the good old prewar food. True, 
the light layer cakes with thick rich frost- 
ing seem to have gone the way of general 
houseworkers, homemade soup and old, 
slow-type oatmeal. But every day a 
new cookbook comes out, efficient, well- 
charted, understandable to the girl out 
of school or in, which does something 
toward restoring our once highly fla- 
vored national taste. JOURNAL readers 
will be glad to know that Gladys 
Taber has written one—STILL- 
MEADOW KITCHEN. If you don’t stop 
short at her oysters Rockefeller, drooling, 
you will at the Irish Stew, or at James’ 
French apple pie. . . . THE Соок 
IS IN THE PARLOR, by Margue- 
rite Gilbert McCarthy, is worked 
out on the supposition that besides 
cooking you nearly always want to have 
a little fun. She gives many excellent 
menus and tells how the dishes can be 
prepared ahead. How to cook and yet 
enjoy your company is her thesis. . . . 
FAVORITE RECIPES OF WELLESLEY 
ALUMNAE may sound rather esoteric, 
but it will bring back nostalgic memo- 
ries to @hose who were privileged to 
know the original Wellesley Tea Room 
Fudge Cake. Included in the alumnae 
favorites are Mayling Soong Chiang’s 
Sweet and Pungent Pork, President 
Horton’s Mushroom Soufflé, and (again) 
Gladys Bagg Taber’s Eggplant Caviar. 





Legs, according to Hollywood classifi- 
cation, are divided into four groups: 
Petite, Chorus Girl, Debutante and 
Show Girl. Petite is the ‘‘pony” type, 


PIX 


Which class are Esther Williams’? 


short and shapely, measuring 714 
inches at the ankle, 1215 calf and 1514 
thigh. Chorus Girl size is about 714 
ankle, 14 calf and 19-inch thigh. Debu- 
tante is usually long but somewhat more 
slender than normal, possibly 13-inch 
calf and 1614 thigh. “The Show Girl 
legs are the longest and shapeliest, and 
to many people the most beautiful,” 
y (Continued on Page 18) 
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the Only washer with 
TWIN TUBS 


Dexter Twin is the one washes that gets 
all clothes cleaner, quicker, easier with- 
out soaking, hand rubbing, or waiting! 
Dexter Twin washes, rinses, and wrings 
all at the same time. In an hour or less 
your weekly wash is ready for the line. 


FREE—Twin Tub Booklet, 
“Two Instead of One,” ex- 
plains exclusive Dexter wash- 
ing method. Write Dept. 
127. 


THE DEXTER CO. • Fairfield, lowa 


DEXTER TITA 


WASHES CLEANER—QUICKER—EASIER 





Short or Tall 
Right Height f 
for All! 


MET-LTOP 
ADJUSTABLE HEIGHT 
IRONING TABLE 


7 easy 


adjustments 





In a jiffy you can ad- 
just the legs of the 





new MET-L-TOP to for height 
suit your height. It 
means comfortable-posture ironing ... re- 


duces back strain, arm strain and general 
ironing fatigue ...SPEEDIER, EASIER 
ironing. It’s a big new advantage added to 
the features that made MET-L-TOP 
America’s outstanding ironing table. 


MET-L-TOP is the original all- 
metal ironing table... fire- 
proof, warp-proof. Will not 
wobble or creep... stays put. 
Mirror-smooth, white-enam- 
eled, ventilated top, plus the 
useful ProtectoRest. The 
new ADJUSTABLE HEIGHT 
MET-L-TOP sells for only 
$10.45. Standard Model, $8.65. 
See Your Dealer 


For best results use MET-L-TOP 
pad and cover set. Tailored to fit. 





MET-L-TOP Division 
PAESCHKE & FREY CO. 
lwaukee 3, Wisconsin 
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CLEAN YOUR SINK FAST 


THIS 


0 ЕАУ... 


? в 





CLEANS WITHOUT GRIT! 


Why scratch dirt away—and 
the finish with it—when fine, 
white Bon Ami does the work 
without harm to sinks and tubs? 
Remember, scratches catch dirt 
—make your cleaning harder. 





SAFE. 
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POLISHES AS IT CLEANS! 


Now get a polish as you clean. 
No extra work. Lots of extra 
sparkle. Bon Ami-cleaned sinks 
and bathtubs keep that shiny, 
"new" look. You finish up faster 
— get better, brighter results. 


- LAS 








so FINE. 


WON'T REDDEN PRETTY HANDS! 


Your own hands are proof that 
Bon Ami contains no harmful 
grit or caustic, Feel its fineness. 
Use it. Now look at your hands 
.. they're soft and nice as ever. 
That's how Bon Ami is different! 
It's fast, it's easy—it's SAFE! 


hasnt sorah 2 2 
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(Continued from Page 16) 
sayS Gregg Toland, the cameraman 
from Hollywood who has gone to all 
the trouble of making these measure- 
ments. Which brings to mind Esther 
Williams, movieland's aquatic star, 
and the admiring comment of Jimmy 
Durante: “She wasn't born; she was 
built. Have you ever seen such a per- 
fect structure?” He said it one day 
when Esther appeared for a picture in a 
gold lamé bathing suit—the one, pos- 
sibly, that is reputed to have cost $1000. 


Vincent (Jimmie) Sheean has 
been blessed in many ways. One of our 
top-notch writers and one of the 
handsomest, he is better versed in the 
literature of opera and symphonic 
music than probably any other 
American littérateur, and is a quadri- 
linguist, speaking almost equally well 
Italian, French, German and English. 
His latest novel, A CERTAIN RICH MAN, 
is a best seller. And his autobiographi- 
cal books, PERSONAL HISTORY; NOT 
PEACE BUT A SWORD; BETWEEN THE 
THUNDER AND THE SUN; and THIS 
House AGAINST THIS HOUSE, rep- 
resent probably the most sensitive 
and certainly the best-written im- 
pression of twentieth-century Amer- 
ica—America as part of an inter- 
national world—that we have. 

A CERTAIN RICH MAN is the story of 
a young man of vast wealth, returned 
from the war where all soldiers were 
economic equals. What to do with his 
money is now his major problem, in- 
volving his wife, the girl he meets casu- 
ally in a secondhand bookstore, his 





Vincent Sheean. 


children, and the real estate he owns in 
Harlem. There is a third woman in the 
story who will create the most talk— 
one of those amoral, oversexed, exotic, 
seductive women such as unnerved all 
the characters in the novels which 
followed the last war. Arabella, Sheean's 
fictional seductress, is hardly a part of 
the major plot, but she runs away with 
the story. There are some readers who 
will believe that Fate—or Mr. Sheean— 
has meted out her just deserts in her 
terrible lingering death. She is de- 
cadent romance if you like, but she has 
a way with her. 


Buying children's Christmas books is 
no chore if you're lucky enough to live 
near a bookstore in which you can 
browse. No two people will pick alike, 
so the recommendations from our own 
browsing can't please all. But here are 
theones that attracted us most—several 
of which, in fact, we bought: 

Miss HICKORY, by Carolyn Sher- 
win Bailey, illustrated by Muth 
Gannett, received the John New- 
bery Medal for “the most distin- 
guished contribution to American 
literature for children." Miss Hick- 
ory is a New England spinster with a 
hickory nut for a head. . . . THE 
LITTLE ISLAND, by Golden MacDon- 
ald, illustrated by Leonard Weis- 
gard, received the Caldecott Medal 

(Continued on Page 21) 
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MOM, / NEED A 
МЕМО [DEA 


THE GANG IS DROPPING IN 
TONIGHT AFTER THE SHOW 


WELL, SUE, HERES 
MY FAVORITE SNACK 


AND EVERYBODY ALWAYS 
SEEMS TO LIKE IT 


lis simple, easy and quick. Make 
toast and put flakes of tuna on each 
slice. Pour that well-flavored rarebit 
sauce of yours over each serving. With 
coffee or chocolate and a few cookies, 
that's all you'll need." 

This is just one of scores of ways of 
serving these famous brands of quality 
tuna... hot or cold. So, always try to 
keep a supply on hand, both for regular 
use and for those times when friends 
drop in unexpectedly! 


VAN CAMP SEA FOOD CO., INC. 
Terminal Island, California 
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THE BRANDS THAT MADE TUNA FAMOUS 


Buy EITHER Brand... the quality is the same, 


HOT 


a new patented syrup — made from 


Here’s a really delicious flavor secret 
famous cooks have known for years. 
Try it, and enjoy the best pancakes 
you've ever tasted! 

Just add a spoonful of butter to a 
cupful of hot Sweetose—and there’s the 
most delicious buttery syrup you’ ve ever 
enjoyed! All the golden richness of butter 
—and the special sweetness of Sweetose 
blended together to give you a syrup 
that men and boys really love! 

Try Hot Buttered Sweetose on waf- 
fles, French toast and hot biscuits, too. 
Like hundreds of other dishes, they'll 
taste far better when they're sweetened 
with Sweetose. For Sweetose is a com- 
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corn! 


pletely new type of sweetener made 
from corn—so different that it is made 
under a new basic patent. 

Hundreds of women who have tried 
Sweetose prefer it to sugar for luscious 
desserts, stewing fruits, and many other 
uses, too. It mixes very quickly, blends 
well, and gives a really satisfying sweet- 
ness that men and boys really like. 

We want to send you recipes for eleven 
delicious new desserts—husky, flavorful 
desserts that will win the whole family. 
All made from this wonderful new syrup. 

Just mail the coupon to us today. 
Your copy will be mailed to you. 
A. E. STALEY MFG. CO., DECATUR, ILL. 


"THE EXTRA-SWEET CORN SYRUP” 









is a trade-mark of the 
taley Mfg. Co., Decatur, 
, registered in the U, S. 
Pat, Office, 








E Mfg. Co., Dept. L-12 
Box 1091, Decatur, Ill. 


new-type syrup—Sweetose. 


Name. 





Address. 


City. : Zone. State. 





Please send me, free, your recipes for eleven 
delicious desserts made with your patented 





Sweclose 
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From the pulsating pages of M-G-M's 










Prize Novel...the story of a love 
| that braved 
earthquake 
and tidal 
wave and 
savage tribal 
warfare! It's 
from M-G-M 
...and if’s a 


big picture! 
































VAN HEFLIN -DONNA REED - RICHARD HART 
Frank MORGAN - Edmund GWENN - Dame May WHITTY - Reginald OWEN - Gladys COOPER 
SAMSON RAPHAELSON ы ELIZABETH GOUDGE * Directed w VICTOR SAVILLE * Produced by CAREY WILSON * А METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE, 
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(Continued from Page 18) 

“for the most distinguished picture 
book." . . . And THE TWENTY-ONE 
BALLOONS, written and illustrated 
by William Рёпе du Bois, is also 
a prize winner. These three are out- 
standing for their illustrations. . . . 
An old book in a magnificent new edi- 
tion—one of the prime favorites for 
every generation —is THE WONDERFUL 
ADVENTURES OF NILS, by Selma 
Lagerlóf. 'This book we reread with 
complete adult abandon—just for 
ourselves this time, not for the chil- 
dren. . . . An annual favorite is any 
book by Walter Brooks, voted tops 
by children of our acquaintance, eight 
to twelve. This is the series about the 
barnyard animals who first appeared 
in 1927 in TO AND AGAIN. This year's 
book,fourteenthin the series, FREDDY 
THE MAGICIAN, concerns the tricks 
put over by Freddy, the pig—the same 
Freddy who last time got out the 
Bean Home News, remember? . . . 
Two of the very best children's books, 
of late years, in the opinion of this 
department, were GEORGE WASHING- 
TON'S WORLD and ABRAHAM LIN- 
COLN'S WORLD, by Genevieve Foster 
—history in pictures, eachpagedepict- 
ing what was going on all over the 
world contemporaneously with the 
various events in the lives of those 
two men. Mrs. Foster's new book, 
AUGUSTUS CAESAR'S WORLD, is done 
in the same way. This time she un- 
folds the world of Jesus Christ —and 
the years just before and after He was 
born. Though listed for age ten and 
over, this is a book which adults will 
enjoy fully, and out of which they 
will extract quite as much informa- 
tion as theschool child. .. . Then there 
is THE MIRACLE ON 34TH STREET, by 
Valentine Davies, which will prob- 
ably be severe competition for Dick- 
LADIES! SETS : ens’ CHRISTMAS CAROL for annual 
MEN'S SETS from $4.25 HOF out-loud reading. . . . And for every 
, ^ family that loves to sing there is the 
ATION Дм NÝ FIRESIDE BOOK OF FOLK SONGS, bal- 
— | lads, sea chanteys, cowboy songs and 
railroad songs, hymns, spirituals, 
Christmas carols, selected and edited 
by Margaret Bradford Boni, with 
simple but very intelligently written 

music, and charmingly illustrated. 
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The popular conception of pitiful old 
age is having a general upheaval these 
days. A friend of ours had a grandmother 
safely bedded down—or so she thought— 
in sunny California. Grandmother wrote 
occasionally that she'd like to be back East, 
but the family always wrote back sternly 
about the snow and slush that were their 
daily fare. One day in late spring, however, 
they received a telegram. Grandmother had 
sent the telegram as she was boarding the 
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Christmas joy 

... Lovely Mojud 
nylon stockings... 
a gift every woman 
will welcome. 





“Don’t be alarmed! Just mention 


that you think he’s in remark- ...8 gay; soft fragrance with 
able condition for a man of fifty- E ч E 
one and he'll go back upstairs." an evening air of romantic elegance 
plane to come East. She was eighty-seven 
years old and alone. But there was noth- 


ing to do about it, because she was already 
winging her way across the continent, and 


Wonderfully lovely Gold Tassel bath toiletries 


Se i go pean coe will delight the lover of beauty in you... 

paired to the Newark airport to meet her. lusciously scented bubble bath, cologne, bath 
Dos plone sb ан powder, bath crystals—huge, sculptured bath 

Finally, after a considerable lapse of timea cakes .. . exquisitely ensembled for you 


stewardess came out carrying a basket, and 
after her a very little old lady looking quite 
green. When she spied the family group 
she tripped up to them at once. “It would 
have been all right, my dears,” she said 
AT GOOD STORES EVERYWHERE hastily, “if it hadn't been for that ice- IN SETS OR SINGLY...ONE TO TWO-AND-ONE-HALF DOLLARS 


; É 
TRADE MARK REG, © 1947 mosun nosiery co, imc, н.ү.с. | Cream soda in Cleveland.” 


or for precious gift-giving. 








ALEXANDER 
SMITH 


ALL WOOL PILE 
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"Come оп, let's go up to my room!" When your 
Teen-Agers can say that with pride, then they're 
happy. They don't mind letting friends get a 
"show-window view" of their room. How. can 
you make your Teen-Agers' and other rooms more 
attractive? Start with the floors. Treat yourself to 
comfort and beauty with this Alexander Smith 
Caracul twist broadloom in Opera Red. Modest in 





wool Broa 
(ready-made to our rooms) at fous favorite 
store. Many in „Е. colors to go with other 
B.H.F.-color furnihings. Send for “Colorama”, 
Clara Dudley's frke Color Idea Book. Write 


Alexander Smith & Sons Carpet Co., Dept. S-87,. 
285 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 


ALEXANDER SMITH 


FLOOR=PLAN RUGS >œ 


BROADLOOM 


CARPETS 
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MINORITIES. 





by MARGARET HICKEY 


EACE on earth, good will toward men” is on many lips. "Joy to the 
world," we chant. Yet our country knows race prejudice, religious 
intolerance and class hatred. 

Some intelligent efforts are being made to help cure these diseases of 
the mind. Community efforts to improve racial or religious understanding 
are being developed by 262 local committees, 34 state commissions and 118 
national or state agencies. 

In California, the Council for Civic Unity struggles with the problems 
developed in the wake of wartime migration of Negroes from the South, the 
steady influx of Mexicans and postwar return of evacuated Japanese. The 
Council supports the unsegregated use of all tax-supported institutions. 
In San Francisco, this group has the assistance of 24 city organizations. 
Here one of the first victories was the passing of a “first come, first served” 
rule for all veterans in the public-housing projects, regardless of racial or 
religious background. 

Efforts are being made to solve the age-old conflicts between the Negro 
and the white man. In North Carolina, Dr. Frank P. Graham, president of 
the University of North Carolina, and a group of outstanding Negro edu- 
cators are working together on an educational program. Patient, steady 
approach brings real results. 

One of the most recent attacks on racial, religious and national prejudices 
is the five-year program undertaken by Louis Wirth, professor of sociology, 
and six other faculty members at the University of Chicago. It is under- 
written by a grant of $150,000 from the Carnegie Corporation and the 
Rockefeller Foundation. The goal is the development of scientific programs 
based upon facts and tested activities. 

Co-operating with the American Council on Race Relations, Chicago 
University will start pilot programs to test newly discovered means for 
establishing better intergroup relations. The university will work from 
three centers: industrial relations (labor), communications (public opin- 
ion), and human development (attitudes and behavior). The American 
Missionary Association has held four annual Institutes of Race Relations 
at Fisk University in an effort to further interracial understanding. 

A vigorous educational program is under way in Minneapolis. Estab- 
lished with the aid of Dr. Willard E. Goslin, superintendent of schools, the 
program calls for the development in primary and secondary schools of 
attitudes favorable to the welfare of all men. The Race Relations Committee 
of the American Friends Service Committee makes provision for Negro 
professors to teach in white schools and colleges for given periods. In this 
way the white students are given opportunity for greater understanding of 
the Negro and appreciation of the part he can play in American culture. 

The Urban League, the country’s oldest interracial social-service agency 
(founded in 1910), has a network of centers to aid the Negro in 56 cities in 
29 states. The League wastes no time in futile protest against local discrim- 
ination. Instead it works steadily toward finding better jobs, providing 
better housing, health and living standards. During the past three years it 
has made notable progress in Tulsa, Oklahoma; Charleston, South Carolina; 
New London, Connecticut; and other cities. 

William H. Baldwin, president of the National Urban League, points out 
that “clashes are sensational, they are apt to dominate the news while the 
evidence of the scope of'co-operation between the races is the light still hid 
under the bushel.” Because it is essential that this light be shed more 
widely, we are presenting the story of how one community went about 
answering the question, "How can we live together as neighbors?” 

Philadelphia, noted for being conservative, has a working laboratory of 
democracy where men, women and children of all races, colors and creeds 
are accepted as fellow human beings. The birthplace of American ideals 
now has taken the initiative in proclaiming, practicing and proving these 
ideals. THE END 








T a busy city intersection is boldly chalked: “A Соор Jew 1s A DEAD Jew.” 

In a high-school washroom a young white girl pours a bottle of poison 

over her face and dress, then runs out into the schoolyard yelling, “A 

nigger did it! A nigger tried to poison me!" On Election Day, thousands 

of small white cards are distributed: “Attention Non-Jews and Non-Catholics: 

There have been too many Jews and Catholics endorsed. Support candidates 
such as have membership in the Ku Klux Klan and other civic groups.” 

These are actual incidents on police record. All of them occurred, since the 
war, in Philadelphia—known as the City of Brotherly Love. 

The Quaker City’s Negro population is now 14.5 per cent of the total, as 
against 10 per cent in Chicago and 7 per cent in New York. One in seven 
Philadelphians is Jewish; one in four a Catholic. 

Although racial and religious tensions are rife in Philadelphia, the situation 
is not nearly so serious as it was before and during the war. As Hitler was 
marching into Austria, there were over 9000 Ku Klux Klanners holding regular 
and fanatic meetings in this city; 4 or 5 Coughlinite groups, 6 or 7 pro-Nazi and 
an equal number of so-called “100 per cent American” clubs which were 
anti-British, antiwar and anti just about everything and everybody except 
Hitler and Mussolini. The official newspaper of the German-American Bund 
(which was circulated throughout America) was published in Philadelphia. 

Mothers of killed soldiers were sent smear pamphlets saying, "Is this the 
price you are paying for Jew revenge?” War workers laid off at the factory 
were handed a little sheet at the gate: “A Jew has your job." During the terrible 
days of the Battle of the Bulge, an airplane dropped pamphlets saying, "We are 
only buying at Christian stores this Christmas.” 

During these war years, there were 40 or 50 cases of racial violence a year 
in the city. By and large, Philadelphia police 


(Continued on Page 215) 
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Wide-eyed iriterest shines from the faces of these four- to twelve-year-olds dur- 
ing a story hour at Fellowship House. Mrs. Solis Kopeland, a volunteer worker, 
is describing the dolls dressed to represent various races, creeds and nationalities. 
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(and she'll mean it, 
if you give her 
Daniel Greens!) 






L, $6.00 





All these slippers come in 
shimmering rayon satin, 
and are available in 
blossom pink, heaven blue, 
cherry, royal blue, 
wine, and black. 
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Kuit One, Parl Tuo 


INTRY days and warm, cozy sweaters go together like peasina pod! For 

variety and the newest in something different choose two or three of the 
JOURNAL patterns pictured below and make your own additions to your 
sweater wardrobe in several of this season’s fascinating colors; you will find 
them ideal for every hour of the day. More patterns are included on 1571, 
Knitting and Crocheting List. : 


Patterns 


2289. KNITTED CARDIGAN. 5c. 
Matching cap and vest, 2290, also 5c. 


2294. KNITTED AFTERNOON SWEATER. 5c. 
Trimmed with gold-star paillettes. 





=> 


2299. RIB-STITCH CARDIGAN JACK 
Roll collar, patch pockets, gold buttons. 





2250. STRIPED-FRONT CARDIGAN. 5c. 
Plain back and sleeves, matching bow. 


2291. STRIPED DINNER SWEATER. 5c. 
Stockinet stitch, shoulder-ti, Я 





ТТЕР JACKET. 5c. 
muff, 2296, al: 





SLEEVELESS CARDIGAN. 5c. 


Knit it in two colors, wear over blouse. 





2199. KNITTED SWEATER WITH HOOD. Sc. 
Crocheted mesh hood, sequin stars. 


Ы 


1969. KNITTED PULL-OVER SWEATER. 5c. 
‘Trimmed with contrasting sequin stars. i 


2244. STRIPED-YOKE SWEATER. 5c. l 
Match it with a new full skirt. 


1946. KNITTED SPORT JERKIN. 5c. 
Make it from heavy yarn, two colors. 


2197. KNITTED SLIP-ON SWEATER. 5c. 
"Trimmed with sequins, separate belt. 


2188. SLEEVELESS CARDIGAN. 5c. 
Weskit style knitted in two colors. 


2196. WIDE-SHOULDERED PULL-OVER. 5c. 
Made with cap sleeves, tiny roll collar. 


Other Featured 


Lists are sent free on request. They give the title, number and price of all our booklets and patterns. 
2008. List ОЕ DEPARTMENTAL BOOKLETS. 2076. THING: Ns. Aprons, 
For your home, garden, beauty, lo 

entertaining and child care. 1571. REFER ITTED AND 
1695. SuB-DEB BOOKLET LIBRARY. s Ско 
1660. List oF JOURNAL Hat AND BaG 1752. HANDICRAFT PATTERN List. Things 

Pat for you to make for your home, 
2333. CHILDREN’S PATTERNS LIST. your children, gifts or yourself. 








We will gladly send any of these booklets and patterns if you'll order by name and number. They 
will be mailed anywhere in the United States and Canada upon receipt of stamps, cash, check or 
money order. Do not send stamped, addressed envelopes or Savings Stamps. Readers in all 
foreign countries should send International Reply Coupons, purchased at their post office. Please 
address all requests to the Reference Library, Ladies! Home Journal, Philadelphia 5, Penna. 























Smartest idea in irons... 


is the hinge in TipToe’s sole plate that makes it two irons in one! 


Just TIP the handle forward slightly and the TOE becomes a small 





iron for curtain ruffles, children s clothes, frills and fancy pieces 
‚ап ordinary iron can't do! Tip it back and use the whole big 

sole plate to speed up flatwork. TipToe makes all ironing easier, 
saves effort and time, leaves you less tired... It's light, only a trifle 
even three pounds, easy to use... The extra large ironing surface 
covers more area... The sculptured handle, fully enclosed, is 

` comfortable—and cool... Convenient reversible cord, dependable 


fabric dial... See TipToe at any good department or appliance 


store... lift it, try it... and you ll never want any other iron! 


Tiploe 


* Made by The Yale & Towne Mfg. Co. . . . makers 
of famous locks and builders’ hardware since 1868 





vi 


Light! ... only a trifle over three pounds, 
a lot less tiring when the laundry is large. 


Comfortable! «handle is kept cool by a 
ventilated deck, fully enclosed to prevent burns. 


Accurate! . . . fabric dial maintains correct, 





even temperature for any type of material. 
duet " 


te aaa 

P. S.—What could possibly 2 Convenient! ... reversible cord, out of 

be a more useful Christmas gift. 29 5 : the way for left or right handed ironing. 
; be remembered longer and with more | | 

appreciation . . . than this finest of trons? 












€1947, T. Y. & T. M. Co. 





Are you an escapist? 

Without realizing it, many persons constantly 
try to avoid or escape their responsibilities. Not 
only are obligations neglected, but the escapist 
makes excuses that fool no one except herself. Al- 
though the escapist tendency can appear at any 
age, its roots are frequently laid down in early 
life. When parents extend privileges to children 
without requiring the acceptance of associated 
duties, they simply encourage the development of 
_ escapism. 


Dorothy is a lovely 17-year-old girl, healthy and .. 


intelligent. Her parents make constant sacrifices 
to fulfill her wants. Her clothes cost more than 
theirs combined. Even her personal allowance is 
greater than her father’s. When Dorothy gets up 
in the morning after the third or fourth call, she 
rushes to school with her bed unmade and clothes 
strewn everywhere. By the time she gets home in 
the evening, she finds that mother has straight- 
ened her room and put her clothes away. 

Granted that it’s natural for parents to want to 
do everything in their power to make their only 
child happy, Dorothy’s parents are really doing 
her a disservice. When she was small, she was 
given a small dog on condition that she feed, bathe 
and exercise it. She did none of those things— 
but nevertheless was permitted to keep the dog. 
So it has gone ever since. 

You know the kind of wife Dorothy will be 
someday. She has not mastered a single house- 
hold skill. Her husband will get his own break- 
fast; his other meals will come from cans or the 
delicatessen. In the early months of marriage he 
will let her sleep late, do many of her chores, and 
as long as he lives with her he will be little more 
than the servant her mother was. 

Other wives escape by being bridge fanatics. 
One woman I know spent most of .her waking 
hours in community activities. Too busy to have 
children, she found time to hold most of the of- 
fices in the local organizations. All these things— 
in reason—have their place, but they become es- 
capes when overdone. The alcoholic is an escapist; 
so is any other extremist. 

Sometimes marriage isn’t what a wife expects. 
Jolted by some of its boring routine, she tries to 
avoid its unpleasant aspects. Gradually this tend- 
ency may reach the point where she is home as lit- 
tle as possible. 

Husbands are far from immune from escapism, 
as many wives can testify. Just as it may carry 
over to their jobs and result in discharge, so may 
a wife’s avoidance of her duties bankrupt the 
marriage. 

It is easy to check yourself on escapism. Here 
are some of the symptoms. 


Wour answers to these questions are a good in- 
dication of your emotional maturity, and so of one 
aspect of your fitness for marriage. Read each ques- 
tion carefully before you answer “Yes” or "No." 


1. Do you greatly dislike very bossy people? 

2. Do you like to write personal letters? 

3. Do you like people who are more clever than you? 
4. Is it hard for you to like “yes” people? 

5. Do you like to entertain friends at home? 

6. Do you usually plan your work in detail? 


ASK YOURSELF: 


WORK 


WAY х BY CLIFFORD R. ADAMS, 


* Keeping your husband up late ight, letting 
him go off to work while you catch up on your 


` sleep. 


© Being away four or five afternoons a week and 
having frequent meetings to attend in the evening. 

© Constantly forgetting to buy little things that 
are essential to a smoothly functioning home. 

* Hastily contriving meals and promoting oppor- 
tunities to eat out. 

* Straining an unbalanced budget to have an ill- 
afforded maid come in to clean two or three times 
a week. 

* No regular schedule of housework which gets 
things done in an orderly way. 

© A feeling of boredom and unrest that is in- 
tensified when you work around the house. 


If these symptoms persist, it might be wise to 
get a job and earn your own living, for you may 
have to do it sooner than you think. 


What is a good husband? 


No gambler or drinker, Jim earns a good living 
for his family. After supper he takes his paper to 
the radio and sits until bedtime unless his lodge is 
meeting. His wife goes about her own duties or 
pleasures undisturbed, so long as she doesn't up- 
set his routine. Sunday finds him at church, and 
in the afternoon he may take she family for a ride. 
Most men and some women would rate Jim as a 
good husband. 

Some males, like Jim, think earning a living is 
the only responsibility they have in marriage. 
What they don't realize is that a good husband 
shares himself— his leisure, his interests, his ener- 
gies—with his family. In this respect, Jim is fall- 
ing short of his obligation. 

Mary needs love and affection. Praise and en- 
couragement from Jim would keep her tasks from 
seeming tedious. To keep her life interesting, Jim 


should take her out occasionally, and should stay, 


with the children once in a while so she can get out 
by herself. Evenings at home, the paper could wait 
while he helped her with the dishes; this shared 
chore gives them a chance to talk over the day's 
happenings. 

"Though a few husbands deliberately shirk their 
responsibilities, Jim is not one of them. He has no 
idea that he is being selfish or neglecting his wife. 
Most husbands, like Jim, want to do their part. 
Their shortcomings result from failing to realize 
all that "their part" should include. 

Frequently, the wives are much to blame. By 
her own attitude, a woman can foster in her hus- 
band the qualities she wants him to display. In- 
stead of lamenting—however silently—your hus- 
band's shortcomings, ask yourself if you are doing 


7. Do you have great confidence in yourself? 
8. Do you like Bible study or religious reading? 
9. Can you usually cheer up a depressed person? 
10. Do you ever rewrite letters before mailing them? 
11. Will you fight to get your own way? 
12. Does praise or blame affect you very much? 
13. Has anyone ever given you a very “raw deal"? 
M. Do your friends think you are conceited? 
15. Is it annoying to you to lose an argument? 
16. ро Ce friends often talk about you behind your 
С 
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Ph.D., The Pennsylvania State College 
Department of Psychology. 


all you can to encourage in him the traits you long 
for. 

What are the qualities of a good husband? 
Let's list the traits that most wives would agree 
are desirable in a man. ® 


© He is dependable and trustworthy. If he’s late 
getting home, you know that business or some 
other emergency detained him, and not a woman. 

© He is kind, thoughtful, considerate. He doesn’t 
forget to phone you about any change in plans. 

© He treats you as an equal and likes to talk 
things over with you. He respects your advice, 
though he may not take it; and in turn offers you 
suggestions, not demands or orders. 

© He praises you for your achievements, instead 
of taking them for granted. His appreciation in- 
spires you to do your best in running the home. 

* He is interested in you. He wants to hear what 
you have been doing, how the day has gone, and 
possible plans for the week end. 

© He gives you a helping hand. When you are 
feeling bad, he does the chores and puts the chil- 
dren to bed. 

* He shows his love for you. The unexpected 
kiss, the passing hug, the little gift are reminders 
of what you mean to him. 

Few husbands display all these virtues all the 
time. If yours has most of them, you are for- 
tunate. Your relationship may not be perfect, but 
if you each do your part, you two are bound to be 
happy. 

But if your husband isn't like this, here's some- 
thing you can try. It is based on sound psychol- 
ogy. Set yourself the task of having a perfect 
home for two weeks. During that time do not nag 
or quarrel. Do your best to show the same traits 
you wish to see in your husband—good humor, 
responsiveness, an eagerness to share his interests 
and to let him participate in yours. Let him know 
you really want to please him. 

He may surprise you. If he doesn't, dig in even 
harder for another two weeks. Should that bring 
no sign of improvement, have a frank talk with 
him. Tell him your needs (not your wants). Ex- 
plain how much he can help you by making just a 
few changes. Tactfully approached, most hus- 
bands will try to do better. 


Do you agree? 


My daughter, a second-year college student 
and a devoted church worker, is in love with a 
boy of a different religious faith. How do I 
break it up? 

Don’t try. Ask her to postpone marriage until 
after graduation. Most such affairs gradually dis- 
solve if not intensified by impetuous parents. 


“Am I well-balanced?” 


17. Is it hard for you to keep your temper in check? 

18. Do you dislike cautious and conservative people? 

19. Do you believe in a double standard of morality? 

20. Do you frequently feel miserable or grouchy? 
The first 10 questions should be answered yes, the 
last 10, no. If you answered 15 or more correctly, 
you would appear emotionally well-balanced and in 
that respect likely to be happy in marriage. A score 
of 10 or less suggests that you may not yet be ready 
to assume the responsibilities of marriage. 
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Luxuriously lovely towels . . . soft 


| and absorbent, famous for color, texture, 
| 1 design and long wear. А joy to 
4 O0 | use and to own. Towels to be proud of 
for years. And, gift-packed 
t by Martex, extravagant looking 
ы asa Christmas gift should be. 














Martex Rose Box شه‎ TA 
Truly a gorgeous gift! Box holds‘abig Martex TEN 
bath towel, two guest towels, two wash cloths! In "Doric;"-a textured 
beauty (pictured above) or *New Rex," with 
stunning colored border. Choose either design . . . 
about $5 for complete ensemble. 
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Bozo, the Clown 
and Suzy Mop 


Delightful dolls that turn out to be great helps 
the kitchen, for they’re both made of a quick- 
drying Martex kitchen dish towel, two dish 
cloths, a pot holder and handy dish mop. 
(Bozo also boasts a kitchen hand towel.) 
Suzy: about $2.25. Bozo: about $3.25. 








Christmas Tree Balls 

Fabulous plastic balls — packed tight 
with Martex luxury! The larger one 
holds a lovely six-piece ensemble; the 
smaller . . . six big, fluffy wash cloths. 
Larger: about $7.50. Smaller: about $3. 








Martex Gift Supreme 
For someone very special . . . an exquisite 
embroidered ensemble (four towels, two wash 
cloths, plus a tufted lid cover and bath mat). In charming 
“Primrose” (shown above) or “Sweetbriar.” Ensembles about $20. 


Martex Towels—a product of WEST POINT MANUFACTURING СО. * WELLINGTON SEARS CO. ° Selling Agents * 65 Worth St., New York 13, N. Y. 


TE SUB-DEB = EDITED BY MAUREEN DALY 


ouse everyone was full of good will and holiday 
spirits—all except one lone, sad Sub-Deb who had trou- 
bles. She was a girl who hadn't had the foresight to face her 
Christmas-present problem early and squarely. So here it was, 
just about time for old St. Nick to make with the reindeer 
and the big brown sack, and she still hadn't made up her mind 
about sending Christmas presents to the boys on her current 
dating list, or decided whether or not, even at the last min- 
ute, to wrap up a candy cane or even some of her father's old 
neckties for John, the No. 1 man on the list. It was a sad 
situation without the traditional joy and jingle bells, and 
even the mistletoe begins to droop on a night like that! 

So be a wise gal, and don't get caught in the same corner— 
do your Christmas thinking early. Like a good reporter, put 
down all the facts of "who, how, what and where” about every 
boy on your "maybe" list: 


Tos the night before Christmas, and all through the 
h 





















































WHO . . . Well, just about anyone with whom you have 
had three or four dates (or even one big special date!) would 
be pretty pleased, and not at all surprised, to find a small gift 
from you tucked under his tree on Christmas morning. Boys 
are usually just as shy as girls about this Christmas giving, but 
judge a Christmas gift for what it is—just another way of say- 
ing you hope somebody will be happy on a very special holi- 
day. Anything from a white linen handkerchief tucked into а 
greeting card to a neat box of homemade candy will carry that 
message. If you aren't sure about whether or not to send 
anything at all (if you're worried that a present might make 
Dick think you're trying to pin him down as your steady boy), 
make the gift small, simple and inexpensive so it will not be 
embarrassing to you, the Joe who unties the bright red 
ribbon—or your pocketbook. 


How . . . With as much bright cheer and gaiety as you 
can tie up in any Christmas package. You remember the old 
saying: "It's not what you do, but the way that you do it." 
With Christmas presents, that could read: "It's not what you 
give but the way that you wrap it." If you have a number of 
interesting characters marked on your Christmas list for 
casual gifts, send them identical cooky boxes, with all the 
gingerbread men and frosted stars made by you, of course. 
Bake the cookies just a few days before Christmas. Give them 
all the traditional decorations of chocolate drops, colored 
sugars and silver candy-shot eyes. Arrange the cookies in the 
boxes in layers separated with red Cellophane, wrap the 
package in holly paper with red Cellophane bows or in 
midnight-blue tissue with silver ribbons and silver stick- 
on stars. Make the box a treat and a surprise in 





itself! (It's a good gift—personal but casual—for that boy 
who is just beginning to find out how wonderful you are!) 

Use a variety of colored papers, ribbons and stickers, with a 
few small pine cones, bits of evergreen or cotton for a Santa’s 
beard as added trimming to give inside-and-outside cheer to 
every gift you give. 


WHAT . . . That all depends on how well you know the 
boy and how much folding money you have left after selecting 
presents for all the family members on your list. Would your 
beau boy like a wallet, a key chain, cuff links, handkerchiefs, 
golf balls, monogrammed stationery or a good book? Or is he 
the kind of good-natured character who would enjoy showing 
the other boys the neckties, Argyle socks or skating mittens 
that “his girl” turned out for him with her own little needles? 

Think twice (and then don’t make any decisions until you 
think it over once again) before you send your picture to any 
boy for Christmas. You may be the biggest thing in his life at 
the moment, but to his family you’re probably just “Billy’s 
Friday-night date.” And since Bill may be anywhere from 
sixteen to nineteen, his parents might be alarmed to see him 
unwrap a life-sized, color-tinted, gilt-framed likeness of some 
dream girl which he hopes to display prominently atop the 
family piano! If you do want him to have a picture of you, 
make it wallet-sized. 

Here's an idea for a gift, partly handmade, that should 
please any boy who likes to know what's tops among juke-box 
favorites. Buy two plain record albums—these record holders 
can be bought, sans records, at any music store for about 79 
cents to $1.25. Next pick out sheets of a good “he-man” 
wallpaper, plaid, striped or in a new tweed design. Experi- 
ment first with plain brown wrapping paper, then use the 
wallpaper to cover the front and back covers of both albums. 
From black or colored felt, cut out neat letters to spell out the 
words, "sweet" and "swing"; paste one word on the front of 
each album. Fill with special sweet and swing records— disks 
that are all-time collectors’ favorites or numbers that have 
special memories for just you two. 


WHERE . . . Even in the holly season, with good will to- 
ward all men, most girls feel a little scared when the big mo- 
ment comes to give a present to the current Big Moment. So if 
you want to avoid doorstep difficulties, such as handing over a 
gift to a strange father or a curious brother because Dick isn’t 
home, and if you don't have a date with him on Christmas 
Eve—why not send the present by mail? Round Christmas 
time, the mailman is just St. Nick in a blue uniform, and it's 
fun to get a gift that way. So make your plans early, wrap up 
your best wishes with a big red bow and send it on its way! 
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HAT BY LADDIE NORTHRIDGE 


Trushay...the “beforehand” lotion...protects hands 
even in hot, soapy water! Smooth on Trushay before 
you do dishes or light laundry, to guard against 


drying damage. Remember, too... Trushay’s wonderful 





or softening and smoothing your skin at any time! 
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they come, Mom! And Jim won't need the wish-bone—they ve got their PLYMOUTH!” 





LETTERS 
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TO JOAN 


Last де а series of letters from a mother to a daughter. 


BY GLADYS DENNY SHULTZ 


DEAREST JOAN: 

It was my contention, you may re- 
member, that you girls will be better off 
emotionally, as well as in many other ways, 
if you remain virgins until you find the man 
you will love and marry. Cynthia agrees 
thoroughly, and believes it is morally 
wrong to do anything else. In her reading 
and studies, though, she has encountered a 
quite opposite view—that sex is necessary 
to health, and should be taken regularly, 
like vitamins. 

These books dwell on the damage done 
by sex repressions and inhibitions, and 
trace bodily ills as well as mental quirks to 
so-called puritanical attitudes. One gets 
the impression that to wait continently, as 
I have advised, for a permanent and spirit- 
ually satisfying love relationship, is to 
incur practically anything from failing 
eyesight to fallen arches, and to acquire va- 
rious personality maladjustments besides. 

Heretofore it has been taken for granted 
that it is desirable 


This is especially true with women, some 
of whom are married for months or longer 
before they are happy in the new relation- 
ship. Many men, too—the great majority, 
I think—find something missing in casual 
sex. Joan’s father told me he had heard 
men say they were terribly disappointed in 
their first experiences, and wondered what 
all the fuss was about. Men, as well as 
women, feel that they lose something when 
esteem and affection are not involved in 
love relationships. These men are not lack- 
ing in virility either. 

Second, many people have been conti- 
nent for long periods of time without being 
aware of any damage, physical, mental or 
emotional. In my generation, virginity 
until marriage was the rule for girls, 
and it never seemed to do us any harm. 
As for the men—again I know of a num- 
ber who had their first sex experience at 
thirty, or even later, when they found the 
girls they wanted to marry. These men 

were charming and 





for girls, at least, to 


normal. When they 











eschew sex experi- 
ence until marriage. 
No one worried about 
the effects of conti- 
nence—all the worry 
was about the effects 
of illicit sex. Now 
among some people 
the shoe seems to be 
onthe other foot, psy- 
chologically speak- 
ing. In many quar- 
ters the stress seems 
to be on sex. It is 


continence that is un- 
der attack. them brown. 

I have often won- As Autumn trails them, 
dered what the effect crumbling, in her train 


must be on young 
persons when casual 
Sex is served up in so 
many modern books, 
movies and plays as 
a necessary and de- 
sirable thing, with no 
unhappy conse- 


lives away! 


C 2 
OT: 
By Sylvia Altman Levitt 


When Spring lies dreaming in 
her treetop lair 

Sly Summer steals the rosebuds 
from her hair; 

When Summer pins the blossoms 
in her gown 

Fall’s avaricious fingers turn 


Mad Winter sweeps them off in 
gusts of rain. 
And as we watch this wanton, 
swift display 
The thieving seasons steal our 


did marry, they 
made excellent hus- 
bands and fathers. 

A third thing, and 
I think it's very sig- 
nificant, is that when 
you have experienced 
sex with love, and all 
the tenderness, con- 
sideration and re- 
spect that go with 
it, sex without love 
is anything but at- 
tractive. From my 
experience, people 
who have been hap- 
pily married are not 
inclined to rush into 
sex relationships 
when the partner 
dies. Quite the con- 
trary. This goes for 
men as well as for 
women. They are 
much more likely to 
wait, continently, for 














quences. While to be 
sexually repressed or 
inhibited is, one gathers from many of 
these writers, the up-to-date version of 
the “fate worse than death.” 

Please understand I feel as strongly as 
anyone could that it was wrong to regard 
sex as shameful, and not to be spoken of, 
and thus kept separate from all the rest of 
life. That attitude did develop fears and 
complexes. 

But is it abnormal and unnatural to hold 
our sex desires in check until we find a love 
that answers all our needs? If you girls 
elect continence until you find mates who 
satisfy your hearts and minds, will you be 
doing yourselves harm? I am glad of a 
chance to tell you how this appears to me, 
for I think some extremely important facts 
are being overlooked in the present stress 
on sex as a bodily appetite alone, which 
must be satisfied whether we have found 
our proper mate or not. 

First, sex satisfaction is normal and de- 
sirable for adults—I'm not denying that for 
aminute. But it has been the experience of 
a great many people that it is rarely satis- 
fying except with a partner who is perma- 
nent, and for whom one has respect and 
affection. First attempts at sex are often 
disappointing, for sex partners need to ad- 
just to each other as can hardly be done in 
casual or fleeting relationships. 


the kind of affection, 
interest and conge- 
niality they had enjoyed with the spouse, 
even though it means doing without sex 
for years, and perhaps for the rest of a 
lifetime. 

Fourth, I should like to point out that a 
great many people have lived their whole 
lives without sex experience, and have con- 
trived to get along very well, to outward 
appearances, at least. This is not the lot I 
should prefer, or advocate for you girls. 
But I have observed that when such men 
and women have filled their lives with en- 
joyable interests, they have been far better 
people, both physically and emotionally, 
than those I've known who have indulged 
in sex without regard to its spiritual and 
emotional factors. 

Do you know what I really think? That 
someday science will make the brilliant 
discovery that sex is beneficial and wonder- 
ful under conditions that make for emo- 
tional and spiritual as well as physical sat- 
isfaction; for permanent relationships, the 
establishment of homes, and the bringing 
intothe world of children who are legitimate 
and loved. But—that under other circum- 
stances, continence is the better and more 
wholesome rule, as well as the moral thing 


[a All love, 
MOTHER 
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LOSCO STEP STOOLS 


A restful seat and a safer 
household ladder, com- 
bined for complete house- 
keeping convenience. Form- 

fit seats and rubber-tread- 
ed, “swing-away” steps. Just the right 
height for doing home chores in solid 
comfort. Easy to keep clean. Models 
with and without backs, plain or up- 
holstered, chromium or baked-on 
enamel finishes. Choice of bright colors. 
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LUSCO YOUTH STOOLS 


Perfect for “tween-agers,” 
- just past the high chair 
stage. Provide plenty of leg 
room at the table. No sharp 
edges to catch clothes, hose 
or hands. Form-fit seats and backs, plain 
or comfort-padded, chromium or en- 
amel finishes in choice of gay colors. 


LOSCO KITCHEN STOOLS 


l 
Sturdy, comfortable and | 
styled for sitting pretty 
while ironing, washing l 
sdishes and doing other | 

| 
1 
! 





home tasks. Models with 
and without backs, plain or comfort- 
padded, chromium or enamel finishes 
in a variety of harmonizing colors. 
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9 There's a handy, handsome Cosco Stool for every purpose in 
every home— priced for every purse. So check your gift list against 
the complete line of COSCO Stools next time you shop. Ask for Cosco 
at leading department, furniture and hardware stores? or write for 
name of dealer nearest you. 


HAMILTON MANUFACTURING CORPORATION • COLUMBUS, INDIANA 
Manufacturers of All-Metal COSCO Household Stools and All-Metal Cosco Step Ladders 
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“My dear, you're not too young to know 
For dishes mild bar soap’s too slow. 

It may be all right 

To keep my hands white 

But for speedy dishwashing? Oh, no!” 


YES! BAR SOAP WAS TOO SLOW! She should have used 
Ivory Snow for speed! Much faster sudsing than 
slow bar soaps, yet tops in safety for hands! 





“Now you'd think to get dishwashing speed 
Maybe strong washday soap's what I need.” 
Mummy tried it and said, 

“Look, my hands are all red!” 

And did she like that? No, indeed! 







NO! THAT WASHDAY SOAP WAS TOO STRONG! She should 
have used Ivory-mild Ivory Snow. So much kinder to hands, 
yet because it’s in granulated “snowdrop” form, it’s as fast 
as the fastest washday soap! 


Now she's found Ivory Snow—and HOORAY! 
Mummy’s hands look real pretty, I say. 

And what suds in a WINK! 

When I grow up I think 

ГЇЇ use Ivory Snow every day! 

YES! IVORY SNOW'S JUST RIGHT! It’s the only soap 
that's both Ivory-mild-and-pure for protection to 

hands and granulated in “snowdrop” form for speed 

and efficiency in the dishpan. That's why women 

who've been using half-right soaps—slowpoke bar soaps : 


or strong washday soaps—are turning to wonderful 
Ivory Snow ... one soap both safe for hands and fast! 


NO OTHER SOAP LIKE IT! 
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hindness to Hands! 
200 | Speed in the Dishpan! 
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FIFTY YEARS AGO 
IN THE JOURNAL 





T was ten below zero in New 

England on Christmas Day in 
December, 1897. That month a man 
walked from Barnsborough, Penn- 
sylvania, to Topeka, Kansas, to pro- 
pose to a wealthy widow, who 
turned him down. John L. Sullivan 
of the mighty fists decided not to run 
for mayor of Boston after all; 
President McKinley’s aged mother 
died; and a nineteen-pound baby 
was born in Oshkosh, Wisconsin. 
Beautiful Lillian Russell blew out 36 
birthday candles. 


"Let the children bring in snow and 
dust and general disorder on Christ- 
mas,” advises Editor Bok in the 
December, 1897, JOURNAL. “Don’t 
interfere, don’t curb them. Life offers 
plenty of time for decorum. Give your 
child a Christmas after his own heart.” 


The Journal suggests for 
Christmas dinner 


Oysters on the Half Shell 
Clear Soup 
Custard and Spinach Blocks 
Deviled Spaghetti 
Roast Turkey—Chestnut Stuffing 
Sweet-Potato Croquettes 
Peas in Turnip Cups 
Ginger Sherbet 
Lettuce Salad Cheese Balls 
Toasted Crackers 
Plum Pudding—Hard Sauce 
Coffee Bonbons 


Exercise for women: ' A celebrated 
physician tells me,” remarks Ruth 
Ashmore, “that he considers walk- 
ing the very best exercise. Tennis, 
he believes, is too violent. Cycling 
renders women awkward in their 
walk. Horseback riding is one- 
sided and croquet is no exercise at 
all.” 


Sleeping: “The head of the bed 
should be placed to the north so that 
the polar current may strike verti- 
cally through the body to the feet. 
The correct position for sleeping is 
on the right side.” 


“Suggestions for Mothers: Do not 
allow the children to drink ice water. 
If taken with meals it interferes with 
digestion, and if drunk when the child 
is overheated, the result may be fatal.” 


“English women are the worst- 
dressed in the world," reports 
Lilian Bell from London. “I saw 
thousands of them with high, 
French-heeled  slippers over 
colored stockings. As to the shoe 
sizes, I should say that 9's were the 
average.” 








T won't be so very long now before 

New York will once again, this year 
as always, be the most Christmas- 
tree-conscious city in the world. Al- 
most a million of the ordinary: 
trees will come in for setting up in 
homes, but it’s the really big ones for 
public display that will give the town 
its festival appearance. On every other 
block on Park Avenue, from 34th to 
96th, a 35-foot spruce will light up at 
night. There’ll be a 60-foot one at 
City Hall, and 40-foot ones in most of 
Manhattan’s parks; giants in Madi- 
son and Washington squares. But 
the biggest tree of all, as usual, will 
be right here down below the Work- 
shop in Rockefeller Plaza: 75 feet 
high; hung with 700 huge golden 
globes for daytime decoration and 
with thousands of small clear bulbs 
that will glow at night like all the 
fireflies in the world. 





One celebration with countrywide appeal 
which is held every Christmas Eve down 
in the Chelsea district is in honor of 
Clement Moore, the poet who wrote 
“The Night Before Christmas," whose 
home was one of hundreds that had to make 
way for the block-big apartment house in 
whose courtyard the ceremony is held. 
The proud possessor of an original copy 
of these famous verses is a tavern keeper 
in the neighborhood. Hangs right over the 
bar. 


The day Princess Elena of Den- 
mark. called on her friend Henrietta 
Murdock here at the Workshop re- 
cently, she brought with her, wrapped 
up in a plaid shawl, her black-and-white 
cat, Genghis Khan, who created quite 


STEPHENSON 





Genghis Khan, the cat that 
started his travels as a cow. 


a few headlines on his journey by air 
with his mistress from Denmark by 
way of Scotland. Customs difficulties 
in the latter country were the cause. 
Someone had put Genghis down on the 
manifest as bovine instead of feline, 
and the resulting notoriety didn’t sub- 
side until the Scottish officials were 
satisfied that the princess was carrying 
a cat, and not a cow. 


One of Richard Pratt’s Bucks 
County neighbors, more noted for her 
serious novels than for any serious atti- 
tude toward clothes, turned up at his 
house one evening lately, to everyone’s 
astonishment, in a dress whose style, cut, 
skirt length and all were right in the 
present fashion. Startled herself by the 
attention it received, the writer explained 
that it was merely something which she 
had found in rummaging through a 
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Manhattan celebrates the Yuletide in a big way as giant 
Christmas trees glow like swarms of fireflies all over town. 


trunk—something she'd bought way back 
in 1937. 


American Army men, during the time 
from December, 1945, to July, 1947, 
brought home 72,707 war brides, mostly 
from Great Britain, France, Italy, Aus- 
tralia and New Zealand. Roughly 1000 
were Germans. . . . Morecouples were 
married and divorced in 1946 than in 
any previous year. It is estimated there 
were more than 2,300,000 marriages and 
620,000 divorces. Marriages increased 
42 per cent over 1945; divorces, 24 
per cent. . . . Swing music is on the 
way out, say five top band leaders. 
“The public just doesn't go for the hot 
stuff any more." 


Mary Bass sat next to Bernard 
Baruch at a dinner party the other 
evening and the talk got on to the 
complex question of how to run the 
world, about which the general feel- 
ing seems to be that if only the United 
Nations could be empowered unre- 
servedly by the people of the world to 
produce a plan, such a plan would 
solve the problem. But when Mary's 
famous neighbor at the table was 
asked what he would do if he were 
thus empowered, the wise old man 
who for many years has been the great 
adviser of Presidents said very simply 
he wouldn't know where to start. 


Two book suggestions for Christmas with 
JOURNAL connections: For grownups, 
Bernardine Kielty’s wonderful 
collection of her seventy favorite stories 
from the past hundred years, from Bal- 
zac and Turgenev to Hemingway and 
Thurber. And for both children and 
grownups, William MecCleery’s 
Worr Story, now published as a book 
after appearing here last May. 


Louella Shouer, who finds herself at 
all sorts of luncheons, found herself 
the other day at one being given to 
tell food editors that tapioca is now 


back on the market. Seems you could- 
n’t buy it during the war because 
tapioca makes one of the best ad- 
hesives in the world, and the Govern- 
ment needed all it could get to put 
on stamps. 


Two of Dawn Crowell’s recent 
dealings with florists have had a some- 
what unusual aspect. The latest was 
across the street, where she went to 
pick out some roses for a beauty picture 
at the Rockefeller Center shop of 
Jack Trepel, who furnishes a lot 
of the flowers you see in the JOURNAL. 
About to leave with her bouquet, Jack 
said, “You don't want all these things, 
too, do you?” And reaching in among 
Dawn’s roses, he extracted a handful 
of coins, a deck of playing cards and a 
rabbit. Seems when he was a boy, his 
father’s florist shop was next door to 
where Houdini lived, and through 
the old master, Jack got to be one of 
today's best magicians. . . . Oh, 
Dawn's other incident. That was on the 
morning of her wedding, when our 
beauty editor took a pair of scissors 
around to her neighborhood florist, and 
got him to cut her hair. 
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This time, when Dawn Crowell 
bought flowers that’s all she got. 


Gossip about people you know, editors you like and what goes on in New York. 
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THE JOURNAL’S COMPLETE-IN-ONE-ISSUE 


cide whether to go fishing or not. Here I am, Curtis Phelps said, 

a graduate M. D. and a lieutenant in the Navy, and I sit here like 
a schoolboy not able to make up my mind. He had come to Bar- 
mouth two weeks before for a rest, torn with indecision about 
the Baltimore job. Resident surgeon in a swell little hospital. 
Any young doctor’s idea of heaven. The trouble was it was too good. 
He was afraid of it. Afraid he’d fail. And now, after a two-week rest, 
he couldn’t even decide whether to go fishing or not. Pretty soon 
he wouldn’t be able to decide whether to get up in the morning or 
not. 

He looked across at his aunt. Sandy Finucane never had dilem- 
mas. She thought, she acted. Click, click. And once started on a 
course of action, nothing stopped her. 

Every day she sat here on the terrace—always in those same 
clothes—and looked down on her late world. She called those suits 
her uniform of emancipation. Dark-blue flannel trousers—tailored 
by Horace’s Back Bay tailor—a man’s shirt or a navy jersey. On 
cold days she stalked about in a great brass-buttoned ulster like the 
captain of a liner in a bit of nasty weather. 

A fishing boat beat its way out of the harbor, so brightly spangled 
in the morning light. Sandy waved. The fishermen might be look- 
ing and they mustn’t think her snooty. A Finucane, but not snooty. 

Curtis had heard that Horace’s family raised a row when he 
married Sandy Phelps. The Phelpses were as good as the Finucanes, 
but she was altogether too fresh and flip, they said. She’d never 
make a good Finucane. Her ambition had been to marry a light- 
house keeper, live on a rock in perpetual storms and polish the 
light hanging by her teeth. So she fell in.love with the young 


[= really serious when a man reaches a point where he can’t de- 


He could see that she was still reliving lat brif encounter. wilh love. 
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ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT G. HARRIS 


banker, Horace Finucane, who never did anything unless three 
generations had found it safe. But she fooled his family. For over 
forty years she had played the part of Mrs. Horace Finucane to a 
fare-you-well. That was what was wrong with her now, of course. 

Her glasses were following the line of the harbor, by the Coast 
Guard station, by the park Horace gave the town, by the town itself 
at the head of the harbor—its geometric slabs of roof rising to the 
spires of the Portuguese church—by the red fishhouses and so out 
to Norman's Point opposite. The glasses slid by the Italian villas 
and the Gothic castles and then they stopped. They must find the 
place without help by now—the largest house on the point, sitting 
back on ten acres of lawn, under half-a-hundred elms. Leeward 
(pronounced nautically, "Loo-ard") Hall. 

"The money Horace spent on those stables!" Her glasses had 
picked up the buildings back among the pines. “Of course the young 
Finucanes had to go for a canter every morning, with a groom. With 
two grooms. With fifty grooms if that was the custom. But only 
Donoghue liked to ride. Fallon was too lazy. Denis—I sometimes 
think Denis was afraid of horses." Her voice always softened when 
she spoke of her favorite son. 

"d'Oro rode. I remember her riding." . 

"Not when she was small." She laughed suddenly. "She never 
would ride the fine mare Horace gave her—we finally got out of her 
why. She said the horse looked just like her. It did too. . . . 
Orchids!” She had apparently reached the greenhouses. "I hope 
I never see another. That was one of my jobs. Make sure the 
gardeners didn't drag the Finucane name in the dust, bringing 
home only red or white ribbons from the flower shows. What's the 
matter with these?" She pointed to the (Continued on Page 123) 
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out of the bathroom." 

“No, sank you," said Jimmy. 
"Please, dear. Come on out." 
“No, sank you,” said Jimmy. 
“Jimmy, come out of that bathroom at 
once! Do you hear me?" 
"You hear me?" said Jimmy. "You hear 
me? You hear me?" 
“Jimmy,” I said winningly, “you don't 
want to be a bad boy, do you? Open the 
door, darling." 
"Jimmy bad-boy. Oh, bad-boy!” said 
Jimmy, giggling. 
"Honey, don't you want some candy?" 
“Want candy, mawther.” 
“Well, then, open the door and come 
and get it." There was a contemplative 
pause inside the bathroom. 
"Mawther?" said 
immy. 
J Yes. dear." 
"Jimmy want candy.” 


Hezi I said. “Jimmy dear. Come 
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"Then open the door, dear." 

Another pause, then: 

"Mawther?" 

"Yes, dear." 

“You open door." 

“Jimmy,” I said in a controlled voice. 
"Now listen to me, Jimmy. Mother can't 
open the door. The door is locked on the 
inside. You locked it. But you can open 
the door. So turn the knob, honey"—I 
jiggled the knob— "апа open the door." 
"Mawther?" said Jimmy. 

“Yes, dear." 

“Open the door.” 

“Look here, young man.” This is not 
shouting, I kept telling myself. This is 
merely speaking firmly. “Look here, young 
man! If you don’t open that door, at 
once, mother will put you in your room 
with the door shut. Do you hear me?” 
I paused for consideration. My voice 
really was getting highish and, besides, 
what I had said sounded a little silly even 
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to me. After all, hadn’t I just punished 
Jimmy by putting him in the bathroom 
with the door shut? 

There was a short silence on the other 
side of the door, followed by a really 
electrifying barrage of kicks and blows 
and screams. 

"Bad-boy mawther!” roared Jimmy. “Т 
want candy, Open the door. Bad-boy 
mawther!” 

Why, that's wonderful, I thought. That's 
really remarkable. Three sentences in а row, 
all connected by a logical sequence of 
thought. 

“Jimmy,” I began. I had to shout this 
time, to be heard over the junior riot 
going on in the bathroom. “Jimmy, you're 
a bad boy and mother is very sad and 
she’s going away. If you want some 
candy, just open the door and come 
out.” I jiggled the knob again to show 
him where it was, and then I walked 
downstairs and (Continued on Page 194) 


NEVER UNDERESTIMATE THE POWER OF A BABY 
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Y 
TH S NO BETTER AUTHORITY ON DREA GIRLS 


THAN MEN. HERE’S ONE WHO HAS A RECIPE: BE A 
LADY, BUT DON’T OVERDO IT. « BY RALPH FAIRLIFE 


Editors’ Note: The author of the following article is a brave man. When his man- 
uscript arrived in the JOURNAL offices it was shown to a few of the junior editors 
(female). Some of their comments were: ''Illogical!? € *'Garbled condescension!” 
“This has me foaming at the mouth!” © *'Patronizing attitude!" ө ‘‘He’s seen 
too many movies!" e ‘He hasn't spent enough time on dates!" € ‘Inaccurate 
generalizations!” e “Every one of my back hairs stood straight up with rage!” 


T always astonishes me what queer notions women have of what men like in 
women. They spend countless time and effort in the hope of pleasing men, 
at details which to men don’t matter. On the other hand, they totally neg- 
lect little things which to men are of the greatest importance. Granted that 
there are men and there are men. There are chronic wolves and there are 

sissies. We're talking of the average, decent, intelligent young man, the type 
you'd like to marry. 

His opinions, as expressed in bull sessions, in the barracks, dormitory, golf 
club, smoker, are often far different from those women expect. But men agree 
on what they want. 

Men don’t care whether women smoke. If you enjoy a cigarette, no man 
will object; he'll be glad to keep you supplied with your favorite brand. 
But don’t gag on a smoke merely in the hope of pleasing your companion. 
Men don’t care, one way or another. 

On the other hand, men secretly resent women swearing, and wish they’d 
give it up altogether. To the sophisticate who asks, "Since when have men 
become moralists?” the answer is that men don't object on moral grounds. It 
is merely that profanity is so masculine no woman can indulge without appear- 
ing hard. When a friend, kissing her sailor good-by said, “Gee, but it's a hell 
of a war,” it struck us all as extremely funny simply because this girl had never 
been known to swear. But in general, even men whose own morals are nothing 
to brag about are irritated by a woman's profanity. 

“After all," said a Frenchman in the National Assembly, "there is little 
difference between men and women." . . . "Vive la différence" chorused 
the audience. Remember a man's interest in women is due to “la différence." 
A woman can't adopt a habit as masculine as coarse language without strip- 
ping herself of femininity and becoming, in effect, just another man. 

But the notion that men object to women in slacks is hokum. Naturally one 
doesn't expect a girl to show up in slacks for the theater. But in the right 
place—on the beach, in the garden, cycling, hiking—most men regard slacks 
as practical and cute. Madame Chiang loses no dignity in slacks, and many men 
would feel that if they'd never seen Marie McDonald in slacks their lives 
would be less than complete. 

So long as the slacks are feminine. The small difference between women 
in women's slacks and women in men’s trousers is the big difference between 
being a girl or an imitation man. If, for certain types of work, on the farm, 
in the factory, durable clothes are necessary, it is up to women to wear rugged 
clothes with a feminine touch, not raid the men’s shops. Men resent the fact 


that women dress as men under circumstances (Continued on Page 115) 
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T is extraordinary that an obscure in- 

spector of customs should have changed 
the course of painting in our time almost as 
much as Michelangelo and Rubens did in 
theirs. In 1885, when Henri Rousseau re- 
tired from government service to become а 
painter, Impressionism was still the domi- 
nant movement in French painting, but the 
machinery of scientific representation which 
it developed had ceased to be an inspiration 
to artists, and a revolt against the tyranny 
of optical appearance was beginning. 
Cézanne was the leader of this reaction, and 
it was continued by Van Gogh, Gauguin, 
Odilon Redon and others. None of these 
Post-Impressionists, with the possible ex- 
ception of Cézanne, however, anticipated or 
influenced the direction of the modern 
French school to the same degree as did the 
self-taught and much ridiculed customs 
inspector, the so-called Douanier Rousseau. 
His admirers and disciples included most of 
the leading artists of the first quarter of the 
twentieth century: Picasso, Braque, Derain, 
de Chirico, Vlaminck, to mention a few. 

For Rousseau brought to painting the 
qualities that artists had lost: directness of 
vision, innocence of technique, and naiveté 
of spirit. He was one of the very few un- 
self-conscious painters of modern times. 
When a critic was preparing a Who's Who 
of French artists, Rousseau appeared with 
his self-portrait and his biography. Speak- 
ing of himself, he said: 

"He has perfected himself more and 
more in the original manner which he 
adopted and he is in the process of becoming 
one of our best realist painters. Ás a char- 
acteristic mark he wears a bushy beard." 

It is surprising to find that Rousseau con- 
sidered his paintings realistic, but we know 
from many sources that he wished to 
render nature accurately and that he envied 
the academic painters their greater skill. 
But still more important than realism to his 
mind was the artist's emotional response to 
his vision. Apollinaire, the French poet, 
describes how the Douanier, when paint- 
ing a terrifying subject, would quite genu- 
inely become frightened by his own creation 
and rush trembling to open a window. His 
pictures had for him a life of their own. He 
once said that he did not mind sleeping in 
his uncomfortable studio, for, as he put it, 
“You know, when I wake up I can smile at 
my canvases.” 

And it is this curious inner life which 
makes The Equatorial Jungle so fascinating a 
picture. Painted in 1909, the year before 


the artist’s death, it recalls an impression 


received as a young man when he traveled 
to Mexico in the army of the Emperor Max- 
imilian, an impression later revivified by 
many walks in the botanical gardens and zoo 
in Paris. The wilderness he remembered 
across the years is overfecund and sinister. 
Leaves and flowers are magnified even be- 
yond the fantastic fertility of the tropics. 
Interwoven and interlocking, they form a 
barrier and convey a sense of the impene- 
trability of the jungle. Within this jungle 
and furtively peering out is a hidden life, 
menacing and full of small sounds. The. 
rhythmic beauty of the repeated leaf shapes 
in Rousseau’s landscape is extraordinary, for 
as a decorator he is difficult to surpass; but 
the real wonder of the painting lies in its 
imaginative realism, in its powerful concep- 
tion, in the degree to which the.artist is 
possessed by his subject until the scene he 
depicts comes alive in a strange, almost 


magical way. Joun WALKER, 
Chief Curator, National Gallery of Art 
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PHOTO BY MYRON EHRENBERG 
Fresh milk is a rarity to nine-year-old Maria Costas, in a feeding camp in Kalavryta, Greece. 


RETARDED 
children’s intelligence 
boosted by feeding 
substantial doses 

of glutamic acid 

in dramatic 

New York City 


Neurological Institute 


Her one hot meal a day consists of meat or cheese, potatoes or rice, a few canned vegetables 


(usually in the stew made from C-rations), cocoa or canned milk, and some bread. About once 
a week she tastes fruit or tomato juice. Results of this diet show in her lusterless eyes. 


experiment. 


Nutrition and 


GLUTAMIC ACID. From America’s scientific laboratories is coming 
remarkable news about nutrition—news which holds out the promise of a 
happier, healthier and longer life for everyone. In a previous article I 
reported the astonishing results that have been achieved at the Pennsyl- 
vania Hospital and elsewhere when expectant mothers are given new, 
scientifically developed diets—diets which result in a great reduc- 
tion in premature births, involuntary abortion, stillbirths, deaths of young 
babies, and in the birth of babies with defects of many kinds. In this 
article I propose to tell of the equally remarkable results achieved by 
giving special diets to older children, with a resulting definite improve- 
ment in intelligence and, in many cases, in the whole personality of 
the child. 

One set of experiments of tremendous importance has been conducted 
recently by Dr. Frederic T. Zimmerman, of Columbia University, and his 
associates, Dr. Bessie B. Burgemeister and Dr. Tracy Putnam, at the Neurolog- 
ical Institute in New York City. Their work has been based on the feeding 
of substantial doses of glutamic acid; and at this point perhaps I had better 
explain what this acid is. 

As most people know, the human diet has three important elements: 
protein, carbohydrates and fats. All of them are vitally necessary; for 
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example, protein is the chief source of the valuable element nitrogen, and 
the body relies on it heavily for energy. 

Protein of animal and vegetable origin is taken into the body and 
there broken down, by the action of enzymes, into the amino acids. These 
acids, often referred to as the "building blocks" of human tissues, are then 
reassembled, in a fashion not yet wholly understood, into new proteins 
which go to build up all the tissues of the organism. Among the aminos, 
one of the most important is glutamic acid, which occurs widely in many 
kinds of food; for instance, in milk, wheat, and in soybeans and other 
legumes. 

The first clue to the extraordinary power of glutamic acid came with 
work done some time ago by another group of investigators, experimenting 
with drugs which they thought might have a beneficial effect in cases of 
epilepsy. This disease has two types: grand mal, which is accompanied by 
violent convulsive seizures; and petit mal, which is more often character- 
ized by brief lapses of consciousness. (Recently, three drugs have been 
discovered which are effective in the case of grand mal, and one which is 
beneficial for petit mal.) The earlier investigators were working on the 
problem of petit mal, and were using a drug with several elements, one of 
which was glutamic acid. Although this disease is (Continued on Page 180) 
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A daily diet featuring lots of fresh milk, fruits and vegetables contributes to the sparkle 


of Naomi Cook, brilliant Quiz Kid, who is in the fourth grade of the Grover Cleveland School 


Columbia University. 


THIAMIN. There are undoubtedly several elements in the human 
diet which are necessary for the full functioning of the human person- 
ality, in both its physical and its mental characteristics—if, indeed, we 
can differentiate between the two. This fact is strikingly shown by experi- 
ments with the vitamin thiamin, conducted over a period of years at the 
Presbyterian Orphans’ Home at Lynchburg, Virginia. These experiments, 
in which a number of individuals participated, were conducted by Ruth 
Harrell, under the general direction of Dr. Arthur Gates, of Teachers 
College, Columbia University. 

Thiamin is a food; it was the first of the vitamins in the B complex to be 
isolated, and is often known as vitamin B,. It is sometimes popularly called 
the "morale vitamin" or the "nerve vitamin," because a pronounced 
deficiency of thiamin produces decided feelings of anxiety and general 
nervousness. Experiments conducted in other places with rats showed that 
when the vitamin-B complex was omitted from their diet, they were as 
much as 50 per cent less efficient in learning a maze. There is some evidence 
that lack of thiamin, more than the other B vitamins, was responsible. 

There is also evidence that the handicap to alertness which comes 
when thiamin is deficient continues into maturity. Experiments performed 
by N. Gavrilescu and R. A. Peters have shown that the use of oxygen by 
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in Chicago. She drinks milk at school for midmorning and midafternoon snack. She eats three 
warm, well-balanced meals a day. Between meals she likes apples, peaches and ice cream. 


ntelligence 


by BRUCE BLIVEN 


We stand at the threshold of a great era of 
knowledge about the relation between human 
intelligence and nutrition that 

promises brighter children and a healthier, 
happier, longer life for everyone. 


the brain tissue in pigeons is definitely lowered by a thiamin deficiency; 
without adequate oxygen, of course, the brain does not function properly. 

The Presbyterian Orphans’ Home was chosen as the scene of the experi- 
ment I am describing, partly because of the ease with which, in such an 
institution, conditions could be controlled. There were about 120 children 
available, who all received the same diet and could readily be divided into 
two groups, one of them to receive supplementary thiamin while the other 
got only the standard diet of the home. This diet, while adequate, is plain 
and restricted in character. 

During the two experimental periods, one of which lasted six weeks 
while the other lasted two years, one half the children received a supple- 
ment of two milligrams of thiamin daily in the form of pills. It is usually 
assumed that the average individual gets about one milligram daily of 
thiamin in his food, and the children who were in the study group therefore 
received about two milligrams more than the average amount. This is a 
very small increase by the standards of laboratory experiments, so small 
that some experts predicted in advance no measurable improvement would 
be shown. This amount of extra thiamin, or even a much larger amount, is, of 
course, harmless, since it is a food and of that class of foods whose excess 
is not stored in the body but is excreted rapidly. (Continued on Page 181) 
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BY WILLARD H. TEMPLE 


HE simple statistics are these: Mary is five 
feet five inches, with brown hair and blue 
eyes, and a too thin nose if you are a woman 
and determined to be critical; she has a breath- 
less quality in her voice that makes you feel 
any remarks you make, such as, "It's a nice 
day,” are highly important; and she weighs one 
hundred and fourteen pounds without her beaver coat. 

I was driving home from work and thinking about 
her when I stopped at Seventh and Main to pick up 
Sally Blaine, who was waiting for a bus. She was an 
old flame, lately married to a good friend of mine, and I 
acted a little heartbroken because it seemed the thing 
to do. 

“That was quite a girl you had at the dance Satur- 
day,” Sally said. "Did you notice her sheared-beaver 
coat?” 

"Did you notice her eyes?" I said. 

"And her dress," said Sally. "That girl will never 
meet herself coming down the street." 

"My taste in women," I told her, “has always been 
impeccable.” 

That got a smile. "Thanks," said Sally. “Апа 
diamond earrings. I’m not leading up to anything 
except that she had about two thousand dollars’ worth 
of exterior decoration. I’m just impressed.” 

“Well,” I said, “I think I have finally found a girl 
who can support me in the style to which I would like 
to become accustomed." 

I dropped Sally at her corner and went on to my 
rooming house and thought about Mary, about the 
first time I had seen her. 

It was at a party, and I was hoping I didn’t look the 
way I felt, which was bored, when my eyes locked 
with those of a girl across the room. She smiled 
faintly and looked away .and I elbowed 






through the crowd to her side and asked her her 
name, 

She said it was Mary Beattie. We talked about the 
party and the weather. I noticed the brilliant red of 
her fingernails, and her slim ankles, and then a bird with 
a mustache and a Boston accent came up and took 
her away. I saw her just once again as she was leaving. 
She made a little gesture with one hand that seemed 
to say that she and I had had a fine time at the party. 

I woke up on Sunday morning and I could hear her 
voice and see the intent way she had looked at me. 
After I got dressed I went through the phone book and 
found the name Beattie. I dialed and said, "Miss 
Mary Beattie, please. Mr. Hawkins calling.” 

Her voice had the same breathless quality when she 
answered. “Is this Pete Hawkins?" she said. 

I grinned’ into the telephone. She remembered me 
and it seemed a major triumph. "There's a dance next 
Saturday,” I said. “A charity affair for the hospital. 
You probably know about it. Would you like to go with 
me?” 

She hesitated for a moment. “All right,” she said. 
“Td love to go. Call for me about nine. And thanks.” 

I hung up happy as the day is long. She's breaking 
a date for me, Y chortled, she's standing someone up. 

I was thirty, but I didn't feel thirty. I felt sixteen 
again and getting ready for my first date. I hadn't 
known you could feel that way at thirty. I thought it 
was something that happened shortly after you put on 
long pants and then it never happened again. 

I had to leave town that night, and it was the longest 
road trip I ever spent. Nights I ordinarily finished 
my reports and drifted into a hotel lounge to settle 
world affairs with other salesmen. This trip I sat in 
my room and said her name over to myself. I even 
wrote her a letter. It (Continued on Page 221) 


Ж “GET OUT,” SHE SAID. 


“ALL RIGHT,” 1 SAID AND KISSED HER ON THE MOUTH. 
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Now, as they had for many years, they began their march... the Marysong march with its matchless music. 


F all the many monasteries that stood in Austria in the 
O seventeenth century, the little one called “Marysong” was 
unique in its manner of living for God. Some monasteries served 
the countryside: they built roads or studied how to make farm 
soil give up better hops and rye. There were monasteries which 
could be proud of the histories written -and the manuscripts 
copied by their monks, Certainly the monks at Marysong would 
be among the first to admi 

‚ or ate fewer 
prunes with their water, But of all the religious houses in Austria, 
not one could stand with Marysong in its love for fine music. 

What gave Marysong distinction gave it its name. The com- 
munity served God by means of reeds and strings, by notes, meas. 
ures and keys. Each man tried to be a beautiful song; each 
tried to play his life in harmony with God’s will, and then offered 
his song to Mary. So it was that originally the monks had named 


their monastery “Mary’s Song”; but people got used to running 
the words together and now it was called just “Marysong.” 
Marysong was a little brown huddle of buildings, sheds and 
ity, on the crest of a heavy, round-shouldered 
y the Brother Buyer’s tri 


In early spring a pretty shawl of green and white clover covered 
much of the hill, Warm weather mixed orange, blue and yellow 
with the green and white, Autumn streaked soggy reds and browns 
over the ground till winter came and spread clean sheets of snow 
over everything. 

nce upon a time, on a certain evening in early winter just 
twenty-three days before Christmas, (Continued on Page 185) 





tension between Courtney and Ricky Wayne. Ricky’s mother had 

offered neither help nor advice: "They're your people now. You'll 
have to stay with them while Court is overseas, and live with him when 
he gets back." She had been too embittered by the death of her son, 
Dave, to care about her daughter. Ricky’s mother-in-law, Elizabeth, was 
openly pessimistic: "After all, you and Court didn’t know each other 
very well. There’s the difference in background. Court is really just 
aboy s e” 

It was true that he had gone to war a boy, but he returned a restless, 
dissatisfied man reluctant about entering the publishing house which 
his father, Matthew, had founded. When he finally did, his intimacy 
with Emmy Baldwin, an employee and old friend, grew out of his first 
unrest. Fatherhood and Matthew’s disapproval made him end their 


Te success of their marriage seemed doubtful because of the 


affair. Emmy took it quietly: “ГЇЇ miss you, Court. But what's over is 
over." Courtney was relieved; Emmy had been expensive, there was a 
lack of ready money, and he must support Ricky's mother and Dave's 
son. Now, more money was needed for the new house. 

The new house, motherhood and her surprisingly warm friendship 
with Roberta, Matthew's sister, caused Ricky's fresh serenity. That 
serenity was shattered one day by a letter found in an old tin trunk. 
It was written in a foreign script: 

Dearest Courtney: You will find this letter when you return to America. I 
make no claim upon you. You have made me happy. I hope that it was so with 


you. Now I can tell you that I shall bear your child. Do not worry. I regret 
nothing. Ersa. 


Ricky stared down at the letter. The long, bitter waiting for him to come 
home, and all the while this German girl. . . . Slowly, painfully, she 
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walked down the stairs to her room. After hiding the letter in her jewel 


. case, she glanced about the familiar room as if it were unknown. She 


must get out of this house. 
ш 


Ricky never remembered later just where she had gone, except that 
she had walked endless blocks, trying to clear the confusion from her 
mind. It was a bleak winter day, with now and then a flurry of fine snow. 
It fell and melted, and after a while it turned to rain. 

It was quite dark and still raining when she found herself near 
Roberta’s apartment house. On impulse she went in and rang the bell. 

Roberta was alone. When she saw Ricky she knew at once that some- 
thing was wrong. The girl’s face was white and her lips almost blue. 

“What’s happened? Come in and get that coat off you. You’re 
soaked. Do you want pneumonia?” 

Ricky let her take the coat and sat still while she brought her a cup 
of tea. 

"Take that. It's hot," Roberta said. “Don’t talk. Just get it down.” 

The tea helped her. She slipped off her sodden pumps and managed 
a smile. "Why do I come to you when things go wrong, Aunt Roberta?” 

"Because I’m always here. And because I’ve had troubles of my 
own, probably. What's the matter now? The house?" 

Ricky shook her head. “It’s Court. I’ve just learned he had some sort 
of affair with a girl while he was in Germany. A German girl." 

“And she's turned up?” 

"No. It's not that." 

"Then why worry? After all, that was years ago, wasn't it? He's 


probably forgotten her name by this time." (Continued on Page 72) 





HK, face sel. У, have a night fo know yor tere living wilh another е afler ee had married 2€. E 































































































“OF COURSE MY NOSE IS RED,” SAID GRANDFATHER. “IT’S COLD AT THE NORTH POLE.” 


By Qd болай 


RANDFATHER RUDDYFUDDY was 

Nicodemus to the Portland cutter when Jacob 
Schusslich stuck his head in the barn door. Jacob 
had an old red muffler tied around his k as protec- 
tion against the cold December day. It looked like a 
Nicodemus pretended to be 
1 Jacob in that muffler before. 


hitching 


two-foot-long bow tie. 

startled, though he'd 
“Whoa,” shouted Grandfather. 
“Why don’t you drive to Lar 
«ed Jacob. "It's a cold day.” 
The barn was warm and smelled of sweet hay. 

it for the cold out- 


er in the ca 


Nicodemus had no desire to leav 
doors. He tried to step on Grandfather’s toe 

“Get off my feet,” said Grandfather to Nicodemus. “I 
wish,” he said testily to Jacob, “you wouldn’t put ideas 
in this horse’s head." 

“It’s eight miles to Lancaster, and if the ho 
has more sense than you do, don't blame me. Besides, 
with this snow, the train will probably be late." 


Grandfather buckled the chest strap and began to 
slide the through the keepers before he replied. 
"Do I hire you to work for me," asked Grandfather, 
"or are you running the place?" 

Jacob cor on. "When I hire out to 
a man, Í hire my brains as well as my muscles," he an- 


sidered the que 


nounced virtuou 

“That,” said Grandfather, “is more than I bargained 
for.” 

"You need new reins on that set of harness.” 

“Humph,” said Grandfather, unconsciously using 
Grandmother Ruddyfuddy’ 

d we need some snitz,” continued b. "There 

ain't any in the house. I looked. When you get to 
Lancaster buy some in market." 


favorite reply. 


Wunnerfitzer than me,” said 
Jacob. "It runs in the family." 


My sister is a wors 


(Continued on Page 205) 


ILLUSTRATED BY ROY 


А 


SPRETER 








50 


all morning. Each time that one.of the tired clerks picked up the 
receiver she heard the same words—the familiar and sometimes 
frantic words—“‘I want a nurse!” 

“I want a nurse for twenty-four-hour duty in my home, ninety miles 
out of town. My little girl has pneumonia.” But there are no trained 
nurses left in Chicago who will take twenty-four-hour duty today. 

“I want a nurse for my wife: she had to leave the hospital four days 
after the baby was born because the nurse shortage there was so acute. 
Can you get us an eight-hour nurse to get things settled?" Well, there's 
a chance. There are twenty-seven names ahead of the husband who is 
calling, but if he leaves his 
name there may be a nurse 
for his wife two weeks from 
now; if he will cook and 
serve her meals. “I need her 
tonight," he pleads. Not a 
chance. 7 

There is pathos in many 
of these calls. A mother 
whose son is suffering from 
rheumatic fever—a long- 
drawn-out disease—has to 
go to work every day to pay 
the rent. Who will look 
after her child while she is 
away from home? Not a 
trained nurse—not nowa- 
days. 

A man living alone in an 
apartment house has a 
broken hip. He had better 
count on help from the 
janitor. 

What has happened to 
the nurses? From spending 
a few hours in any registry 
in the country one might 
get the idea that they have 
all abandoned their profes- 
sion—that the nurse is now- 
adays as obsolete as the 
coachman or the tandem- 
bicycle rider. By American 
Nurses Association reports, 46 per cent of the requests which come 
into the registries, throughout the country, will never be filled. 
Have the nurses disappeared? No. There are nurses— plenty of nurses. 
There are 318,000 RN's in the country, a higher number than we have 
ever had in our history. There is one trained nurse, today, to every 
367 Americans, twice what the ratio was in 1920. 

But nurses today don't want to nurse the sick! 


Ts three telephones in the Chicago nurses’ registry kept ringing 


Wy 


As the result of a widespread effort to give nurses "prestige," bed- 
side nursing is contemptuously viewed, by leaders of the profession, 
as a steppingstone to any one of a number of interesting desk jobs. 
Trained nurses now receive a more elaborate education than they ever 
did in the past; but it doesn't educate thém to want to take temperatures 
and change sheets and help us to get well. 

The propaganda against bedside nursing goes on constantly. The 
American Nurses Association, in an effort to recruit more and more 
college girls into its ranks, has been advertising the opportunities open 
to the trained nurse. 1: lists 90 fields, including "field consultant,” 
“counselor,” "industrial nurse”; these, and not care of the sick, are the 
jobs for which the nurses-in-training are urged to set their caps; These 
are the jobs they obtain. 

The head of a training school in one of our best-known universities 
told her graduating class, "I hope I never hear of one of my graduates 
doing special-duty nursing." (Special-duty nursing means taking care of 


WHAT HAPPEN 


TRAINED ШҮ, 
NURSE THE 


Nea are more intel- 
ligent and better. trained than ever before, 
but this accomplishment is of little comfort 


to the sick who merely want personal care. 





you and me when we are sick.) An official of the National League of 
Nursing Education recently said, “There are at least a dozen fields of 
nursing open to young nurses upon graduation from an accredited 
school.” A doctor connected, with one of the major training schools of 
the country states, “The emphasis in our school of nursing is to develop 
what is generally known as a ‘public-health nurse.’ I have been told by 
students in our nursing school that they have no interest and never 
expected to have any interest in the care of sick patients.” 

Does this seem harsh, incredible? The American Journal of Nurs- 
ing, in 1946, asked 31,000 Army nurses what kind of work they hoped 
to do when they returned to civilian life: only 5 per cent of them 
named private duty, as com- 
pared with 13 per cent who 
favored industrial nurs- 
ing and 13 per cent who 
were eying the field of pub- 
Wil |) | lic health. 

11 n 

ND they meant it: of the 
318,000 registered nurses, 
one third have retired from 
any kind of nursing, either 
to become wives or to take 
jobs in other fields—this, 
according to a sample study 
lately compiled by the U. S. 
Department of Labor. Over 
a quarter of the remaining 
200,000 trained nurses are 
in teaching or executive 
jobs in hospitals; 20,000 of 
them are in public-health 
work. Other large groups 
have taken jobs as industrial 
nurses, or as camp counsel- 
ors, or as airline steward- 
esses. The sick patients will 
probably never see their 
faces again! 

Yet the sick continue to 
need care, even if nurses 
prefer to work at other jobs. 
Someone must look after 
them. 

Their situation has, indeed, become so serious that the American 
Surgical Association recently appointed aspecial committee, headed by Dr. 
Howard Naffziger, of San Francisco, to report on the matter. The sur- 
geons, after polling their members, reported that "the quantity of 


‘nursing is 55 per cent to 60 per cent of that needed, and the quality is 


down 75 per cent." For nurses who have become contemptuous of jobs 
by the side of the sick do not, naturally, do as good work there as 
women dedicated to a life task of patient-care. 

“Nurses,” the report goes on, “have spent years to educate them- 
selves out of a much-needed economic group and have made no provi- 
sion for the care of the sick. Schools of nursing have tended rapidly to 
center on education for those who are to become supervisors, hospital 
and school administrators and public-health nurses, and the direct care 
of the sick has become a minor interest. The medical profession, the 
hospitals and the sick patients demand adequate nursing care. It can be 
given. Years of higher education are not required to supply it, in spite 
of the unwise aims of national nursing bodies." 

The education trained nurses receive is a matter of personal concern 
to you, if you have to become a hospital patient today. For it is in the 
large hospitals that most nurses get their training (though not all; 
today there is a trend toward university courses for the nurse). When 
you stay in one of these hospitals today you may get a shock: patients 
are almost universally complaining; some of them are obviously neg- 


lected. (Yet they are, each and every one, (Continued on Page 98) 


Са 


І was shocked to hear George Н. 
Earle quoted as saying that he was proud 
to be called a warmonger if it meant 
dropping bombs on Russia. This is a free 
country, but shouldn’t it be a criminal 
offense to make statements like that? 


Mr. George Earle’s remark is one of which 
I think every American is ashamed. Neverthe- 
less, we prize our freedom very highly in this 
country and I would dislike turning our country 
into a police state. I feel sure that most of our 
people can stand up under the impact of such 
silly and wicked remarks as Mr. Earle’s and 
realize that when a man makes such statements 
and believes them, he is not worth listening to. 


= : Will you please explain where reli- 


gion enters into Communism? Or are 
Communists atheists? 


I have no idea whether Communists are 
atheists, but I do remember at one time they did 
not permit the practice of religion in Russia, 
largely, I think, because the Orthodox Church 
had allowed certain abuses to grow up which 
caused resentment. Now, however, I understand 
that they allow freedom of worship to all people. 
For a time the devotion to Communism as a way 
of life, and also as a political belief, was a sub- 
stitute in the minds of the people for religion, just 
as in Hitler’s Germany he established a state 
religion. 


ча Our discussion group of young mar- 


ried people reviewed the news account of 
your effort to hcre Hanns Eisler admitted 
to the United States. Several believe the 
request for assistance came from a source 
unknown to you personally, and in an 
attempt to be helpful you addressed a 
note to Mr. Sumner Welles. Another 
group believed you knew of Hanns Eisler's 
membership in the Communist Party 
but do not regard the influx of Com- 
munists into our country with the same 
alarm. that others of us do. Still others 
believe that you knew Hanns Eisler’s past 
in Germany, but for a reason obscure to 
your reading public, wrote the letter to 
Mr. Welles believing the New Deal Ad- 
ministration so strongly entrenched that 
this letter would never come to light. 
Which of these opinions is the truth? 


If you read my letter to Mr. Sumner Welles 
which was published in the New York papers, 
you will realize that all I asked was that Mr. 
Eisler's case be reviewed. A number of papers had 
been brought to.me by a man whom I knew 
slightly, but I also knew that several other 
people, such as Miss Dorothy Thompson ánd Mr. 
Alvin Johnson, were interested in Mr. Eisler. I 
had never heard of him before that, and naturally 
I did not know that he was supposed to be con- 
nected with the Communist Party. In any case, 
at that time one was more concerned as to 
whether Germans were connected with the Nazi 
Party, and I was assured that he was not. 


Letters should be addressed to Mrs. Roosevelt, % 
the LADIES’ Home JOURNAL. It should be understood 
that Mrs. Roosevelt's answers reflect only her own 
opinions, and are not necessarily the opinions of the 
Editors of the JouRNAL. 


BY ELEANOR ROOSEVELT 


While I was in Washington I passed on hun- 
dreds of requests to different departments of the 
Government. Their files are probably filled with 
memos of different types. I never asked that 
anything specific be done, but always asked that 
situations be investigated or people be given a 
proper hearing. 

I never dreamed at the time that any of the 
letters or memos had the slightest importance, 
and even after the Dies Committee began to 
function, it never occurred to me that there was 
anything to hide in these communications; but it 
is apparent now that under the Dies Committee 
and its successor, the Un-American Affairs Com- 
mittee, we are becoming somewhat inclined to 
the pattern of communistic and fascist states. 
Gestapo methods are making many people fear- 
ful. That I have never been and hope I never will 
be. 
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“The only fair and easy way to explain 
it to you is this: Republicans are repre- 
sented by an elephant—a big, strong, honest 
beast of burden. Democrats, on the other 
hand, are represented by a scrawny jackass.” 


I wonder how many other people 
are as confused as myself. What I wish to 
know is: For what does the Democratic 
Party stand; also the Republican? Will 
you state the essential differences be- 
tween these parties? 


Traditionally, the Democratic Party has 
stood as the liberal party and the Republican as 
the more conservative party, but in both parties 
nowadays there are conservatives and liberals, 
and many people feel there is no longer a clear- 
cut line of policies between them. 

However, I should say that it was fairly well 
established that while there is a conservative 
group within the Democratic Party, it is not so 
closely allied to the great moneyed interests of 
the country, and one of the great differences be- 
tween the two parties is that the Republican 
Party traditionally has been very closely tied to 
the powerful moneyed interests of this country 
as well as other countries, and is so well disci- 
plined that there is little appeal from party de- 
cisions. 
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A. explain to me why it is so 
terrible to write a letter to a person and 
not sign your name. Sometimes we wish 
people to know something, and what is 
the difference who tells them, and why do 
they have to know from whom it comes? 


When you want to tell someone something 
you should be willing to stand by what you have 
written and to sign your name to it. No one who 
hasn't the courage to be identified with what he 
writes should indulge himself in writing. Very 
few people pay any attention to anonymous 
letters, and no one has much respect for those 
who write them. 


; w We have been having an argu- 


ment over what age is called middle age 
and what is old age. I would very much 
like your opinion. 


Age is a matter of the mind as well as of the 
body. I have known people old in years who 
were yet young in their outlook on life and in 
some ways managed even to keep their bodies 
young by their mental processes. 

Ordinarily, old age is supposed to begin at 
sixty. After that you are more or less living on 
borrowed time, and after seventy most people 
count each year as an unusual gift. 


p I have been married for almost a 


year, and. during that time have known 
very great happiness. I love my husband 
dearly, and have every reason to believe 
he feels the same way about me. I think 
he is a model husband—kind, consider- 
ate and loving. There is only one area of 
our lives where we have ever had any dis- 
agreement or unpleasantness. Even be- 
fore our marriage, my mother-in-law and 
I came into a conflict of minds which has 
not improved with time. Although I am 
not happy about this lack of friendliness 
between us, it is my husband's attitude 
which makes me most unhappy. In every 
disagreement between his mother and 
myself I have never known him to defend 
me, my ideas, actions or points of view. 
Rather, he nullifies every effort of mine 
to explain my point of view by an effort at 
nonchalance and an apologetic attempt 
to soothe his mother's ruffled feelings. I 
cannot understand why he should refuse 
to defend me even when I am right, nor 
why he is emotionally tied to his mother, 
unless it is a subconscious feeling of ob- 
ligation. She is both poor and a widow. 
What would you advise me to do about 
this situation? 


I would advise you to try to refrain from 
putting your husband in a position where he has 
to take sides between you and his mother. It is 
hard for a man to side against his mother even if 
he feels his wife is right, and I think you will find 
that if you just keep quiet, he will gradually come 

. to take up the cudgels in your behalf. Of course, 
if your mother-in-law lives with you, I realize 
that that is an extremely difficult situation be- 
cause the rubs and disagreements must be very 
constant. If it is possible it would be better if 
you could at least live in separate quarters. I 
think you would find it easier to get along. 









T mee 

PART i 

HHHHHHHH 
LH ERE H 

















EXTERIOR PHOTOGRAPHS BY RICHARD PRATT. 


By Richard Pratt 


ARCHITECTURAL EDITOR OF THE JOURNAL 


T is-true that in Annapolis, where Southern Maryland begins, there 

are more well-set-up midshipmen to make the place attractive than 

grace any other American city. But it happens that Annapolis, 
compared with any other American city, also contains more handsome 
Georgian houses of great distinction; and it is really because of this fact, 
beyond everything else, that the town is beautiful. Then for further 
beauty, from the neighborhood of Annapolis, where the Severn opens 
into the Chesapeake, all the way down to the Potomac, the back roads of 
Southern Maryland lead you to more fine Georgian plantations than can 
be found in any other region of equal size in the country. You can take, 
as two superb examples of what you will find, Whitehall, on the oppo- 
site page, whose portico faces out across the bay just before you come to 
Annapolis; and Tulip Hill, above, which is the first great house you 
discover after you leave. From there on, among the rolling hills and 
along the tidewater rivers, farther and farther away from the Naval 


The Ridout house, in Annapolis, famous for the purity of its proportions. 


fs 


Academy, the only competition the houses get comes from the landscape 
itself, which plays right into the picture. 

Walking through Annapolis streets, you meet one masterpiece after 
another. The prize, in my opinion, is the Hammond-Harwood house, 
shown two pages farther on, the work of the same William Buckland who 
was the master carpenter of Virginia’s famous Gunston Hall, pictured 
here just a year ago. Directly across the street, the stately Chase house, 
shown at the right below, and near by the Brice and the Paca houses, the 
latter now part of Carvel Hall, the former now made into apartments 
for many families where once one family lived in grandeur. Even the 
street names, like the streets themselves, carry you back to Colonial times: 
King George, Prince George, and the Duke of Gloucester Street, where 
the Ridout house, at the left below, stands out as a major masterpiece 
alongastreetful of minor ones—the minor ones on many streets serving 
as a connecting chorus throughout the town to the cast of principals. 
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INTERIOR PHOTOGRAPHS BY BALZ-SELWYN LTD. 


Tulip Hill, with its widespread wings, looks out from its terraced hilltop in Anne Arundel County over almost a mile of farmland to the Chesapeake Bay. 


The Chase house is one of the noblest and tallest of the Annapolis mansions. 


Whitehall, near Annapolis, in Anne Arundel County, was built in 1765, and its Corinthian portico is one of the oldest in the country. 
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Near the crossroads village of Friendship at the lower tip of Anne Arundel County, 
Holly Hill’s appearance is somewhat misleading, for with its single-story eaves it 
looks like a small house, which it isn’t. Otherwise, there is nothing misleading about 
its looks, it being one of the loveliest and most appealing of Southern Maryland’s old 


country houses, from its brickwork and windows and cornice right up to its chimneys. 








HOLLY HILL 


Being one of the earliest of the Georgian houses in South- 
ern Maryland, Holly Hill has had plenty of time to acquire 
а history. One legendary fragment is that it was used by 
a pirate named Hogarth who had dug an underground pas- 
sage to Herring Bay, half a mile away, through which he 
carried plunder from his boats. The place the "passage" 
enters the cellar can still be seen but, as the tunnel now ex- 
tends only ten feet from the house, skeptics are inclined to 
doubt the story’s authenticity. No one could possibly 
doubt, however, the authenticity of Holly Hill’s age and 
beauty. Records show that the house was begun in the 
seventeenth century and finished early in the eighteenth, 
and it is obvious that its beauty was built into it. The 
marbleizing which covers the entire wood-paneled end of 
the main bedroom at the left, and the painting on wood 
above the fireplace are indications of its unusually charm- 
ing interior, which was beautifully restored to its pristine 
condition about ten years ago by its present owners. Some 
of the original window-panes bear the diamond-scratched 
signatures of the early occupants of Holly Hill. But as 
yet no signature of the pirate Hogarth has been found. 


HAMMOND-HARWOOD 
HOUSE 


This has been called the most perfect example of Georgian 
architecture in America, and the chances are that that is a 
fairly safe estimate of its standing in the great community of 
Colonial houses which line the Eastern seaboard from Maine 
to Charleston. The charm and dignity of its design, along with 
its incomparable carving, are all the creation of the master 
carpenter, William Buckland, who was introduced to Annap- 
olis by George Mason after Buckland had made such a suc- 
cess of Mason’s Gunston Hall in Virginia. Its restoration 
and maintenance have been made possible by the proceeds 
from the annual pilgrimage which every spring makes most 
of the great old houses in Maryland accessible to the public. 


Every detail of the Hammond-Harwood house, in Annapolis, is a work of art. 
The principal rooms in the main section of the house are all celebrated for Buckland’s 
beautiful woodwork, but the dining room, with its carved shutters, is the showpiece. 
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I Austria, a boy binds his feet in rags to walk the frozen streets to 
Mass. . . . In Italy, a girl hems the frayed burlap sack that will be her 
holiday dress. . . . In Greece, a new baby, wrapped in newspapers, 
dies slowly of starvation. . . . And in Poland, a family of six hoards a 
scuttle of coal, a bar of soap, a sack of relief flour—to pretend for one 
day that living can be something warm and clean and well-fed. 

Hopelessness, hunger and bitter cold: this is the Christmas lot of 
30,000,000 European children. In their thin little bodies is a terrible 
passivity; in their eyes, an even more terrible despair. Without help, 
millions will continue to suffer from rickets, pellagra, tuberculosis; with- 
out help, millions more will die this year. 

Their plight is due, in part, to a real shortage of food and cloth; in 
part, to distribution difficulties; in part, to a lack of planned co-opera- 
tion among governments. It is ironically simple to outline the solu- 
tions of these problems on paper; it is desperately difficult to work them 
out, to live them out. Farm animals, farm machinery, seed, tillable 
land—all have been war-expendables. War-damaged factories are idle 
for lack of funds to buy repairs and materials. And the ill-clad, ill-fed 
victims of war cannot work as long or as hard as they once did. 

And yet, at any cost, these problems must be solved. For war and 
revolution are born of want, and no one will be exempt should they 
strike again. As the United Nations’ Food and Agricultural Organiza- 
tion grimly reports: “We can no longer afford to be defeatists about the 
abolition of poverty and hunger, because were we to be defeated in this, 
it would mean the defeat of civilization.” 

What can we do? What can be done? These are questions that can- 
not bé asked too frequently, that must be asked until the solution is 
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found. The largest —most important—answer is slow-shaping, tedious, 
work-demanding. It is outlined in the Marshall plan for Europe's re- 
covery. Under its provisions, sixteen nations have determined what they 
can do and what they will need to build astable tomorrow. They have sub- 
mitted to us their programs for reconstruction and asked our long-term 
aid in financing them. Soon, Congress—in our name—will decide 
whether or not to back this plan. On our support and understanding 
depends the measure of its success. 

But until such an over-all program is in force, immediate needs must 
be met, at least in part. To this end, volunteer agencies are pushing 
history's greatest campaigns of mercy. Through publie contributions 
they have sent abroad billions of dollars in food, clothing and medical 
supplies. Through them, we can express a personal answer to suffering 
in our individual efforts to help. 


Here is a specific plan of action: 


First: Determine what you are best able to give—food, clothing or 
money. 


SECOND: Blend your efforts with those of a local community group— 
women's clubs, Girl Scouts, church societies. 


THIRD: Work through the major relief agency that is best fitted to 
work with you. 


ORGANIZATIONS THAT WILL FORWARD YOUR GIFTS 


CARE, 50 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. This is the only Govern- 
ment-approved agency through which individual Americans can send 
help to designated persons or groups in 15 European countries. It 
guarantees delivery and, because it buys in bulk and distributes 
directly from its own overseas warehouses, offers one of the cheapest 
and most efficient methods of giving. It accepts checks and money 
orders. For $10, you can buy a 21!4-pound food package—a month's 
supplemental rations for a family of four. And there are special pack- 
ages for small children or babies. CARE also sends clothing parcels; for 
$10, a complete layette or linen for a household or a special blanket 
package or one with cloth, thread, needles, buttons and scissors to 
make a suit. (Continued on Page 112) 
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9l ournal Originals 


for you to make 


Ideas from Paris ... New York . . . the most famous 


designers in the world of fashion are contributing to 


the growing collection of Journal Originals. 


Hoods, shawls, hats, bags . . . you can make them easily and 


reasonably—for gifts, or for yourself, from Journal 
patterns, 15c. x By Wilhela Cushman 


Fashion Editor of the Journal 







The fringed tweed shawl (or lap robe) fits inside matching barrel bag 
closed with slide fastener, 2391; worn with John Frederics’ basque dress. 





New twist for an ascot: Schiaparelli 
does it in striped taffeta or satin, 2393. 





"John Frederics? cosmetic case: velvet 
moire, satin, with sequins, 2394. 





Line the case with bright faille ; 
and make pockets for cosmetics. 





Embroider or appliqué flower designs front and back on The star sweater: embroider-or appliqué 
a jersey or knitted pull-over, 2392 ; original by de War. stars oni jersey or machine-Enit, or on. 
your own hand-knit; by de War, 2395. 


Draped jersey hood by Gres, 2396. 
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Wreath of roses, twined with 
leaves, lovely year-round 


fashion by Gres. 


Evening scarf in violet tulle, 
yard-wide square, caught with sequin 


balls, by John Frederics, 2398. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY WILHELA CUSHMAN 
- 


Reversible hood in two tones of jersey, 
by Gres, 2397, to go with your winter coat. 






Fringed wool apron, 
afternoon or Sunday- 
night fashion by 
Schiaparelli, over a 
slim skirt, 2399. 


Send 15 cents for each pattern 
(and order by number of pattern) 
to the Reference Library, Ladies" 
Home Journal, Philadelphia 5, Pa. 


Cord and tassel beret in corduroy. Original by Lilly Dache, for you to make, 2400 ; Toni 
Owen’s high-collar velvet blouse, 2401 : double-decker corduroy bag by Rowland Hughes, 2402. 


Gay Со emt totos, off-shoulder neckline, huge 
gaand 5 боола. Vogue Duin No. 6202; Arye 12 to 18. 


B Bently draped bodice, wo mm оиа akit uv АРА, 
ШУ chil ow. Vogue Речь М. S- 4832; лв 12 to 20. 


К: 
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On ал taffeta... medina, toored Dace or осада actis. 
Beautiful dhtaato to make for the Holaday РУЗИ 
Tread turning silhouettes iw тад оет fabs. Ly Nora. O Lowy 











Semple owe, Vogue Design №. 6238; эде ILto 20. 
Ankle Lemath pkirt, Mo 6231; 24 to 32 wast. 


Ewchantingly beautiful tered Lace ohh-shaukden "PE 
е) slwe. Vogue Рос No. $-4824, Sg 12.to 18. 
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DRAWINGS BY MARGARET SOMMERFELD 


Mew hounded -rhouldenr, pounded-hip look with hie 
тр Себ. Vogue Dangn №. 6210, аф 12.6 20. 
Buy Vogue Patterns at the store which sells them in your city. Or order them by mail, postage prepaid, from r € " mt ск Д SES doo us Ё 


Vogue Pattern Service, Putnam Avenue, Greenwich, Conn.; or in Canada from 21 Dundas Sq., Toronto, Ontario. бее, پا‎ 4 red ^ kot , 
Other views and prices on page 197 timat of мас бета . Vogue Design Mo. 5-48 30, aye 12 te 20. 
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Sapphire-blue wool hostess robe for 
holiday nights at home with the family. 


Designed by Clare Potter. 


Dinner for two or more—romantic vel- 


vet gown in chartreuse with a medieval 


a= es y 
The jeweled wool apron skirt, bountifully full, tied afSand a slim waist; silhouette; designed by Tina Leser. 


by Tina Leser; with one of her superb little black jerseys; 


for city or country, a few friends or a party. 
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... for the best hours 
of your life. Evenings 
at home, when you dress to please 
the most special people 
in your life, or just to please 
yourself. In clothes that lend 


enchantment. x nv WILHELA CUSHMAN 


Fashion Editor of the Journal 


The fashion of brilliant wool, basque 










top, fan pleats, designed by Bruno for 


“come to supper” winter evenings. 


The robe that stays home with a book, or 
goes traveling—natural beige wool, wrap- 


around style with long sash and red tassels. 


The luxurious dressing gown in navy-blue wool 
with scarlet satin, by Joseph Whitehead; 


for winter nights by the fire. 


unday afternoon ...in the city 







































































Afternoon party, dress as you please—the fashion of a jeweled wool skirt 
and jersey top by Tina Leser ; or Joseph Whitehead’s ankle-length red wool. 


анау afternoon is a small and enchanting island of 
time... when you do the things that mean the most to you 
leisurely in clothes that please your personal fancy 

and suit the time and place; walking on a long-loved count 


road or through the halls of your favorite museum . . . or sitting 

















by your own bright fire. * BY RUTH MARY PACKARD 



































Pale yellow corduroy, pretty neckline, 
longer skirt—anybody's house in the 
country, by Joset Walker. 


The plaid coat, full-length flare, with its 
own matching skirt and jersey pull-over— 


enormous style and rugged character ; 


designed by Morgan Fauth. 





In a summer cabin made snug for winter living, supper is served in front of the fire. When sleigh bells 
outside the door announce the guests, all is ready for them in the new kitchen behind the folding screen. 





Into the kitchen went some things old—the range and the refrigerator; and some things new—the built-in cupboards and shelves of 
wood, the double-bowl sink and a water heater hidden in the corner. Every available inch was used for storage and work space. 


PHOTOS BY STUART-STEPHENSON 


Lighthearted vacationists forgave the original kitchen its lack of 
convenience. To make it suitable for year-round living, it needed 
planned cupboards and shelves and more working space. Also to 
be provided was some way of heating water, and a more adequate 
sink. Fortunately, few complicated structural changes were needed. 


BY GLADYS TABER 


HIS month’s kitchen project brought back memories of long-ago 
summers in the northern woods of Wisconsin, where my family 
had a cottage. Summer was always so short, and about the first 
of August I fell into a brooding melancholy because it was going 
to be "time to close up the cottage.” And right after Christmas I 
began to badger my mother about going up and taking off the shutters 
and opening the cottage again. We usually did go before the ice had 
melted from the porch steps, or snowdrifts from the back yard. 

It always seemed to me the little cottages were lonely in the winter, 
deserted and silent. And now, in these times when the housing prob- 
lem is so acute, I rejoiced that many vacation or week-end houses 
might be turned into permanent homes by the use of a little imagina- 
tion, good planning and not too much expense. The Journat felt that 
our solution of this problem might be helpful to many people who 
could change a part-time to a full-time house. Of course there are 
many flimsy shacks and cottages built from old orange crates in this 
country which do well enough to camp in, and would not be worth 
remaking for anything more unless they could be reinforced with 
insulating board. But our cabin, being soundly built, steadfast against 
storm and naturally insulated by the thickness of great oak beams, 


offered basic comfort and made the (Continued on Page 94) 








This is a Christmas that you're sharing with the whole world. 
For every cooky and candy and sweetmeat you wrap up with 
loving hands for your friends and family you want some child 
in Europe to have one too. Better get busy if you haven’t done 
anything yet, and turn to page 56 for instructions. 





HY do I stick around where the fancy paper 

and that dratted paper ribbon are? Somehow, that 
sideways trick with ribbon I never got the hang of. And 
my bows! Well, let’s not go into that. No matter 
what precautions are taken, the package that leaves 
my hands looks exactly like a battered and slightly un- 
tidy traveler who has sat up all night in a caboose. 
And that’s the truth. 
That business of cards. That's where I really shine. 
Sending Christmas cards. I begin way back about 
August to make my list. Then I don't go through that 
terrific last-minute headache trying to remember if T 
sent a card to Aunt Bella and one to Cousin Bert. 7 
know. Smugness sits on my brow like a tiara when it 
comes to this phase of the Christmas powwow. Cards 
flow from my pen like a river (Continued on Page 117) 


Christmas wouldn't be Christmas without fruitcake 
full to bursting with sugar and spices and fruits galore. 
No cake has quite the appeal of this supermasterpiece. 


And this cake is a perfect one for a perfect Christmas. 


It’s easy to buy candy, but it’s fun to make it, so make 
your holiday candy with ease and dispatch, for your 
celebrations at home and presents around the circle of 
friends. You can’t resist it, can you, after one good look? 
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Remember those immortal words of Shakespeare—something’ about “infinite variety”? 
There’s more to it, but let it pass. Instead of to Cleopatra, these words as used by me apply 


io this collection of Christmas cookies. You will find the right one for the right person here. 


PHOTOS BY STUART-FOWLER 





I There are few beautiful sights in this world so ar- 
resting, so breath-taking as a winter sunset. Just one 
thing: when the last colors go, watch the purple 
against the snow. You won’t forget that, because you 
can’t. 


2 Now is the time for those rich beef stews. Not the 
strings-in-water kind, full of old carrots and such. 
But chop, very fine, a green pepper and add it to your 
stew with a can of those’ broiled-in-butter mush- 
rooms. Thicken your stew to a good gravy consist- 
ency. No noses will turn up at such a dish, served 
in a casserole, boiling hot, with sippets of buttered 
toast on top. (No fat on the meat. And use a good cut 
of the round. Cut in neat cubes.) Little potato balls? 
Rather. 


33 When you're really hungry, what comes to mind? 
I'll tell you. A hamburger. Have them not more than 
an inch thick—broiled medium. Anointed with butter 
or margarine. Redolent of onion. But—sauté the 
onion before introducing it to the meat. And put in 
the butter or margarine you sautéed it in. Little 
touches touch the spot. 


Af it's a skating or skiing party crashing in, how 
about salt pork and cream gravy? Old New England 
specialty. Parboil the thin slices of pork and slit the 
edges. Fry in its own fat until cracklin' crisp. Make 
a real cream gravy, not a “milk sauce." And baked 
potatoes. And apple fritters. 


5 Those little Portuguese sardines are as usual now 
as buttons on a shirt. Short there, a while back. Break 
them up, heat and spread on hot toast. Serve your 
fried eggs or poached eggs on top. And there is a 
breakfast mankind will remember. 


€ Herb notes: Moisten your herbs for a cooked dish 
or sauce in a little salad oil and let them **herbinate' 
for an hour or so. Then use them as you planned. 
And to stews and soups put in the herbs—spar- 
ingly—at the last hour of cooking. Enough. 


2 And so, when you cook fish in salted water, add a 
little flavored vinegar to the water. Sweeter, firmer 
fish. And it won't break into pieces right under your 
eyes. 


8 Canned salmon—the steak kind—turned out 
whole on a pie plate, covered with seasoned sour 
cream and baked until the cream browns in patches, 
and bubbles, is delicious. Serve it with green peppers 
stuffed with boiled rice, or mashed potatoes and a 
tomato salad. 


Ü Thin griddlecakes with a fine berry sauce— 
there's a luncheon dessert to really go to town with. 
Blueberries, gooseberries, raspberries. Well, you 
canned some, didn't you? If not, there are canned 
and frozen to be had. So go on from there. 


10 If your grapefruit tries your patience by insisting 
on being sour when it ought to be just right, put some 
honey—not sugar, but honey—on it, and it will turn 
out as sweet as a little girl in her first poke bonnet. 


Ш Heat together a 614-ounce-can crab meat, 1 
cup cream-style corn, 1 can condensed mushroom 
soup, 11$ cups milk, 14 cup butter or margarine, 
2 sliced lemons, salt and pepper. Bring just to boil. 
A quickie soup to serve with pride: 


12 1 like a good meat loaf. Just a while ago I found 


+ out—think of it, after all these years—that dry cereal 


instead of bread crumbs is twice as good in it. Bet 
you beat me to this; but if you didn’t, I'll share. 


13 Did you know that hamburgers fry better, taste 
better and are better if you sprinkle the spider with 
salt before you fry them? Use almost no fat. Work 
fast on the turnover. 


14 A thing to avoid : For croquettes, chop the chicken 
or sweetbreads (or whatever). Don't put them 
through the meat grinder; chop fine, but fine. Have 
them soft and creamy inside, highly seasoned. Noth- 
ing compares with a perfect croquette. 


15 New idea for soup: A smoked-turkey split-pea 
soup made from the remains of smoked turkey. It's 
wonderful. You may also buy this in cans—con- 
centrated. 


16 One more newsy piece: There's a pan lining going 
the rounds. Made of aluminum foil. Slip one in the 
frying pan and do whatever. Use them in casseroles 
too; no stick, easier dishwashing. 


17 Broiled baby turkeys are done just like broiled 
chickens. Serve with grilled sweet potatoes, green 
peas and mushrooms and an avocado salad. And be 
sure there’s plenty of rich cream sauce for the turkey. 


18 Custard pies don't travel well to a picnic, but 
they'll travel from plate to mouth, won't they? Cover 
one with a meringue, sprinkle with coconut, brown in 
the oven and serve cold. Currant jelly under the 
meringue is a thing to remember. 


19 Orange cake—if it's perfect—with orange filling 
and frosting, is a pretty pleasant thing. Try making 
it with orange juice in the batter. Makes it complete. 


220 One of the finest herbs grown is garden sage. 
But use it with care. To my mind no turkey or 
chicken stuffing is worth its salt without sage. And 
don't you let any come-lately herb fan tell you 
different, for I hear tell there are warnings about. 


DO YOU REMEMBER ME? 


Belinda, tell me if you hear 

So far beneath the snow. 

What of the past, the passing year? 
Does time abide below? 


There is no time, that you so say. 

There is no first and no last day, 

And round our ears the dead things play 
A never-ending roundelay. 


Belinda, Belinda, do you remember me? 
Only a path’s end and a pale green tree. 





21 Teatime note: A little bowl of shaved sweet 
chocolate on your tea table. Try a sprinkling of the 
chocolate on hot buttered toast. It rates a more 
glamorous name, but they call it Dutch toast. 


22 Tried a little grated lemon peel in a pumpkin 
pie. Generous to a fault with my secrets, they tell 
me. So I pass it along. 


233 Ever serve a “chef's” salad? So-called because 
a lady in Hartland, Vermont, thought it up. Farmer's 
wife. Anyway, it’s a mixture of greens and anything 
else that comes handy. See that it’s made with 
tarragon vinegar. And any little herblet, like basil or 
thyme, helps a lot. 


24 From an old cookbook: “One should not serve 
great quantities of gravy aside from the necessary 
to satisfy the desires of those who wish to ‘wipe’ 
their plates with bread or biscuits. It is bad manners, 
and delays the meal.” But it’s awful good eating, 
man. 


251052 pity to throw out good strong coffee that 
nobody wanted. What's wrong with coffee jelly, with 
plain or whipped cream? It's a wonderful dessert 
and, made right, one of those popular items that 
never grow stale. 


26 They'll soon be moving their fishing huts out on 
Lake Champlain. I know the best spot. Then they'll 
cut a hole in the ice, light the stove and their pipes, 
and fish. Fifty feet down, they'll take out the sweet, 
incomparable smelt. Don't miss them. 


27 As for smelt, I say don't split, don't broil. Well, 
hardly ever. Clean them, flour them, fry them in salt 
pork or bacon fat. If all are like me, let's have four 
to six to a serving. With creamed potatoes. That's 
me! 


28 Potato puffs as are puffs are these: Take two 
cups of mashed potatoes, hot, add two eggs, a tea- 
spoon of baking powder, salt and pepper to taste. 
Beat like mad. Drop by spoonfuls in deep hot fat and 
fry toa fine brown. Drain on paper. Serve with meat 
or fish. And, if you like it, beat in a little nutmeg. 
My, they're good. 


29 Scallops broiled with bacon and served with tar- 
tar sauce in lemon baskets and little bouquets of 
water cress are pretty popular, I find. Roll them in fine 
seasoned crumbs before they take to the heat. Do 
them on a heatproof platter. Skewers if you wish, but 
why bother? 


330 And now a little cheese setup, just because. Mix 
well and smooth Roquefort and cream cheese, with 
minced chives. Season. Use on Melba or some very 
thin buttered toast. For salads, for appetizers, 
wherever cheese lovers come. 


3M Coming up to what are known as “The Holi- 
days." They are going to be good. Lots of ice and 
snow, sleighs and skis and skates. And let's have fun. 
You do and so will I. But not with skate or ski. 


(Patel 


DRAWING BY R. C. ATHERTON 
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BEEF through and through—a stock simmered Asparagus—ever-welcome springtime treat— “Almost a meal in itself” is what women every- 
from lean beef, plenty of pieces of beef, golden made into a tempting purée. Lots of tender where call this hearty, homey soup, with its 15 
egg noodles. A main-dish soup for a hungry man! asparagus tips. Prepare it with milk or water. different garden vegetables and good beef stock. 


CAMPBELL’S BEEF NOODLE SOUP CAMPBELL’S ASPARAGUS SOUP CAMPBELL’S VEGETABLE SOUP 
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Heres MY Friend for Extra 
Growth and Health Protection 
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Quaker Oats Plan Boosts Your Energy Too! 


and stamina boosters for you 
and dad! Quaker Oats is 100% 
whole-grain oatmeal, richest of 
all natural cereals in 4 great key 
elements! Quaker Oats brings 


Yes, delicious Quaker Oats is 
far more than just an ordinary 
cereal. Serving it every morning 
constitutes a PLAN for giving 
your children extra growth and 
health protection—extra energy 












EXTRA VITAMIN Bi— 
for "Spark Plug’’ 
energy, mental alert- 
ness, and for fighting 
fatigue! 


EXTRA PROTEIN — Na- 
ture's great strength- 
builder; absolutely 
vital for normal 
growth! 


Quaker Oats 
and Mother's 
Oats are the 
some. 


you— 


EXTRA IRON—Espe- 
cially necessary for 
women and girls for 
sparkling vitality, 
rosy cheeks— greater 
stamina for all! 


EXTRA FOOD -ENERGY 
—Another great en- 
ergy booster you get 
in abundance in deli- 
cious Quaker Oats! 





Nut-toasty Quaker Oats is America's favorite 
cereal. Quick Quaker Oats cooks fast as coffee. 
Geta big, economical package today! Serve it daily. 


uaker Oats 


The World's Best-Tasting Breakfast Food 





December, 1947 


A LIGHT IN THE WINDOW 


(Continued from Page 46) 


“Not if she had a child. I think she had. 
She put a letter in his Army trunk. She as 
much as said she was having a baby. His 
baby. What am I to do?” 

“Do? Are you going to make a fuss over 
what's over and done with long ago? Don't 
you suppose I knew my old Arthur had his 
pretty ladies for years? He always came 
back to me, especially if one of them had 
been nasty and gone around with someone 
else. He needed comfort and I saw he got it.” 

Before this matter-of-fact attitude Ricky's 
semihysteria began to look childish and im- 
mature. She made another effort, however. 

"He wasn't in love with them, Aunt 
Roberta. Court was in love with this girl." 

“Of course Arthur was in love with them; 
one after the other.” 

She was very late getting home. She was 
going back, back to her husband and her 
children, and tomorrow to her own house. 
But in the cab she realized that something 
had gone out of her marriage. 

Courtney was already at home when she 
got there. He was sitting on the floor beside 
the trunk, with his 
bad leg stretched out 
asthough it bothered 
him—as it did in bad 
weather—and with 
the children crawling 
over him. In their 
night clothes, covered 
with diminutive bath- 
robes, they were clean 
and sweet as they 
rushed at her. 

“Daddy’s showing 
ushisuniforms!Come 
and look. He's got a 
helmet too." 

Court was smiling. 
“Td clean forgotten 
this old stuff. How 
about a kiss for your 
soldier boy?" 

She hesitated only 
a second. Then she 
bent down and kissed 
him. He looked happy 
and excited, with his 
children swarming 
about him and the 
stuff spread out 
around him. 

“Do you want to 
keepallthat, Court? 

"It doesn't take 
up much room. I'll 
bet I couldn't get into these uniforms now." 

He got up carefully, picked up a blouse 
and, pulling off his coat, put it on. It 
was too small. He eyed himself in the hall 
mirror, as the children laughed. 


land, 


sheaf; 


spring— 


“Great Scott," he said, “what a kid I 
must have been! And I thought I'd kept my 
figure pretty well!” 

Ricky watched him. Of course he had 
been a kid. The German episode had been a 
part of his youth, of the reaction after the 
war, of the very loneliness the girl had men- 
tioned. The hard tight band around her 
chest relaxed. 

Ricky went in to change for dinner. She 
took off her wet pumps and stockings and 
put on a negligee, since most of her things 
were already packed. The letter was still in 
her jewel case. She would get rid of it as soon 
as she could. 

Courtney cleared out his desk in the den 
that night. Now and then he wandered in 
to where Ricky was finishing her packing. 
He found a letter from Walter, the chauffeur 
who had gone to Colorado years ago after 
being gassed. It was dated three years ago: 


Dear Mr. Wayne: I am all right now. Have 
been doing odd jobs out here for some time. 
But I don't care for the West. I wonder if you 
know of a place for me, If your mother needs 
a driver I would like the job again. 


Courtney felt guilty as he read it. He 
was sure he had forgotten to reply, and after 
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Alchemy 


BY PAULINE HAVARD 


Continually Time sweeps her hand 
Across the earth’s brown face; 
Though now we see a snowbound 


Spring’s secret fingers trace 

The pattern of the small, brave leaf 
Upon the frozen bough; 

Plans sunlight’s harvest, sheaf on 


The scented cherry snow. 

Yet Time achieves a greater thing: 
Her alchemy on hearts 

That hold no hint of warmth or 


Time’s healing touch imparts 

Its peace like tardy sunlight; green 

New growth where wide, dark 
scars have been. 


* * x ww X o Ж 


three years it was unlikely the address was 
any good. He had always liked Walter. 

It was a distracting evening, and it was 
late when they prepared for bed. When he 
had taken a shower he came in to find Ricky 
already settled, the room filled with packed 
trunks, and his chiffonier already empty. 

“Where are my handkerchiefs, Ricky?" 

“T left two out for tomorrow. They’re on 
the bureau.” 

But they were not on the bureau. “D’you 
suppose the kids took them?” 

“They may have." She got out of bed 
and pulled on a kimono. “‘I’ll go and look. 
I hate to open your trunk again.” 

The handkerchiefs were in the nursery, 
folded to resemble vaguely a pair of rabbits. 
They were not too clean, either. She carried 
them back. But she did not give them to 
Court. She stopped abruptly in the doorway. 

Her jewel case was on the top of her toilet 
table and Court had the letter in his hand. 
He looked up when he heard her, his face 
set hard. ‚ 

“Where did you get this?” he asked. 

"It was in the 
trunk, Court. Imeant 
to burn it tonight, 
but I've been so busy, 
and you kept coming 
іп —— Don’t look at 
me like that!” 


" You had no busi- 
ness reading it. Let- 
ters are private prop- , 
erty." 

Her own face set. 
"I have a right to 
know you were living 
with another woman 
after you had married 
me. I'm not on the 
defensive, Court. Oh, 
I know all the an- 
swers,’’ she said 
wearily. “You were 
young. You’d been 
through battle and 
sudden death. What 
about this child? Are 
you supporting it?” 

“There is no child, 
Ricky.” 

She stared at him. 
“But she says ——” 

“I hear from her 
father now and then. 
She's married. He's 
worried about the way things are going over 
there, but he's never mentioned anything 
else. He would have if it had happened. Be 
sure of that." 

She said nothing. He came over and stood 
near her, looking down at her gravely. 

“Do you mind if I tell you about it? It's 
been over for a long time. And you'd have to 
know about conditions over there to under- 
stand. The awful boredom of the occupa- 
tion—I almost went crazy. And she and her 
family had been through a lot too. I—well, 
I felt sorry for her. For them all, for that 
matter.” 

“Didn’t you make them a poor return? 
To seduce their daughter?” 

“Tt wasn't like that. It just happened. 
The man she'd been engaged to had been 
killed. Most of the young men had been. 
There wasn't much future for her. She got 
in the habit of talking over her problems with 
me. Then one night —— Look, I don't want 
to talk about it. There's no real explanation. 
Certainly there's nothing to wreck our 
marriage about.” 

“No,” she said slowly. “I know that." 

Court was tearing up the letter. *'That's 
that, Ricky. Let's forget it, shall we? I'm 
sorry, dear," he told her. “You know that, 
don't you?” 

She knew it. Her hysterical shock of the 
afternoon was gone and she lay content and 
tired in his arms. Tomorrow they would 
begin again, in the new house. 

(Continued on Page 75) 
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Doctor? Lawyer? Merchant? Chief? 


What will these babies be 25 or 50 years 
from now? 

Many things and many people will shape 
their lives, of course. Parents, home, friends, 
teachers. And one big factor will be health. 

Fortunately, babies born today enjoy far 
more chance of good health and long life 
than their parents or grandparents did. For 
example, only 30 years ago, one baby out of 
every 10 died before its first birthday. Today, 
the rate is less than one in 20. And over 
the same period, the average span of human 
life has lengthened from about 55 to 66 years. 

This priceless gift of life and health has 
come largely through the skill and research 


of the medical profession. And nutrition has 
played a part. 

Good eating contributes to good health. 
Our knowledge of what to eat and when and 
why has vastly increased in recent years. It 
will grow even faster in the years ahead — 
aided by research in great laboratories like 
those of National Dairy. There, National 
Dairy men and women work constantly with 
milk, nature’s most nearly perfect food — 
protecting its quality — creating new foods 
and products from it. 

As medical and nutritional research ad- 
vance together, they carry the hope of 
healthier citizens, and a better world. 


Dedicated to the wider use and better under- 
standing of dairy products as human food 
...08 а base for the development of new 
products and materials . . . as а source of 
health and enduring progress on the farms 
and in the towns and cities of America. 


These brands assure you of highest quality 


NATIONAL DAIRY 


PRODUCTS CORPORATION 
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CRANBERRY CHRISTMAS TREES are easy to 
make—just grease cone-shaped paper cups and 
fill with hot cranberry sauce; place cups in 
water gla for support while sauce sets. The 
tart flavor is a perfect accent for the mellow 
richness of Swift’s Premium Ham. With Sv 

Premium you can, of course, be absolutely cer- 
tain of superb quality. That certainty, main- 
tained through half a century, has made it 
America's traditional favorite, far and away 
the best-liked ham of all. To enjoy its match- 
less flavor at its best, follow the easy cooking 
instructions on the tag that comes with either the 
whole ham or butt half. For tree decoration 
and “music” on ham, use softened cream 
cheese. Garnish with holly. Then—bring on 
the ham. Carve it carefully. As you savor 
the fragrant es—Brown Sugar Cured and 
smoked Swifts special way—remember the 
grand left-over dishes this royal ham will make. 


CHRISTMAS GIFT IDEA! A Swift's Premium Ham Р Fs \ uc 
з " bs 


makes an unusual and impressive Christmas gift 
2 kinds—regular style; or cooked and ready to 
eat, Also Swift's Premium Bacon—in the piece, or 
sliced іп V2 Ib. and 1 Ib. packages. Both ham 
and bacon come in gay holiday wrappings. 





(Continued from Page 72) 

She was never to forget the confusion of 
the first day in the tall house near the park. 
It was still raining, and the movers dripped 
over the furniture and the new carpets. She 
had two new servants, a parlormaid and a 
housemaid, who stood around useless and 
bewildered in the confusion. The children 
ran wild that day. Hilda could not restrain 
them. 

By the time Courtney came back there 
was at least a semblance of order in the 
house. He went up the short staircase to the 
second floor. In the drawing room the lamps 
with their heavy silk shades were lighted 
and a’ бге was burning. In the hall at the 
head of the stairs Sheila had turned on the 
wall fountain. It splashed gaily into the 
basin below, fringed with ferns and hanging 
vines. He stopped to inspect it, and he was 
still there when Ricky started down from 
the floor above. He looked up at her, his 
eyes wary and anxious, but she was smiling. 

She had dressed carefully, and he watched 
her with pride, as well as relief. It was all 
right. He caught her in his arms and lifted 
her from the lower step. 

“Hello, beautiful. Love me again?” 

“I never stopped, Court. You know that.” 

He was boyishly happy all evening, boyish 
and lovable. She did not tell him how alien 
she felt in the house or even 
inhisarms. And that night 
for once he forgot his wor- 
ries. To hisamazement his 
mother had sold all her 
bonds. They amounted to 
almost two hundred thou- 
sand dollars. She had 
handed him a check for 
that amount. 

“Your father has given 
me some every Christmas 
for twenty-five years," she 
said gaily. “Now let's go 
in and make a killing.” 

Elizabeth found the 
months that followed ex- 
hilarating. The market 
continued to rise, and she 
only laughed when Court- 
ney warned her. 

“Tt won't go on forever, 
mother. We can't expect 
to buy at the bottom and sell at the top. 
We'll get a decent profit and get out.” 

But it was all new to her, new and exciting. 
When she went out to bridge parties she was 
one of a group of women most of whom were 
gambling in stocks. The vernacular began 
to come easy to her, and she learned how to 
read the stock list in the papers. Not that 
she let Matthew see her do it, of course. She 
waited until he had gone to the office or was 
asleep in bed. 


Bx fall, at his own request, he became 
chairman of the board. He sat at the head 
of the long table putting motions as they 
were made, taking the votes, and watching 
his business gradually ooze from under his 
hands. It had changed in the past few years, 
and he felt incapable of coping with it. The 
old methods had gone. 

“T used to know my writers," he grumbled 
to Angela. “Now I never see them. I might 
as well be buying a new overcoat.” 

Now and then Courtney saw Emmy. She 
apparently held no resentment against him. 
Sometimes he even played a round of golf 
with her when Ricky was not available. She 
was still showily attractive, her brassy. hair 
bobbed and carefully waved, her short skirt 
flying as she swung her club. They played a 
dollar a hole, but when she lost it was only 
a matter of bookkeeping, as the rent had 
been. 

“That’s three I owe you. Wait until I 
put it down." 

Out would come the book. They would 
walk back to the bar and have a highball or 
two. After that he would drive her back to 
town, go home and take a shower, to doze 
over a manuscript after dinner while Ricky 
sewed, the fine hand sewing her mother had 
taught her. He had no feeling about Emmy, 
except a sense of relief that she had gone 
out of his life. 


The railroad magnate, 

Robert W. Garrett, suffered 
a mental breakdown in the 
prime of life. Ever thereafter, 
he thought himself the Prince 
of Wales. Mrs. Garrett refused 
to put him in an institution, 
transformed their home into 
aminiature Court of England. 
She hired a corps of actors to 
play the part of officials and 
diplomats, herself dressed as 
the Princess of Wales. When 
her friends protested, as they 
frequently did, she would pa- 
tiently explain that she could 
think of no better way to spend 
her fortune than in giving 
pleasure to her husband! 
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One day she made a surprise visit to his 
office. "Look, Court," she said. "I've got 
some money. I've made a cash settlement 
with Bill Baldwin. Twenty thousand and no 
more alimony. I'm going to invest it." 

“Fine,” he said heartily. “How about 
some bonds?” 

“Don’t talk like а fool. I'd get six hundred 
a year out of bonds. I'm going to buy com- 
mon stocks.” 

“Then why come to me, Emmy? Go to 
a good broker.” 

She laughed. “I don't want a broker. 
You've done pretty well with your mother, 
haven't you?" 

He knew it then for what it was, a bit of 
more or less polite blackmail. He was an- 
noyed at her mention of Elizabeth. How 
much had his mother been talking? 


Hz put up a fight, or as much a one as he 
dared. He couldn't be responsible for her 
money, he told her. She remained insistent, 
however. : 

“You owe me something," she said. “I’ve 
behaved pretty well, haven’t I? I lost my 
job here, I lost—well, some other things. If 
this is my chance I'm taking it." 

It ended by his giving her a list of Eliza- 
beth's stocks, as carefully selected as possi- 
ble. She tucked it into her purse and got up. 

“We'll call it even now, 
Court. And watch me go!” 

When his secretary 
came in with the mail to 
be signed she found him 
deep in thought. Helooked 
up, startled. 

“1 didn't hear you, 
Adele.” 

She was a small, pretty 
girl. Secretly she adored 
him, but she would have 
died before she let him 
know. He signed the let- 
ters and checks. Then he 
looked up, smiling. 

"You're not in this 
market business, are you?” 

She flushed. “I have 
ten shares of General Mo- 
tors, Mr. Wayne.” 

“Well, sell it and get 
out,” he said. 

It was different with his mother. It was 
useless to tell her that general business was 
not really good, that there was still plenty 
of unemployment, and that there was noth- 
ing under the market but hysteria. 

To add to his worry, he was certain that 
his father was suspicious. Matthew was, 
indeed. He knew his Elizabeth; knew this 
febrile exaltation of hers was not normal. 
But the real shock came in the fall of 1927, 
when she had her face lifted. 

She had not told him. She went to a 
private hospital “tə be looked over," and 
asked him not to visit her: “I need a rest." 

He was worried about her. She had not 
been sleeping well, and she had been pushing 
herself—and him—too hard. Almost every 
evening for the past year or two he found 
himself in tails and a stiff white shirt, either 
going out or entertaining at home. So he 
was glad she was taking a rest; although the 
few days in the hospital extended to two 
weeks and more. 

On the day she was to return he was back 
at the house early. He went down to the 
front door when he heard the car drive up. 
Johnson was already there, but Matthew 
went out to the curb and opened the door 
himself. It was late afternoon of a Novem- 
ber day, and all he saw was Elizabeth in her 
mink coat as she got out. He gave her a 
quick husbandly kiss. 

“ was about to go up to the hospital and 
ask you to move over in the bed," he said. 
“Feeling better?" 

*Fine. How are you, Johnson? I hope 
everything's been running smoothly." 

“Very smoothly, madam,” said Johnson, 
and gave her a strange look. 

She preceded him up the stairs, so it was 
not until she had taken off her hat that he 
realized what had happened. He stared at 
her in horror. 

(Continued on Page 77) 
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А Betty Crocker "Double-Quick" Recipe 
FAVORITE DEVILS FOOD CAKE 


Have a// ingredients room temperature. Preheat oven to 350° 
(mod.). Grease well and flour 2 round layer pans, 8-in. wide, 
1%-in. deep. Sift SOFTASILK before measuring. Spoon in 
lightly. Do not pack. Measure all ingredients level. 


1% cups sifted SOFTASILK Cake Flour 
12 cups sugar 

1 tsp. double-action baking powder 
Và tsp. soda 

1 tsp. salt 


Sift together, 


Adds. cise Ya cup high grade vegetable shortening 
and % of..... 1 cup milk 


Beat vigorously with spoon for 2 min. by clock, 150 strokes рег 
min. You may rest when beating by hand (count actual beating 
time or strokes). With elec. mixer use slow to med. for 2 min. 
Scrape sides and bottom of bowl frequently. 


remaining Уз cup milk ^ 

Ys to Уз cup unbeaten eggs (2 medium) 

2 sq. unsweetened chocolate (2 oz.), 
melted 

Ya tsp. red food coloring, if desired 


Beat 2 more min. Pour into prepared pans. Bake 30 to 35 min. in 
350? oven (mod.). Cool. Frost with Fluffy Beige Icing. 


FLUFFY BEIGE ICING 
Mix together 1 cup brown sugar (packed in cup), М cup water. Boil 
without stirring until mixture spins 8-in. thread (242°). Keep 
pan covered first 3 minutes. Pour hot syrup slowly into 2 stiffly 
beaten egg whites (with М tsp. cream of tartar added when whites 
are frothy). Beat constantly with rotary beater. Add 1 tsp. vanilla, 
Continue beating until mixture is fluffy and will hold shape, 
Сорг, 1947, General Mills, Inc., Minneapolis, Minn." Bı ^ 
and “Softasilk” are registered trade marks of General Mills wwe, 


12 CAKE RECIPES 
7 ICINGS—WITH EVERY PACKAGE 


Remember Any Cake is a Party Cake 
Made with Betty Crocker 


SOFTASILK 












When it comes to the delicate, tempting flavor 
of spring peas—Mother Nature and Del Monte 
are full-time partners. 

It was her idea to provide a range of sizes as the best 
way to get the full flavor she puts in a batch of peas. 

So we take our flavor cue from her, and pack several 
different sizes together in Del Monte Early Garden Peas. 
First, of course, we take out any peas too young or too 
old for flavor. Then we carefully select the best of all 
the rest and blend them. That way, the richness of 
the larger peas rounds out the sweetness of the smaller. 

Care like this has made Del Monte the long-favored. 
familiar brand for flavor, on many a shelf. Look for, 
reach for, Del Monte Brand Early Garden Peas. 
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3 eggs, separated 
3 tbsps. water 
Ya tsp. celery salt 
Ye tsp. pepper 


3 tbsps. finely minced parsley 
2 tbsps. butter or margarine 
1 No. 2 can Del Monte 


Early Garden Peas 


Beat egg whites and water until stiff but still glossy. Beat 
yolks, add seasonings and fold into egg whites. Heat butter in 
9 or 10 inch skillet. Pour egg mixture into skillet; with spoon, 
make 4 shallow nests in omelet. Cook over low heat until omelet 
“breathes” and is-brown on bottom, about 10 to 15 тїп, Bake 
in moderate oven (350° F.): 10 to 15 min. Remove from oven, 
carefully place about 4 tbsps. drained, heated and generously 
buttered peas in each nest. Garnish with pimiento strips as 
shown, if desired, and serve at once with cheese sauce to which 
the rest of the Del Monte Peas have been added. Serves 4. 


Carly 
Jared. 


the brand that always puts flavor first 


and full of that Del Monte flavor ! 
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* What have you done to yourself?” 

For there was Elizabeth, smiling care- 
fully—she had been warned about smiling— 
with a blank expressionless face and the 
outer corners of her eyes slightly tilted up- 
ward. 

“Don’t you like it?” she inquired. 
“They're very proud of it at the hospital. I 
looked so dreadful, Matt. I did it for you.” 

That was what hurt. He knew she had 
done it partly for him. But this mask was 
not his Lizzie’s face. It was terrible, dread- 
ful. It was as though he were in a familiar 
bedroom with a strange woman. 

“I suppose I'll get used to it," he man- 
aged to say, “if you like it, my dear.” 

Then he did the bravest thing he had done 
in a long time. He went over to her and 
kissed her cool, unwrinkled, unfamiliar 
cheek. 

He never grew entirely reconciled to his 
new Lizzie, although after a time he accepted 
iher. Her eyes were less tilted, for one thing, 
as time went on. Nevertheless, he was as 
self-conscious as a debutante at her first 
party when they went out together. He. 
could see the startled looks of the people 
they knew and hear whisperings behind 
Elizabeth's elegant slim back. 

It remained for Court to come out flatly 
when he and Ricky went to see her. “ Mother! 
You look like a plaster cast. What on earth 
made you do it?" 

But Ricky—you could always trust Ricky, 
Matthew thought—kissed her warmly. “You 
look years younger," she said. “Don’t mind 
these men. Did it hurt much?" 

Elizabeth accepted the kiss, but her eyes 
were on her son. “ Your wife understands, if 
you don't. And if you think it was any 
picnic ——” 

Matthew was grateful to Ricky that night, 
and later he realized that this had been the 
beginning of a new rapprochement between 
the two women. Whatever she felt privately, 
Ricky had risen to Elizabeth's defense that 
day. 


By the fall of 1928 life for Ricky had fallen 
into a pattern. True, it was an expensive one, 
now that there were five servants, including 
the chauffeur. In the mornings she did her 
marketing and shopping, and attended to 
the thousand-and-one details of her com- 
plicated establishment. If she: felt more 
mother than wife sometimes, she could do 
nothing about it. She was reconciled to the 
house by that time. She would never like it. 

]t looked as though her life would go on 
like this forever. Certainly she and Court- 
ney had settled down into the conventional 
married couple. He was gentle and even 
tender with her. And she had given up all 
hope of anything more. There were times, of 
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course, when he wanted her, but he was an 
experienced lover now, and on this common 
ground at least she could meet and respond 
to him. 

Some of his anxiety about his mother's 
stock gambling was gone by that winter, for 
the market was still going up, She told him 
one day she had almost three quarters of a 
million dollars. 

“On paper,” he reminded her, *' Isn't that 
enough, mother?" 

It wasn't enough by that time. Nothing 
was enough for Elizabeth, with her new face, 
her new car, her box at the opera. Nothing 
was enough for millions of other people too. 

Courtney gave Ricky a string of pearls for 


Christmas that year. He stood by the tree |. 


after they had trimmed it and pulled a flat 
case out of his pocket. 

** Here's something I got at Woolworth's,"" 
he said. “See if you like it.” 

She was a little pale as he put it around her 
neck and kissed her. He picked up his high- 
ball and held it up. 

“To my wife," he said, “апа to us, my 
darling. To us, and to the children and the 
future." 

She was happier that night than she had 
been for a long time. Happy even when he 
asked her not to tell Matthew they were real. 

“Tve made some money in the market," 
he said, “but you know how the old boy is. 
Fine as they come, but a bit behind the 
times." 

He bought a limousine too. In the evening 
now when they went out she wore her pearls 
and the chauffeur tucked a fur rug about her 
knees. There was a sense of unreality about 
it, but all their world was doing much the 
same. 

One evening that winter Court came home 
looking amused. “We've got a new boot- 
legger, Ricky," he told her. "You'll never 
guess who it is.” 

“Not Aunt Roberta, I hope!” 

He laughed. "No. It happens to be 
Walter. You remember him, don't you? 
Used to drive for mother. He was gassed in 
the war, but he looks all right now. Doing 
pretty well, too, he says. Has his own boat. 
Works off Cape Cod, or somewhere up there, 
then trucks the stuff down." 

Certainly she remembered Walter: Walter 
trying not to cough; Walter showing her the 
Aquarium, and the Hudson and Central 
Park. Now he was a bootlegger. She felt 
rather shocked. 

“It doesn't sound like him," she said. 
“Tt’s dangerous, isn't it?" 

“He doesn't seem to think so. Says they 
play poker with the Coast Guard between 
shipments. Then they go out and chase each 
other around." 

She still did not like it. Walter had done 
his best for her during that unhappy time 
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**She's never had any trouble finding things 
since I let her throw out our filing cabinets 
and work out a filing system of her own." 
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before Court came back. “Не had a bad 
cough,” she remembered. “Is it ропе?” 

“No cough, and he’s better dressed than I 
am! He says his liquor is good. He has a 
graduate from Columbia analyze it. I sent 
him around to see Sheila. She has to have 
liquor for some of her customers." 

Both of them would have been astonished 
could they have seen Sheila and Walter that 
night in an Italian restaurant on Fifty-third 
Street. Walter did not drink, but he had 
brought a flask of Scotch and poured some 
for Sheila in a coffee cup. 

“How is it, Miss Truesdale?” 

“Wonderful. How on earth do you get it, 
Walter?” 

He told her, over minestrone and spaghetti 
with meat sauce. It was a game to him, but a 
lucrative one. “After all, if people are going 
to drink, get them decent liquor," he said. 

He sat beside her, debonair and smiling 
and carefully dressed, and Sheila’s gray- 
green eyes snapped with excitement as he 
talked. 

“You know you scared me to death when 
you first came over," he said. 

“I did? Why?" 

“Well, I'd never known any people with 
titles before. Your mother was Lady Trues- 
dale. Maybe you were something or other 
too. I didn't know. This aristocracy 
stuff ——” 

“Mother was an American, and forget the 
aristocracy, Walter. It didn't mean a thing. 
Mother brought me here to find a husband." 

He looked surprised, 
then amused. "How's it 
worked out?” 

“I preferred a job.” 

“Still free, are you?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Maybe you haven't 
met the right kind of 
man." 

She gave him a long, sideways glance. 
“Just possibly,” she said. 


In early June Ricky went home to see her 
mother. Later she would take the children 
to Maine as usual, but she went home alone. 
She had not liked leaving Courtney. He was 
worried about something, but he did not con- 
fide in her. So far as she knew, the business 
was prosperous. Indeed, all the world 
seemed prosperous. Even the town when 
she got off the train. 

A new taxi took her home. Main Street 
had been repaved, the drugstore at the 
corner had a fresh coat of paint. The taxi 
driver looked at her in the small mirror in 
front of him and grinned. 

“Old town's waking up for sure. n 
asleep ever since the war. Now look at it!” 


Sue was relieved to find her mother's 
house unchanged. It looked rather more 
weather-beaten, if anything, but at least 
there had been some attempt at repairs. The 
real indication of what had happened was a 
bicycle at the front steps and the sound of a 
boy whistling from somewhere in the rcar. 
She put down her bag and walked around to 
the kitchen door. 

Young Pete was sitting on the steps. He 
was wearing a pair of clean but patched over- 
alls, and he was whittling at a piece of wood 
which bore a vague resemblance to a plane. 
He saw Ricky then, but made no move. 

She smiled. “Hello,” she said. “You're 
Pete, aren't you? I'm your Aunt Fredrica. 
Don't you remember me?" 

Aside from the fact that his chin was small 
and pointed like his mother's, he was even 
more like David than before. He had the 
same eyes, the same unruly hair, even the 
same grin. Now he grinned at her in derision. 

“T haven't got any aunt." 

“Tm your father's sister, Pete.” 

“Haven't got any father either. He was 
killed in the war. And my mother was a bad 
woman. She's gone too. I'm making a plane. 
It's going to be the best damned plane 
around here.” 

He had raised his voice somewhat, and 
Beulah's angry voice came from the kitchen. 
“You talk like that and I'll get my Joe to 
whale the life out of you. Who you got out 
there?" 


He is always right who sus- 
pects that he is always 

making mistakes. 
—SPANISH PROVERB. 
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“She says she’s my aunt,” he replied in- 
differently. “I haven't got an aunt, have 
т” 

The visit had а nightmare quality after 
that, what with Beulah’s excitement, her 
mother’s restrained greeting, and Pete. She 
saw at once that the household revolved 
around him. And while the boy was rough 
and tough, she did not think he was vicious. 
She noticed that his language was more re- 
strained when her mother was around. But 
even Beulah spoiled him badly. 

“He’s all right, Miss Ricky,” she said. 
“He picked up them bad words at home, 
that’s all. He likes your mother all right. 
As for her, you’d think she’d got your 
brother Dave back.” 

“What about his mother?” 

“She don't never write," Beulah told her. 
“Old man Stewart’s dead and the rest is 
scattered hither and yon. He's got nobody 
but us." 


Bur Mrs. Stafford did not look well. 
Climbing the stairs left her breathless, and 
now and then she complained of a pain in her 
thest. It annoyed her to have Ricky men- 
tion it, however. 


"Only indigestion,” she said. "For 
heaven's sake, don't fuss over me. I’m all 
right." 


Ricky stayed only three days. On the 
afternoon of the day she was to leave, Jay 
Burton came in to see her. She was surprised 
to see that his hair was turning gray. He 
was friendly and smiling, 
and his light kiss was a 
brotherly one. 

“You look as though the 
world’s being kind to you." 

"Im fine, Jay. And 
you?" 

“Things are picking up. 
I suppose you've noticed. 
Even a lawyer gets some pickings these days. 
Not in the market yourself, are you?” 

“I don't know anything about it.” 

He did not stay long. He said he had some 
work at the office. Hat in hand, he stood 
looking down at her, not smiling. “I’ve 
missed you, Ricky. I guess you know I never 
got over you. Now it's too late for me to 
change." 

“T like to think you're always here, Jay." 

“TIl always be here when you need me." 

He turned quickly and went away. He 
was the faithful type, she knew. Like Mat- 
thew. She did not know why she did not put 
Court in the same category. 

The limousine was waiting for her when 
she reached New York the next morning. As 
she stood at the curb she became aware of a 
woman in black standing beside her and 
realized that it was Anne Lockwood, whom 
she had met once or twice. Anne had not 
seen her, however. She did not move until 
Ricky touched her sleeve. 

“Tm Ricky Wayne, Mrs. Lockwood. Can 
I take you somewhere? I have a car." 

Anne Lockwood did not start. She merely 
turned her head. “I’m all right, thank you. 
I've just been taking Tim home." 

“Tim?” 

“My husband. I took him down to Ar- 
lington. He'd earned his place there.” 

She got into a taxi and left Ricky, stunned 
and shocked, on the pavement. 

She told Matthew about the encounter 
that night. The next day he took a train and 
went to the small town upstate where Anne 
lived. Tim's bed was gone from the porch 
now, but Anne's typewriter stood uncovered 
on its table. As though she had only been 
able to take time out to bury her husband, 
he thought. He felt guilty and ashamed. 

When she came down, he put his arms 
around her. “I’m sorry," he said. “I didn't 
know. How can I help?" 

* We're all right." 

“New publishers taking care of you?” 

“Not as well as you did.” 

“Td better tell you, Anne. I didn't know 
about the other book until it was too late. 
Iliked it when I read it." 

“Did you?” Some of the bleak look left 
her face. “Tim did too. He took it rather 
hard when it came back.” 

(Continued on Page 80) 
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A dishwashing joy! Only Swan has it_ 


this wonderful ЖООИ blend 7 


WAN brings you this easier, pleasanter way to wash 
dishes. So kind to hands—so work-saving, too! 


It’s the happy result of Swan’s patented process. 


DT: 


No other soap has Swan's “‘super-creamed blend." No 
other soap is made the Swan way —to pamper pretty 
hands, to cut dishpan drudgery. 

Read what Swan's *super-creamed blend" can mean 


to you! 
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PROUD OF 
MY HANDS | 


Forget strong soaps, rough hands. 
Thanks to Swan's *'super-creamed 
blend," you get rich, velvety suds— 
mild as fine castiles—that leave 
hands satin-smooth. 
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See how your glassware and china 
gleam! Swan leaves no soap streaks, 
cloudy film. No more tiresome pol- 
ishing. Pure, floating Swan rinses 
away so completely! 





NEVER, DIO 
DISHES / 
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Swan swishes up faster, creamier 
suds! Dishes shine without drying— 
a quick, hot rinse is enough. A 
work-saver that Swan's “super- 
creamed blend" brings you. 
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Swan suds last longer—wash more 
dishes per penny! Swan's firmer, 
too—no excessive soap-dish “goo.” 
Another joy of Swan’s “super- 
creamed blend." 
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—learn the warning signals that 
may mean appendicitis! The first 
sign of acute appendicitis is usually 
pain in the abdomen accompanied 
by nausea or vomiting. 

The pain may be general at first, 
like a simple stomach-ache, but will 
probably become localized in the 
lower right side. It can be a sharp 
severe pain or a dull ache. 
































Appendicitis symptoms sometimes 
vary, so any persistent, puzzling 
*stomach-ache”’ should have prompt 
medical attention. 





—call your physician at once 
when such warnings appear! Today, 
appendicitis is rarely fatal if it is rec- 
ognized and properly treated in time. 
But it may be difficult to diagnose. 

Your doctor may need to take blood 
counts or make other tests. Calling 
him promptly permits him to make 
such tests and to determine the 
proper treatment before serious dam- 
age has occurred. 

Appendicitis today takes only 
about half as many lives as it took 12 
years ago. Many more lives could be 
saved each year if everyone made it 
a point to call a doctor at the first sign 
of an attack. 


Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
1 Madison Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 


Please send me a copy of your booklet 
127-J, “Appendicitis.” 
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SOME "DOs" AND "DON'Ts" FOR 
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—treat yourself with home 
remedies! If you have an abdominal 
pain and are nauseated, avoid taking 
alaxative or enema. They may cause 
the appendix to rupture. 

A study of appendicitis in one 
Eastern city showed that when ap- 
pendicitis patients took no laxative, 
only 1 in 62 died. Of those who took 
a laxative, 1 in 19 died. 

External pressure can also cause 
a rupture, so you shouldn’t rub or 
massage the site of the pain. And it’s 
wiser not to apply either a hot water 
bottle or an ice bag. 


—try to keep going normally 
if you suspect appendicitis. When 
appendicitis strikes, don’t try to-ig- 
nore the pain and keep on with your 
normal activities. Any physical exer- 
tion or exercise may lead to compli- 
cations, so lie down, in bed if possible, 
and stay there. 

The pain may let up but this does 
not mean the attack has passed. It’s 
up to you to keep quiet and relaxed 
until the doctor has had a chance to 
examine you. 

Food and liquid can also be dan- 
gerous, so try to avoid eating or 
drinking anything, except water, 
until your doctor has examined you. 


li if 
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Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) ЭА 
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CHAIRMAN OF THE BOARD 
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He nodded. There was nothing he could 
say, or do. 

He stayed in New York that summer, as 
did Courtney. Both of them, for different 
reasons, were apprehensive. Matthew felt 
that the solid ground under the business was 
threatened. Courtney’s anxiety was about 
his mother. All his arguments had been of 
no avail. 

“Don’t be such a pessimist, Court. I'll 
get out in plenty of time. Don’t worry.” 

“What if there isn’t time?” 

“That’s plain silly.” 

He had never told Ricky, but at the rail- 
road station, seeing his family off on the 
train, he finally broke down. “See here, I 
want you to keep your eyes on mother," he 
said. "She's to get out when I send her the 
word, and no fooling.” 

"Get out? You mean . 
market?” 

“T do,” he said grimly. “If it breaks, she’s 
done for.” 

“She’s in it, then?" 

“Up to her neck,” he said sourly. 


the stock 


One day when Ricky had been gone a 
couple of weeks he received another letter 
from Professor von 
Wagner. It was, as 
usual, entirely 
friendly. He wrote 
of Elsa’s boy and 
Hedwig’s two 
daughters. Then he 
went on: 


The Germany I 
know is gone. The 
people are carried 
away with this man 
Hitler. Now we have 
secret police who 
watch everybody. 
Do you know our 
Luther? Hesaid when 
a prince is in the 
wrong his people are 
bound to follow him. 
This princeling of 
ours is in the wrong. 
But where he would 
lead us, make no mis- 
take, we will follow. 
The new geopolitics 
is another word for 
war. 


He showed the 
letter to his father 
that night. “Just to 
lay an old ghost, dad," he said. 

Matthew put on his glasses and read it. 
"What does he mean about another war? 
Are they going to start all over again?” 

“That’s German pessimism, dad. They're 
like that. They have a saying that an op- 
timist is someone who thinks the future is 
uncertain." 


Martuew did not smile. “The future is 
uncertain,” he said. “I think we've come to 
a showdown, Court. How far is your mother 
in this market?" 

It was a relief to have it out. Courtney 
put the letter down and faced his father. 
“All the way, I'm afraid, dad.” 

“She sold her Government bonds, I sup- 
pose?" 

“Yes. I feel guilty.” 

Matthew got up. “I know your mother,” 
he said dryly. “It’s been my theory all my 
life that a woman had certain rights—but 
she has no right to ruin herself, or me either. 
We have the business to take care of. We 
have our employees and our writers. And I’m 
not touching my insurance. That’s for her 
after I’m gone, and for you and the children. 
I'm going to Maine and talk sense to her." 

Court saw Matthew off a day or two later. 
The latter left the train at Ellsworth at six 
the next morning and looked around for the 
car. There was no car in sight, and the early 
morning was chilly. He waited for some 
time, shivering on the platform. Finally he 
lost patience and, ordering a local taxi, drove 
the eighteen miles to Bar Harbor. 

Before they reached the island they ran 
into the fog. The bridge was shrouded in it, 
the mountains barely visible. 


Last-Minute Gifts 
=~ BY WIRE- 


F it has suddenly dawned on you 

that you haven’t remembered, 
for example, the cousin or the aunt 
who never forgets a Christmas, a 
good suggestion would be to send 
the JouRNAL—by wire! 

You can now order the JouRNAL, 
and other Curtis magazines, faster 
than ever before—through Western 
Union. All you need do is pick up 
your phone or stop at the nearest 
Western Union office—and order 
at special gift prices. You may pay 
the clerk there for the subscrip- 
tions or be billed later (U. S. only) 
by the publisher. The telegram 
costs you nothing. 
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“Looks like a bad one,” the driver said. 
“Worst this year." 

Matthew was very cold by that time. He 
had had no breakfast, and the change from 
the city heat had been too abrupt. He began 
to shiver again. 

Good way to get pneumonia, he said crossly 
to himself. Maybe Lizzie didn't get my wire. 

It was still thick in the town when they 
reached it, and they seemed to creep along. 
The long winding drive from his own gate to 
the house was a milk-white sea. 


To his surprise, the door to the porte- 
cochere was open, as was the one at the enc 
of the hall that faced the sea. The furniture 
had lost its distinctness, and he almost 
groped his way to the service quarters, Here, 
however, the lights were on and a strong 
smell of coffee filled the air. The cook was at 
the stove, bùt she looked at him strangely. 
And Hilda was in the kitchen. 

"What's the matter?” he roared. ** Where's 
Albert? Where's the car? And get me some 
of that coffee. I've got a chill." 

The cook did not answer, and all at once 
Hilda was crying noisily, with her apron to 
her face. Matthew was astounded. 

“What is it? What's the matter?" 

“It’s the chil- 
dren," she gasped. 
“They’re gone." 

“Gone? What do 
you mean?" 

"They're out in 
old Trimble's boat 
and nobody can find 
them." 

He sat dowi 
abruptly, staring. 
“When did they 
go?" 

“Yesterday. The 
fog came in sudden 
like, and there's 
been a big sea since 
thestorm. The boats 
have been out all 
night, searching for 
them. Albert's with 
them." 

"Where's their 
mother?” 

““5һе'з on the 
beach by the cove. 
We can't get her in. 
She's been there all 
night." 

"And my wife?" 

“We got her to bed, Mr. Wayne. She'd 
been out to a party. She didn't know until 
we called her up. When she heard it they say 
she fainted. We got the doctor for her. He's 
given her something to quiet her.” 

He did not go up to Elizabeth's room. He 
found an old overcoat in the hall closet and 
put it on. Then he went out the front door 
and through the fog to the cove. Dimly he 
could see a woman's figure there. It was 
Ricky. He went to her and put a hand on 
her arm. 

“You're not doing them any good here, 
girl," he said gently. “Better come back to 
the house." 

“T can't," she said. “I want to be here 
when the boat comes in—if it ever does." 

“That’s nonsense. Of course it will come 
їй” 

“So many things could happen,” she said, 
her voice still flat. “Тһе captain might have 
gone overboard. Or the engine might have 
blown up and burned the boat.” 

“Or the fog have caught them and they 
anchored where they were. Trimble knows 
his job. They're all right." 

But he felt inadequate and helpless before 
the sick bleakness of her white face. He 
knew the sea and its tragedies. 

“TIl bring you some coffee and an extra 
coat," he told her. “No use your getting 
sick." 

If she heard him, she did not speak. He 
left her there, staring and listening., 

Albert had come in when Matthew reached 
the house. He was standing by the kitchen 
stove trying to warm his half-frozen hands 
and looking exhausted. 

(Continued on Page 83) 
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Are you in the know? 





Do this if you'd try— 

O Cartooning 

O A different hairdo 

О A new parlor game 
Is your face round or square . . . long or oval? Do 
you really know? Before trying a different hairdo— 
put tracing paper over your photograph, then outline 
your face. It tells you your true type, so you can plan 
your coiffure accordingly! Experts say that's important. 
Same as it’s important (on problem days) to know 
your type of sanitary napkin. That's easy, with Kotex. 
Just try all 3 sizes of Kotex: you'll find the one that's 
very personally yours. 


Who should follow the head waiter? 


O The girls 
O The boys 
O One couple 


When a head waiter beckons, it's no time to be con- 
fuddled. Confidence is such a help . . . like being sure 











Feel neglected at a no-date party ? 


O Crawl info a corner 
О Start a conversation 
O Choose the nearest exit 


At a strictly stag-and-doe shindig, maybe you haven't 
snared a partner. So—you're crushed! To banish "wall. 
flower panic" just stroll up to that boogie man at the 
keyboard . . . start a conversation. It'll be a duet! 
Self-assurance wouldn't forsake you if you'd learn to 
meet trying situations confidently. Take trying days, 
for instance. You'd be poised—feel secure—with Kotex 
and the extra protection of that exclusive safety center. 


Kotex keeps you fluster-proof! 


that the girls should follow first. The eyes of patrons 
are upon you! Then's when (at certain times) you 
bless Kotex for those flat pressed ends that reveal no 
outlines. You're sure you're smooth. And at ease, too, 
with comfort of your new Kotex Sanitary Belt that 
gives you snug, smooth fit without binding . . . that's 


adjustable; all-elastic! 


More women choose KOTEX* 
than all other sanitary napkins 
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What's the latest “dorm” doings? 


O Snack smuggling 

O Platter spinning 

O Briefing-sessions 
Even "dorm" life can be beautiful! Main idea's to be 
comfortable, though, say campus queens. They're the 
gals who know that for comfort on difficult days there's 
nothing quite like the softness of Kotex: the napkin 
made to stay soft while you wear it. They're the same, 
comfortloving gals who are "briefing" their bath- 
robes . . . chopping 'em off, for more freedom. Or 
sporting the dreamy, poetic Study Coat pictured here. 
Either way, brief's the word! 
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Û Keep dainty with deodorants 
О Practice good posture 
Û Buy а new sanitary belt 
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++ doesn't bind when you bend! 
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“Sorry about the car, sir. One of the lob- 
stermen was sick, so I took his boat and 
went out.” 

“No sign of them?” 

“Well, no, sir, not yet. They'll find them 
all right. Trimble's a good man, and his lob- 
ster pots aren't far from shore. Trouble is, if 
his engine went wrong the tide might have 
carried him out a ways. That's what they 
think's happened." 

“Has anyone telephoned their father?” 

“Не been out, sir. He wasn't in at two 
o'clock.’ 

When Matthew came back to Ricky the 
fog seemed to be slightly thinner. He had 
brought a vacuum bottle of coffee, a blanket 
and a chair for her. She let him wrap her in 
the blanket, but refused the coffee, and he 
drank it himself. He felt sick and cold, and 
the chill was definite now. There was a sharp 
pain in his chest, too, and he went along the 
shore and lost his breakfast. 

They were both still there an hour or so 
later when the children came back. They 
could hear their excited voices. 

“Captain Trimble was scared, Hilda. But 
I wasn't." 

And Jeffrey’s voice, held down to a shout: 
“I’m hungry. How soon's breakfast?” 

Matthew never forgot the look on Ricky’s 
face when she held them in her arms. Only 
when they were warmed 
and fed did she look up at 
him. 

"Someone had better 
call Court. He may be 
back by this time.” 

But Courtney was still 
not at home. It had started 
simply enough. Court had 
seen Matthew off and 
found himself with an 
empty evening on his 
hands. It was still hot at 
seven o'clock, and the 
house, when he reached 
it, seemed empty and for- 
lorn. 

He took a shower and 
felt slightly better. But 
the long evening stretched ahead with 
nothing to relieve it. For the first time in 
years he was glad to hear Emmy's voice 
when she called him on the phone. 

"What are you doing?" she inquired. 
“Tm slowly dying of the heat. How about 
dinner in a cool spot somewhere?" 

“Ts there such a thing?" 


success. 


as a fiasco. 


“Т xnow a place on Long Island. Good 
food and drink, and a breeze from the ocean. 
How does it sound?" 

He hesitated. “What about the country 
club?" 

“What about Central Park!” she jeered. 
"They're both jammed.” 

In the end he picked her up in his car. 
The place she had recommended was not 
cool, but it was less hot, and the food and 
drink were both above average. He felt 
grateful to her. She did her best to amuse 
him, and he found himself relaxed, some- 
times laughing. 

They drank a good bit, and it seemed only 
natural when he took her home to go to her 
apartment for a final nightcap. He had no 
intention of staying, but the heat wave had 
broken with a heavy storm. He waited until 
the worst was over, taking off his white din- 
ner coat to cool off, and when she offered him 
another drink, sipping it comfortably. 

It was very late the next morning when he 
wakened, and Emmy was apologetic. “I’m 
sorry, Court. I meant to wake you, but I 
went to sleep myself." 

He felt better after she made him some 
coffee, but he was uneasy. His car was in the 
street downstairs, and when he left he was in 
his dinner clothes. Apparently, though, no 
one noticed him. 

At the house it was different, however. 
He found Rosie in the lower hall, and she 
looked tired and as though she had been 
crying. 

"It's all right, Mr. Wayne," she said. 
“The children have been found.” 

“What about the children?” 


A certain celebrity was 

sure he could blow glass as 
well as if he had learned the 
trade. So one day he was al- 
lowed in a glass factory to put 
his boasted skill to the test. 
He succeeded only in blowing 
a queer-shaped bottle which 
the onlookers called fiasco, a 
little flask. Again and again 
he tried, but with no better 
From that day to 
this, a failure after preten- 
tious boasting has been known 
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“They were out in a boat all night. They 
tried to get you on the telephone, but I 
didn’t know where you were. I haven’t been 
to bed at all.” 

He sent her to get some sleep, but when 
he tried to get Ricky at Bar Harbor he was 
told she was résting. The children were ap- 
parently none the worse for what had hap- 
pened. But his father was not well. They had 
sent for a doctor. 

He took the train that night, to find Mat- 
thew in bed with pneumonia, and a cool 
Ricky who did not ask for an explanation but 
was completely passive under his kiss. 

“Tm sorry, darling. I was out with some 
of the boys. Poker game.” 

“Tt doesn’t matter.” 

“But it does. To have you go through 
that alone ——” 

“Tt’s over. Let's forget it." 


MarrHEw came close to dying during the 
next few days. Nurses and doctors came and 
went through the house and tight-lipped, 
frightened Elizabeth hung around the hall 
outside his room. Then one day it was over. 
Matthew roused from a normal sleep to see 
Courtney sitting by his bed. 

“When did you get here?" he asked 
weakly. е 

“Been here all along, dad. Think I was 
going to let you go through this alone?” 

He held out his thin 
hand and Court took and 
held it. 

But he was a bad pa- 
tient. He shuddered at 
the cost when he found 
he had three nurses, and 
let two of them go. He 
was worried about other 
things during his convales- 
cence. There was some- 
thing wrong between 
Ricky and Court. When 
he learned that Courtney 
was sleeping in a guest 
room Matthew sent for 
him. 

"Not my business, son. 
I don't interfere between 
husbands and wives. But when the husband 
is you, and the wife is a girl I'm fond of, 
maybe it's time to speak up." 

Courtney took a minute to fill his pipe and 
light it. “It’s rather a long story, dad," he 
said. “In a way it goes back to Germany. 
She found a letter from Elsa von Wagner—it 
was in my war trunk. I didn't know it was 
there—and I suppose it left her suspicious of 
me. She was a good sport about it. But 
when she couldn't locate me the night the 
children were lost she—well, she suspected 
the worst." 

“Where were you that night? Can't you 
tell her?" 

“T’ve told her I was playing poker.” 

*'She doesn't believe it, I suppose?” 

“No. I hate lying to her, but what can I 
do?" 

“T wish you'd grow up," Matthew said 
wearily. “I won't have Ricky's life ruined.” 

“Td been drinking, or it wouldn't have 
happened. That's no excuse, but it's how it 
was." 

Matthew's recovery was slow. It was a 
long time before he could get downstairs to 
sit on the terrace, a blanket over his knees. 
Over beyond the flower garden men were 
mixing cement for the new swimming pool 
Elizabeth was building. But Ricky was sel- 
dom in sight. When he asked about her it 
was to learn that she was out somewhere, 
climbing a mountain or knocking a ball 
around the golf course. 

He did not like it. It was as though she 
had turned the children over to Courtney 
and was going her way alone. There were 
even times during that shocked interval when 
she considered going back home, to her 
mother, perhaps also to Jay. She knew it 
was foolish and irrational. But there was 
cool deliberateness in her handing the chil- 
dren to Court. 

Not until the day Courtney left did Ricky 
have a real talk with him. Then she told him 
frankly what she felt and thought. 

(Continued on Page 85) 
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“I think it's time you made a choice," she 
said. “I’m not like your Aunt Roberta. You 
can’t come back to me from someone else. 
And don’t try to lie to me, Court. I always 
know when you do.” 

“T told you about that night.” 

“T don't believe it. I never have believedit." 

“That sounds like an ultimatum.” 

“Tt is.” 

She stayed on in Maine after he had gone. 
She seemed unwilling to go home, and one 
day Matthew—now gaining strength rap- 
idly—saw her sitting on the rim of the foun- 
tain and went over to her. He sat down be- 
side her and took her hand. 

“What’s wrong, my dear?” he asked. 
“You can tell old Matthew, can’t you?” 

“T was just think- 
ing. It’s very wear- 
ing to build your life 
about one person, 
dad. It’s like walking 
a tightrope. If some- 
one jerks the 
rope » 

*'Still holding that 
night against Court, 
aren't you?" 

“I don't believe he 
was where he says 
he was. He's a poor 
liar." 

Matthew wassilent 
for a moment or two, 
gently stroking her 
hand. "Let's look at sun. 
it, Ricky," he said. 
"Most men marry 
later than Courtney 
did. They've—well, 
they've been around. 
He hadn't. If there's 
a woman in this it 
needn't mean any- 
thing. Maybe he'd earth. 
been drinking; maybe 
he was only lonely. 
God only knows why. 
I did it myself once, 
but Lizzie took me 
back. We'vebeenvery 
happy ever since." 

“It isn't the first 
time, dad." 

“Tt could be the 
last, my dear. He's in 
love with you. What- 
ever it was—and I 
don't know if it was 
a woman—he realizes 
he's acted like an 
idiot. But he's proud, 
Ricky. Probably 
you've hurt him too." 

“T have some pride 
of my own." 

“Ofcourse, but you 
haven’t done any- 
thing you’re ashamed 
of. Maybe if you 
wrote to him —— 

“Im not sure I 
want to go back to 
him. But I can’t carry 
on like this—live on his money, in his house. 
Not if there is someone else.” 

“There’s no one else,” Matthew. said 
sturdily. “Со back, my dear. I'm counting 
on you." 

“Give me some time, dad. I'll try. It'sa 
promise." 
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Back in New York, Roberta learned the 
story of that frenzied night. She thought it 
over for a day or two, then she went to see 
Emmy Baldwin. 

The rain had kept Emmy home. She ex- 
pected no visitors, so she was wearing an old 
negligee and no make-up. At thirty-four she 
found late nights and bad liquor left their 
mark on her. She had covered her face with 
cold cream, and with a highball beside her 
was checking her holdings against the mar- 
ket reports. 

When the doorbell rang she decided there 
was no time to improve her appearance, and 
opened the door. She was stunned to see 
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In brightening flames of his 


repeated birth, 
Each more like the dandelions of 


No wonder that the man goes very 
Everywhere he goes, having a 


Of witnesses that he is still a part 
Of fiery goodness at the world’s 


When he drops seed, his own seed 
help him sow; 

There is another self in every row wife. 

To cover up the kernels that are 


Which will be corn and wear hair 
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Roberta and to have her walk past her into 
the cluttered living room. 

“1 want to talk to you," Roberta said, 
sitting down. “I want you to let my broth- 
er's family alone, Mrs. Baldwin." 

*[ don't know what you mean. If it's 
Court you're talking about ——” 

“You know perfectly well what I'm talk- 
ing about.” 


Еммү picked up a cigarette. “We're very 
old friends, Lady Truesdale. I knew him 
long before he knew his wife. I don't intend 
to give that up. Why should I?" 


Roberta ignored her. “I am not interested. 


in your personal affairs,” she said. “I am in- 
terested in Courtney Wayne and his mar- 
riage. I came to tell you that if you con- 
tinue to try to break 
that up I shall have 
to interfere.” 


“What do you‘ 


mean, interfere?” 

Roberta looked 
around the apartment 
and through the open 
door at the bedroom, 
the wide bed mussed 
where Emmy had 
been lying on it, the 
cluttered toilet table. 

“You see,” she said 
calmly, “you haven't 
a chance with him. A 
wife always has the 
advantage over any 
other woman, and I 
think Courtney is in 
love with his.” 

“T don’t know what 
you're talking about." 

Roberta remained 
unruffled. “I hap- 
pened to see him leav- 
ing here one morning 
not long ago in his 
dinner clothes. He 
was very indiscreet. 
He had even left his 
car outon the street.” 

Emmy flushed an- 
grily. “And what do 
you propose to do? If 
his wife chooses to go 
away for weeks at a 
time ——” 

“She remains his 


“Allright. Tell her. 
Breakuphismarriage. 
See if I care!” 

“I have no inten- 
tionof doing anything 
of the sort,” Roberta 
said dryly, and got up. 
“Don’t hope for that. 
He hasan established 
place, a family and a 
business. He has no 
intention of losingany 
of them. I shall speak 
to him myself if it be- 
comes necessary.” 

Not until she had 
closed the door behind 
her did Emmy recover sufficiently to go into 
arage. She had been right in one thing, how- 
ever. Roberta did not talk. But the effect 
on Emmy had been rather disastrous. She 
had no intention of giving up Courtney 
Wayne, and the moment she learned he was 
back in town she called him. 

“Back from the wilds, I hear,” 
gaily. 

“Га hardly call Bar Harbor the wilds.” 

But he was still rankling from that final 
scene with Ricky. He took Emmy out to din- 
ner that night and went to her apartment 
with her. Back there, however, while he 
mixed drinks and she changed out of her 
street clothes, he had a feeling of revulsion. 
He was acting like a spoiled brat, he thought. 
After all, he didn’t want her. Why was he 
here? 

When she came back, in a thin nightgown 
and with her feet bare, even her slim ankles 
made him feel sick. He tried not to look at 

(Continued on Page 87) 
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them when she curled up on the sofa. To his 
surprise she was laughing softly. 

“I wish you'd seen old horse-face when 
she came here, Court!" 

“Who is old horse-face? '" 

“Now who could it be? The aristocratic 
Lady Truesdale, no less.” 

He put his glass on the mantel. “Are you 
saying Aunt Roberta came here?” 

“T am, and she did, sonny boy. She 
walked in here and told me to lay off you." 
She laughed again. “I wish you'd seen this 
place. The cleaning woman hadn't shown up 
and I was a sight. I'll bet it jolted her.” 

He still looked incredulous. “How on 
earth did she know?” 

“Saw you leaving here that morning in 
your dinner coat. I told her to get out and to 
mind her own business.” 

He looked around him, at the gaudy bed in 
the other room, at the untidy sitting room, 
at the light on Emmy's bleached hair, and 
loathed everything he saw. As it must have 
appeared to Roberta, sitting there and gaz- 
ing about her. 

“I suppose you know where this leaves us, 
Emmy." 

“Where? The old girl won't talk. She 
wouldn't dirty that aristocratic mouth of 
hers." 

When she saw him pick up his coat, how- 
ever, her mouth set. 

“You're not leaving me, Court. I won't 
have it. No man walks out on me and gets 
away with it.” 

“T don’t know what you mean by that, 
Emmy. We've never pretended to be in 
love. If I hurt you I’m з 
sorry, but that’s the way 
it has to be.” 


“You don’t mind cheat- Positiveness is a most ab- 
surd foible. If you are in 


the right, it lessens your tri- 
umph; if you are in the wrong, 
it adds shame to your defeat. 

—LAURENCE STERNE. 


ing so long as you can get 
away with it,” she said 
furiously. “If you're afraid 
of that mealymouthed wife 
of yours ——” 

“We'll keep my wife out 
of this,” he said, and heard 
a glass crash against the door as he closed 
it behind him. 


In the end it was Sheila who told Mat- 
thew the story; an embarrassed, unwilling 
Sheila, up to Maine.for a week end, and try- 
ing to make light of the whole thing. 

"Im sure there's nothing in it, Uncle 
Matt. What if he does take her out now and 
then?" 

“T can guess what, knowing her.” 

He went back to New York soon after 
Sheila left. He was a thin shadow of him- 
self. But there was nothing soft about him 

.as he shoved aside the accumulated mail on 
his desk and sent for Courtney. He was sit- 
ting stiffly in his chair, his hands out on his 
empty blotter and his eyes cold. 

“Just how long have you been intimate 
with the Baldwin woman?" he demanded. 

Courtney flushed. “So Aunt Roberta's 
been talking, after all.” 

Matthew lodked surprised. ‘Roberta? 
What’s she got to do with it? I still have 
my wits. So has Ricky, although she doesn’t 
know who it is. Are you letting that hussy 
break up your home?” 


Courtney sat down. He looked rather 
white. “It’s over, such as it was. I haven't 
been keeping her, if that's what you mean." 

“Do you want your wife and children 
back?" Ё 

“That doesn’t need an answer, does it?” 

“Then call her up, write to her, go up to 
Maine and get down on your knees to her. I 
don't care what, so you end this nonsense.” 

"She's let me know. pretty plainly that 
she's through with me, dad." 

“Not unless you want it that way. Only 
don't lie to her, Court. She's too smart for 
that." 

It seemed to him, after Courtney left, that 
life did curious things to people. For years 
he had realized that Ricky had given more 
to her marriage than Courtney had, more 
love, more of everything. Now, after watch- 
ing his son's face, he wondered if the situa- 
tion had not reversed. | Courtney was 








LADIES' HOME JOURNAL 


badly hurt. However much he had deserved 
it, he was feeling Ricky's desertion deeply. 
Perhaps it always worked out that way. Asa 
man grew older he depended more on his 
wife. He might wander, like Arthur Trues- 
dale, but in the end he came home. Or 
wanted to. 


Ricky did not come back until well into 
September. She had had a letter from Court- 
ney, but it had sounded stiff and constrained: 


Iam sorry to learn from dad that you are still 
angry, darling. I have already told you I am 
sorry. I am. But I think I have the right to 
know whether you really want to come back to 
me as my wife. I am lost without you. Any- 
thing which might have come between us is 
over. I promise that. If you will meet me half- 


way —— 


She wrote that she would come back to 
him, but not at once. She still needed a little 
more time. С 

Опе day Court had a surprise visit from 
Anne Lockwood. She put a box on the desk 
and greeted him with a thin smile. “Гуе 
brought a manuscript,” she said. “It’s not a 
romance. You may not like it at all, but I've 
fulfilled my other contract. If you want it 
you can have it.” 

“Of course we want it.” 

“Better read it first. It's not my book, 
really. It's the one Tim meant to write. I 
did it from his notes. In a way it's a bitter 
book." 

“That’s strange, coming from you, Anne.” 

“Isit? I lived ten years with a war casu- 
alty. I know what war doesto men. I don't 
want another one. I’ve 
called it The Drifters. Tim 
always said that's what we 
are." 

He read it the same 
night, sitting in his paja- 
mas in his study; read it 
with increasing surprise. 
In a sense he could see 
thatit wasnot Anne's book 
atall. It was the book of a 
man who had lived and suffered. But it was 
not really bitter. There was no hatred in it, 
no malice. Tim had believed that there would 
be another world war, greater than the last. 
For nothing had been settled. Greed and 
avarice had built a bonfire among the na- 
tions. Someday a spark would set it afire, 
and war was the supreme folly of man. 

It was two in the morning before Court 
finished it. He sat for a long time with the 
last page in his hands, thinking of Jeff, of the 
boy Ricky's mother had adopted, of all the 
roistering youngsters playing in the city 
parks, or diving into the pool in Maine. And 
he remembered Dave, dying in the mud and 
now only a headstone, one of the long rows 
that stretched like marching men along the 
slopes of Arlington. 

His impulse was to call Ricky, to say, 
“Come home, darling. Come and bring the 
children. Life is short and uncertain, and I 
need you." When he looked at the clock, 
however, he put down the telephone. They 
would be asleep, all of them. It could wait. 

He wrote her something of the same sort 
the next day and he gave The [Drifters to 
George Mather. 

"Read it and weep, George," he said. 
“You’ve got a boy of your own.” 


In spite of Courtney's letter, Ricky had 
not come back at once. She could not, for 
Elizabeth had unexpectedly collapsed. She 
had fainted at a dinner party and had to be 
brought home. It was not serious, Ricky 
told them over the telephone. She had been 
going too hard. Now she needed a rest. 
Neither of them was to come to Bar Harbor, 
but she was sending the children home. 

To Ricky the time that followed was 
highly trying. Not that Elizabeth was a poor 
patient. She seemed contented enough, 
looking out at the sea and mentally figuring 
the profits. But after the first week or so 
they were virtually alone. Even some of the 
servants had gone back to open the city 
house, and most of the summer cottages were 
closed. a 

(Continued on Page 89) 
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barrassed by worn, shabby rugs and carpets. 
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(Continued from Page 87) 

By early October Elizabeth finally re- 
belled, and they started home. Matthew 
met them with a wheel chair, but she re- 
pudiated it indignantly. 

“There’s nothing wrong with my legs. 
Send that thing away. I’m walking to the 
car." 

She did not look well. Her color was poor, 
and after a time she took Matthew's arm. 

“I guess I need a little support, Matt." 

“Well, I’m here, girl. I'm always here 
when you need me.” 

The meeting that day between Court and 
Ricky was a quiet one. Both had a sense of 
guilt, both wanted to get back on the old 
footing again. It was not easy. 

Then they were at the house, with the 
children screaming down the stairs. After 
the children were in bed they sat in Court- 
ney's study, and for the first time he unbur- 
dened himself fully about his mother. He 
sat, his head bent, his shoulders sagging, and 
told her the whole story. 

“I feel responsible to you, to dad and the 
kids. To the business too." 

“We'll get through somehow, Court. You 
know I don't care about money." 

“No.” He looked at 
her. "I doubt whether 
you do, my darling. 
You've never liked this 
house either, have you? 
I wished it on you.” 


THE LANGUAGE 
OF THE ANIMALS 
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Nothing had any value now, not even the 
house or her jewels or the cars. Matthew 
did not reproach Elizabeth. By the middle 
of November he sat down quietly and told 
her where she stood. And where he stood too. 

“The house will have to go for what we 
can get for it," he said, “апа you'd better 
let me see what I can get for your pearls. 
Not much, I'm afraid. We'll have to put the 
Bar Harbor place on the market too. No 
buyers, probably. But one thing I’m holding 
on to, my insurance.” 

“That old insurance," she said bitterly. 
“It’s kept us poor for years." 

“Its all you may have when I'm gone, 
Lizzie. I'll be lucky to pay the premiums, 
but I intend to, if we have to live in two 
rooms." 


Ir almost came to that in the end. Years 
ago he had put the house in her name. Now 
he found she hád mortgaged it heavily, and 
the bank took it over. They might have 
stayed on there, paying rent, but Matthew 
refused. 

"We can't have enough servants," he 
said. “We can't light and heat it, either. 
Get this into your head, Lizzie. We've still 
got the business, but 
outside of it we're back 
where we started. Only 
then we didn't owe any- 
thing." 

Both Courtney and 


“Tm getting used to 
it, Court." 

It was like coming 
home after a long ab- 
sence to hold her in his 
arms that night; as 
though she had been 
in a far country. He 
was very humble with 
her, but she gave her- 
self wholeheartedly to 
him. 

He felt the next 
morning as though he 
was living again: the 
good smell of coffee and 
frying bacon, theshouts 
of the children getting 
ready for school, Ricky 
waiting for her bath 
until he had finished. 


All through the animal kingdom, com- 
mu tion is achieved by sounds and 
by other means. As varied as the ani- 
mals themselves are the noises they 
produce. The bellow of the moose, the 
slap of a beaver's tail on the surface of 
a pond, the drumming of à flicker—all 





these have their place in the language , 


of the animals. 

But s not sound alone that is 
used. Touch and scent, light and danc- 
ing also are employed in conveying 
the messages of wild creatures. Marsh 
hawks tumble through the air in a 
kind of skywriting to their mates. 
The winking of the firefly's lamp is a 
sort of signaling with light. Scent 
trails through the air are messages 
written for male moths to read in their 
search of females in the dark. 

Edwin Way Teale 








Ricky offered them 
their house, but Eliza- 
beth refused it. 

It was Roberta who 
found the apartment 
for Matthew and Eliz- 
abeth, a Roberta who 
knew—who better?— 
what it was to lose a 
home. It was small, 
but it faced south and 
Matthew took it. Eliz- 
abeth protested, but in 
the end she accepted. 
For this was a new 
Matt, grim and gray of 
face; a silent Matt, al- 
ways going over papers 
at night, figuring and 
calculating. One night 
when he did not come 


He went over and 
kissed her as she lay in 
bed. 

“I love you,” he said. “Always and ever, 
my darling.” 

She put her arms around his neck and 
drew him down to her. “We have so much, 
Court,” she said. ''Let's keep it." 

He was still worried about his mother. Yet 
the business was doing well, that October of 
1929. The Drifters had been selected by one 
of the book clubs, and the fall list was a good 
one. There was nothing to warn anyone of 
what was to come so soon. The market 
merely slipped at first. Elizabeth sold some 
stocks that day on her broker’s advice, but 
as prices went down still farther she bought 
again. 

“Only some Steel,” she told Courtney 
over the telephone. “It’s a good buy. After 
all, everybody needs steel.” 

“Look, mother. You get out, and get out 
fast." 

“Апа take losses! Be yourself, Court.” 

“This is only the start," he told her. “Апа 
you don't actually own anything. Remem- 
ber that. A sharp decline will wipe you out.” 


Sue refused, and when she did consider it, 
itewas too late. As the week went on, one by 
one her margins were wiped out, and her 
brokers were obliged to sell her out to pro- 
tect themselves. But the time came when 
there was little or nothing to sell. She not 
only had nothing left; she found herself 
heavily in debt. 

“T don't understand it," she said, bewil- 
dered. “How could they do such a thing to 
me? If they'd only held on ——” 

She was restless at night. Matthew would 
feel her stirring in the bed. And sometimes 
he went down to the basement kitchen and 
heated her some milk to put her to sleep. 


up to bed Elizabeth 
went down, her knees 
shaking with fear, to 
find him alone in his dismantled library, 
with no fire and with packing cases all 
around him. He looked up at her gravely. 

"Can't you sleep, Lizzie?” 

"Not with you down here, Matt. I'm 
frightened. You'd never leave me, would 
you? I mean, you'd never try ——” 

"Leave you? What are you talking 
about? Of course not." 

"I'd be so lost without you," she said. 
And broke down for the first time. With his 
arms around her she quieted finally. She 
even told him her fears, and he patted her 
gently. 

“T guess I'm still needed, my girl," he 
said. “We'll fight this out together.” 


It was the end of a cycle. Both Courtney 
and Matthew had cut their salaries sharply. 
And by the spring of 1930 Ricky had dis- 
missed all the servants but the cook and 
Hilda. 

“I rather like it," she said. “I feel as 
though I belong in the house now." 

There was no question of selling it. They 
could hardly have given it away. A good bit 
of the housework devolved on Ricky. One 
morning Roberta dropped in to find her on 
her knees scrubbing a bathroom floor. After 
that Roberta came frequently. She would 


come in, put on an apron, find a duster and ' 


a carpet sweeper, and without removing her 
hat set to work. When Ricky protested she 
ignored it. 

“Why not?" she said. “I’ve done dirtier 
work.” 

She was there the afternoon Emmy Bald- 
win came to see Ricky. A determined, hard- 
faced Emmy, with her hair no longer brassy, 
and her make-up carelessly applied. Ricky 


Morgan-Jones scatter 
rugs are a delight to 
give and to own. 


Give Morgan - Jones 
MORGAN dish cloths. 
America's most pop- 
ular brand! 


Soft-glowing colors, long-wearing fab- 
rics — twin features of Morgan-Jones 
cottons. Give her a pale pastel bedspread, 
a radiant scatter rug, bath set, or bright 
kitchen cottons. Even a few pennies 
spent for a Morgan-Jones dish cloth is 
an investment in quality. For, on what- 
ever you find it, the Morgan-Jones label 
means quality-control from cotton bale 
to finished product. 


MORGAN-JONES, INC., 58 WORTH ST., NEW YORK 13 


CAbove) The famous Morgan-Jones 
"Imperial Hobnail’’ bedspread — 
white, maize, soft green, blue, rose, 
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bedspread, a Tuftwick creation from 
Morgan-Jones. 
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We “framed”? our lawn 
to enlarge our living room 





Even though we live in a city, we opened up our living room 
to the outdoors . . . with a wall of glass. 

It’s lovely. Our room seems so spacious... as though 
the lawn were actually part of it. 'The hedge on our lot line 
will give! us privacy . . . make an interesting background of 
color, changing with the seasons. 

Our rooms are warmer in winter and more comfortable 
year "round because our big Picture Windows аге Thermo- 
pane* insulating glass. Thermopane is a double windowpane 
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herself admitted her. Roberta was not in 
sight, and Emmy said nothing as she fol- 
lowed Ricky up the stairs. 

It was a long time since the two women 
had met. And Ricky was puzzled. “Сап I 
give you some tea?” she suggested. 

"Tea!" Emmy laughed shortly. “No, 
thanks. I'm not making a social call." 

“Then why are you here? I hope you're 
not in trouble of any sort." 

“Trouble! Who isn't?" She sat down 
and took a cigarette from a box. “Except 
you and Court. You seem to be doing all 
right." 

Ricky had not sat down. She looked down 
at Emmy, puzzled and uneasy. “I’m afraid 
I don’t understand.” 

Emmy leered at her. “You wouldn't," she 
said. “Women like you never do. Protected 
women. They make me sick." She had been 
drinking, but there was something deadly 
about her. Ricky sensed it without under- 
standing it. “I’m broke," Emmy said. “Flat 
busted. If you don't believe me, ask your 
husband about it.” 

"Court? What has he got to do with it?” 

“Не gave me a list of stocks to buy. Only 
he was smart. He sold out. I didn’t. All I 
had. Every dollar in the world, and it's 
gone." 

“Tm frightfully sorry "—Ricky kept her 
voice even—‘‘but I'm sure he must have 
warned you. After all, you were old friends.” 

“Tf that's what you care to call it!” Emmy 





laughed, but there was no doubt of the 
malice in her voice. “It’s nice of you to put 
it that way, but maybe Court ——" 


Ricky stiffened. “I have no intention of 
asking Court about you or your affairs. I 
don't know why you are here, Emmy. I'm 
sorry you've lost your money, but if this is 
polite blackmail I'm simply not interested.” 

Emmy opened her mouth and then closed 
itagain. Roberta was standing in the door- 
way. "I'll see this person out," she said. 
“Don’t bother, Ricky." She wore her hat 
and a checked apron, but there was nothing 
humorous about her. 

Emmy put down her cigarette and got up. 
“All right," she said. “I can take a hint. I’m 
going, Lady Truesdale. How are Sheila and 
her bootlegger getting on? 








Roberta ignored this. She stood aside and 
let Emmy start down the stairs, but she fol- 
lowed at her heels. She was still there when 
Emmy reached the pavement. Roberta 
closed the street door behind her and, reach- 
ing out one bony hand, caught Emmy by the 
arm. 

“So you're trying to make trouble," she 
said. 

Emmy was frightened. There was some- 
thing alarming in Roberta's face. “Let go of 
me!" she said. "What business is it of 
yours?" 

"I'm making it my business. If you start 
any trouble between Courtney Wayne and 
his wife you will be sorry. Very sorry." 

“Just what would you propose to do?” 
Emmy demanded. “If you're threatening 
me, I'll go to the police.” 

Roberta released her, with a curious 
smile. "Why not? I'm quite definitely 
threatening you. I am willing to be very 
drastic if I have to. I've seen a lot of trouble 
and even death in my time. I don't seem to 
mind them much any more." 

Emmy managed a laugh. “ You're crazy,” 
she said. “You ought to be shut up some- 
where." 

But she knew Roberta was not crazy. 
Emmy shrugged and walked away, but her 
knees were weak. She felt as though some- 
one behind her was pointing a loaded gun at 
her. 

Roberta found Ricky where she had left 
her. “She won't bother you again, Ricky. 
She'd been drinking." 

“That doesn't alter what she was saying. 
If there had to be a woman, why one like 
that? She's a common tramp. It makes me 
feel dirty. Cheap.” 

She cried a little on Roberta's shoulder, 
but when Courtney came home she was her 
usual calm self. She even met him with a 
smile, for the man who came back to her that 
night—and every night—was a weary man, 
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A distinctive dressing table 
and window ensemble created with 
Fincastle fabrics can be a feature of 
your bedroom too! Ask to see the new 
Fincastle patterns at your favorite 
store for draperies, slip 
covers and many other 
home decoration uses. 








Send 10¢ in coin or stamps for 
"Interiors Beautiful," 32 pages 
of decorating hints, pictures, 
etc. Address 1324 McHenry St. 
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Hemstitch on any sewing machine with 
this handy attachment two piece, 
criss-cross, inlaid, circular and her 
stitching for pleats; also tucking. smoci 
ing and picoting. Makes rugs, comforters, 
slippers, etc. out of any matenal. Easy 


(00! BUTTON HOLER 


Makes button holes on your sewing ma- 
chine instead of by hand. Aso darns 
stockings, sews buttons, zippers, and can 
be used for quilting. Sews ın any direc- 

tion — front, back or sideways. 
| SEND NO MONEY — Merely send 
= 24. your name, address and pay postman 
$1.00 plus postage on arrival. Or, send $100 with order, and we mail 
attachments postage paid. You risk nothing. Sabsfachon guaranteed or 

your money back 

LELANE CO. Dept. LH127 Вох 571 Kansas City 10, Mo. 
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looking older than his years, and with even a 
little gray in his heavy dark hair. 

Courtney saw no change in her. He was 
distracted, almost frantic at times. And the 
market continued to slide. By the summer 
of 1930 most of those who had managed to 
hold on were slowly being eliminated. 

The business, however, was still carrying 
on. Matthew had thrown all his resources 
into the company, and so far they were man- 
aging. 

' One day Courtney went into his office to 
find Roberta there. "I'm a little anxious 
about Sheila, Court,” she said. “I’ve let her 
live her own life, as most mothers do today. 
But she’s going around with a bootlegger. I 
think she’s in love. You know him, Court- 
ney. He was your mother’s chauffeur years 
ago. His name is Walter. Walter Kincaid.” 

Courtney whistled. “Walter! Well, he 
used to be a decent sort of chap. Matter of 
fact, both dad and I buy liquor from him.” 

"Apparently there's money in bootleg- 
ging," she said calmly. ''Only—it's danger- 
ous, isn’t it?” 

“He seems to have managed all right so 
far, Aunt Roberta. She might do a lot 
worse." 

Sheila and Walter Kincaid were married 
soon after Robertg’s visit. Elizabeth had re- 
fused to be present, but Matthew was there, 
and Ricky. She and Courtney stood up with 
them, but the ceremony was a dreary one. 
The office was shabby and dusty, and the 
magistrate himself clearly bored. But there 
was nothing either dreary or bored in 
Sheila's face, or in Walter's eyes when he 
kissed her after the ceremony was over. 

“TIl be good to her, 
Lady Truesdale," he told 
Roberta. “Don’t worry 
about her. She’ll be fine.” 

"She'l have you to 
worry about," Roberta 
said. "Better take care of 
yourself, young man." 

“TIl manage all right. 
It won't be long anyhow. 
Then Shilly and I are go- 
ing to have a farm somewhere." 

It was odd to hear him call Sheila Shilly; 
odd and rather tender. 


The summer of 1931 Ricky took the chil- 
dren to her mother's. They needed a change 
and so did she. Not only was she tired; she 
needed to get away, to get some perspective 
on her marriage after almost fourteen years. 

Perhaps Courtney would be better with- 
out her for a while too. The long strain was 
teling on him. Even the children angered 
him at times. 

“Get up when your mother comes into the 
room, Jeff.” 

“Oh, heck, I'm reading.” 

“Get up, I tell you.” 

Jeff would unfold his rangy length sulkily 
and stand. He was almost eleven now, and 
growing too fast. But he was headstrong 
and often recalcitrant.” It annoyed him that 
Peggy tagged after him wherever he went. 


Ат eight Peggy was losing some of her 
baby fat. She was a pretty child, with yel- 
low curls and dark eyes, but Courtney 
spoiled her. 

“How’s my girl tonight?” 

“Allright, daddy. What’s that? Candy?" 

Ricky did her best with them all, although 
at times the house itself seemed to bear 
down on her as a physical burden she could 
hardly carry. But it was sanctuary to 
Court. He looked rather desolate when he 
saw them off. 

“TIl miss you,” he said. “And you kids 
are to behave. Your mother’s worn out. 
Look after her. She’s had enough of looking 
after you.” 

It was still daylight when they left. As 
they went through New Jersey, Ricky re- 
alized what she had not understood in the 
city: the closed mills, the smokeless factory 
chimneys. There was something else that 
shocked her: the freights they passed with 
men and boys huddled on them, not know- 
ing where they were going; only hoping that 
somewhere else would be better than where 

‘they had been. 


‘when Beulah, opening the door, put her 


-it off from the start. Pete had improved.in 


Only very dangerous people 
tell the truth about them- 
selves. The wise try to tell it 
about other people, the dis- 

creet avoid it altogether. 
—JOHN OLIVER HOBBES. 
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Ricky was still more startled when she got 
out of the train the next morning. There were 
no cars in sight, not even the local taxicab, 
and the railroad spur leading to,the factory 
was grown up with grass. Even the station 
agent seemed to move more slowly as he 
greeted her with his dour smile. 

“Kind of different from the last time you 
were here, isn’t it?" he said. '"Place's as 
lively as an amputated leg.” 


B No 


Tr was a relief to find the house much as 
she had left it. Evidently Courtney’s allow- 
ance had helped. The lawn was cut and the 
porch steps mended. But she was surprised 
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finger to her lips. 

"She's sleeping," she said. “She got ex- 
cited about your coming, and you know her. 
She had to have everything just right. I kep" 
her in bed. She don't sleep so well." She 
leaned down over the children. “So these 
are your babies!" 

They eyed her as they had the station- 
master, with the usual suspicion of all chil- 
dren for strangers. But Beulah had the gift 
of her race. In no time they were at home 
with her. That morning as she washed the 
train dirt off them she talked to them stead- 
ily. 

"Now you're going to be quiet, because 
your grandma's not well. Lemmé at that 
pretty hair of yours, Miss Peggy. Looks like 
there's been mice in it.” 

To Ricky’s great relief, Pete and Jeff hit 






both speech and manners, although he occa- 
sionally let loose language which made her 
shudder. He was thirteen 
now, a tall boy who im- 
mediately patronized Jeff 
and took him in tow. 

“Bet you never climbed 
a tree." 

“T have too. At Bar 
Harbor.” 

"Where's that? Never 
heard of it. Come on, let's 
see you do it.” 

From that time on she saw them only at 
mealtimes, when they would come in dirty 
and hungry. 

But Ricky was worried about her mother. 
That first morning: when she had finally 
wakened, Mrs. Stafford was indignant at 
Beulah. “Really,” she said. ‘‘I’ll have to get 
rid of her. The way she acts, as if she was 
head of the house. I had it all fixed to go to 
the station.” 

“Tm glad you didn’t. The children were 
tired and dirty." 

She asked after them then, but she was 
only mildly interested. Clearly her real love 
was given to Dave's boy. And Ricky, sitting 
beside the bed, was shocked to find how ill 
she looked. Her lips had a slightly bluish 
tinge, and she seemed more short of breath 
than when Ricky had seen her last. ' 

Ricky spent most of her time at home 
with her. She had been there only two weeks 
when Courtney wrote her he was going to 
England. He was to be gone a month, but 
she felt lost and rather lonely when he left. 
He sent her a good-by cable from the ship, 
and mailed her a check, for now she was pay- 
ing all their expenses. Even with Courtney's 
allowance Beulah had barely managed. 

It was after Courtney's cable came that 
she saw Jay again. She had been marketing 
and was carrying a basket on her arm when 
he came across the street. 

“Ricky! When did you get here?” 

“A couple of weeks ago. I brought the 
children.” 

He took the basket and fell into step be- 
side her. “Апа I had to choose that time to 
go fishing!” 

“You look as though it had agreed with 
уои.” 

“Nothing else to do. No business. How 
about taking the kids for a picnic someday? 
They ought to know me. I’m their Uncle 
Jay.” 

“Of course. They'll love it.” 

He carried her basket home, claiming 
to have nothing else to do. Peggy was on 
the pavement, balanced precariously on a 

(Continued on Раве 93) 


When tilt cords “creep” 
PULL the SHORT cord, and... 


First of all, the cords can never get out 
of reach... when your Venetian Blinds 
are built with Lorentzen LEVOLORS to 
tilt them. Then, when the cords DO 
start to "creep" (as they will)... 
you simply pull the SHORT 
cord all the way — and 
"CLICK", they come back 
LEVEL! You can easily make 
sure of the LEVOLOR- 
action ... in new blinds 
you buy...or ones 
you re-condition. 
Simply look for the 
LEVOLOR tag, and 
the limit-beads on 


LORENTZEN 


LEVGLO 


TRADE MARK REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


Look for this TAG 


the cords... and 
your blinds will WORK 
as well as they LOOK. 


Lorentzen Hardware 





Manufacturing Corp., 
New York 12, N. Y, 


limit-BEADS 
on the cords 






LEVOLOR Tilgear: 

U.S. Patent 2,174,994 
Canadian Patent 387,579 
©1947 L.H.M.C. 
















91 






92 LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL December, 1947 


ChB mne snn 


Man, Mery ns м 


This distinguished Westminster chime clock is a “first” 
in gifts! 18th century English charm . . . distinctively 
grained mahogany case. Admire it on mantel, bookcase 
or cabinet . . . silver and antique brass dial. Electric or 


At Christmas time . . . give the best time —Seth Spring wound, legacy: 397.507 


Thomas ... proud product of almost a centur 
P F y Give a sleek-looking clock that’s out-and-out modern ! 


Fully polished mahogany and brass . . . new, rectangular 
dial . . . traditional Seth Thomas quality. It’s a clock with 
an air of quiet dignity—and—it’s an electric! (8}4" x 4°) 
Baxter . . . $25.00* 


and a half of distinguished clock-making. Careful 
craftsmanship, authentic design...make a genuine 
Seth Thomas the finest clock you can find... for 
the finest friends you know! Seth Thomas Clocks, 
Thomaston, Connecticut. 


*Prices subject to change—tax extra, 


e7 Z ; 7A 9 » г Give а banjo clock that strikes! Or hang it 
72272200 CH V 1 : proudly in your own home! Panels in old 


ivory, mellow tan and brown blend warmly 


) with thé mahogany case, Electric or spring- 
A PRODUCT OF GENERAL TIME INSTRUMENTS CORPORATION wound. Brookfield (29 in. high) ... $65.00* 


ELECTRIC OR SPRING-WOUND 





SETH THOMAS IS REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. 


(Continued from Page 91) 
pair of roller skates while a boy stood by 
watching. 

“Hello,” Jay said. “And what young lady 
is this?" 

Peggy eyed him critically. “I’m Peggy 
Wayne.” 

“Well, well, who’d have thought it! 
Would you shake hands with your Uncle 
Jay?” 

But Peggy, being Peggy, put up her face to 
be kissed. He looked slightly embarrassed. 

“Do you do that with all the men you 
meet?" 

“Only with the nice ones.” 

A few days later they held the picnic, the 
three children in the back seat of the car, 
Ricky and Jay in front. Jay cooked steaks 
over hot wood ashes. When the meal was 
over, Pete took the youngsters off, and Jay 
looked after them. 

“Нож” Pete doing?” 

“All right, I think. Mother adores him. 
Of course, a lot of him is Stewart." 

"Considered pretty wild here in town," 
Jay said, and scrapped the subject. 

The drive home was quiet. The children 
were tired and Ricky got them all to bed as 
soon as she could, and went in to her mother. 
Mrs. Stafford was awake. She was holding 
her Bible but not reading it, and she was 
breathing heavily. Ricky put an extra pil- 
low behind her and, leaning over, kissed her. 

"Pete loved the 
picnic, mother.” 

"He's like his 
father. Dave liked 
the woods." 

Ricky kissed her 
and left. She went 
out on the porch and 
sat down in the cool 
darkness. She was 
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Ricky recovered her voice. “Is that what 
you're planning to take Pete back to?” 

“No, I'm all through. I'll get a job and he 
can work. He's mine. I have a right to 
him." 

Neither of them had seen or heard the boy 
in the hall. He chose that minute to come 
out onto the porch and close the door behind 
him. 

»''Hello, mom," he said, his voice a trifle 
stiff. “ Where did you come from?" 

“Pete! Is that you, Pete?” 


He moved slowly toward her, and she be- 
gan to cry. He stood by her, waiting for her 
to stop and glancing uneasily at Ricky. When 
at last Annie got a soiled handkerchief from 
her bag and dried her eyes he still made no 
move toward her. But he let her reach out 
and put an arm around him. 

“Tve been sick, Pete. Awful sick.” 

“Gee, I'm sorry, mom.” 

“T haven't any money either, Pete. I 
want to go back home. You'll go with me, 
won't you?" 

“To the farm? There's nothing there. It 
doesn't belong to us, anyhow.” 

“Then we'll get a room somewhere. You 
wouldn’t leave me alone, would you, Pete? 
I’m sick. I’m your own mother. You 
haven't forgotten me, have you?" 

“No,” he said slowly. “I remember you 
all right. I guess if it’s like that ——” Не 
glanced at Ricky, 
fairly desperate by 
that time. 

“You can't do it, 
Pete," she said. “ГЇЇ 
see that she's taken 
care of. You've been 
happy here, haven't 
you? Think it over.” 

He drew a long 


A BEAUTIFUL PIANO WITH A MAGNIFICENT 


93 








TONE 








LESTER 


(Api КА 


FOR A HAPPY HOLIDAY SEASON 


and happiness throughout the years, give a 


Betsy Ross Spinet this Christmas. 


still there when she 
heard a woman's 
voice from the porch 
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breath. "She's my 
mother. I guess I be- 
long with her.” 
There was no love 
in his simple declara- 
tion; no particular in- 
terest in the woman 
who claimed him. He 
was merely seeing his 


steps. 
“Hello, Mrs. 
Wayne,” it said. 
“Tve come to get funny!" 
Pete." - 
Annie Stewart 
came upon the porch. 


In the light from the 
hall Ricky could see she looked half sick, 
and she coughed as she sat down. — * 

“What do you mean, you've come for 
Pete?" 

“Why not? He's a good-sized boy by this 
time. He can get a job, and when I'm better 
Ican work too. We can stay at the farm for a 
while. There's nobody living in it. And 
there's some stuff in the house. We can 
manage." 

Ricky pulled herself together. “You 
wouldn't do that to him, would you? He has 
a good home here. And of course he can't 
work. He has to go to school.” 

“Не could work part time.” 

“But you're not well yourself. Perhaps 
we could find a place where you could stay 
until you get better.” 

“Tm all right. It's only this cough. He's 
my own son. You folks have no claim on 
him." 

“Не” my brother's son, too, you know,” 
Ricky told her. 

“Lots of good that did him!” Annie said, 
her voice rising. ‘‘When pop left your ma 
grabbed him. It's kidnaping, that's what it 
is. And I want him back.” 


Sue was determined. Also she was frank. 
She had been in a house in Columbus, she 
said. The fellow she ran off with had left her 
stranded, and what was she to do? There 
had been good moaey in it at first; Annie had 
got along all right. Now and then, of course, 
one of them became infected. The woman who 
ran the house paid their bills until they were 
out of the hospital, but she would not take 
them back. That was what had happened to 
her. S 

“She gave me twenty dollars,” she said, 
while Ricky stared at her incredulously. 
“That’s how I got here. But she said I was 
still sick. That's a dirty lie. I'm all over it. 
It's only because times are bad now.” 


duty and intending to 
doit. But there was 
Dave's stubbornness, too, in his mouth and 
young chin. 

“T’d better go upstairs and pack," he said. 

He turned and went into the house. Ricky 
thought there were tears in his eyes, but his 
slight body was erect in his striped pajamas. 
Annie regarded her with triumph. 

“You éan’t do a thing about it," she said. 
“Not a thing.” 

Ricky said contemptuously, “You've 
played a cheap, dirty trick, but it won’t 
work. Not if I have to call the police.” 

Annie, however, was not looking at her. 
She was gazing at the hall door. Mrs. Staf- 
ford was standing there, a hand clutched to. 
her chest. 

“What’s wrong with Pete?” she said. 
“Не won't speak to me. He ——" Then she 
saw Annie. “What are you doing here?" she 
demanded. 

Annie smiled at her. “I’ve come for my 
son. He's going away with me.” 

Mrs. Stafford did not answer. She drew 
a long strangling breath, clutched at the 
doorframe for support and then slid almost 
gently to the floor. By the time Ricky 
reached her she was dead. 

Ricky did not cry until Jay arrived and 
took her in his arms. "My poor girl," he 
said, and let her sob on his shoulder. 

She cried her heart out, there with his 
arms around her. Something sternly re- 
pressed for a long time revived as he held 
her. Not until the doctor arrived did Ricky 
miss Annie. She released herself from Jay's 
arms and dried her eyes on his handkerchief. 
It was then she realized that Annie had gone. 

A few moments later Beulah came lum- 
bering down the stairs. “That Pete!" she 
said. "He's gone, Miss Ricky. He's taken 
his clothes and all he had. And he's been at 
your pocketbook. It’s on the floor empty.” 

They had escaped completely. Jay, 
searching for them at the old farm the next 
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day, found no sign of them. The station- 
master had not seen them either, and he had 
to go back to Ricky with the news. She took 
it almost indifferently, though, as the shock 
of her mother’s death had deadened her to 
everything else. 

“Не may come back,” she said wearily. 
“Annie had been living in a disorderly house. 
I’m afraid she got something there. If he 
finds it out he'll leave her.” > 

Only of course there would be no place for 
him to come back to. 

Matthew had come out to help her, and 
he told her so after the funeral. He and Jay 
had taken hold of everything, and she had 
had a cable from Courtney sending sym- 
pathy and love. 

She saw a good bit of Jay during the time 
that followed. He was continuing his search 
for Pete, notifying the police, even advertis- 
ing in the papers, but without result. He 
told her one day that there would be a home 
for Pete if he came back. 

“Нез Dave's boy, Ricky, and I live alone. 
T'd like to have something that ——" He 
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checked himself. “I like boys. Maybe I 
could make something of him.” 

She thanked him gravely. 

She spent the last night at the old hotel, 
and the next afternoon before traintime she 
drove with Jay into the country. He was 
constrained and unhappy. 

“I miss you, Ricky. You can't realize 
what these last weeks have meant to me.” 

“T wouldn't have known what to do with- 
out you," she said gratefully. 

“Tf Pete comes back and I take him it will 
be for your sake, Ricky. I'll do my best to 
make hir a man.” 

“T know that, Jay.” 

“And I'm always here," he said. “Good 
old reliable Uncle Jay to your kids! Ricky, 
how am I to let you go?" He stopped the 
car and put his arms around her. “Let’s say 
good-by now, darling. I don't mean to be 
bitter. It's just that I've been living too long 
on husks.” 

He gave her a hard kiss and let her go. 


(To be Continued) 


FIRST CHRISTMAS IN OUR KITCHEN 


(Continued from Page 67) 


kitchen remodeling possible without practi- 
cally rebuilding the house. 


In fact, our cabin was unusual and a bit of. 


an adventure: we wanted to preserve the 
charm of the original and yet create a per- 
manent home from this vacation cabin. And I 
thought, as I watched the wind stirring the 
green pine branches outside, “This is the 
kind of cabin our forefathers lived in, 
raised their families in, went out. from to 
fight for freedom. Now it comes again into 
its own as a home, keeping its folk warm 
and cozy in winter as well as comfortable in 
the middle of August.” 

Also, the cabin had electricity and plumb- 
ing and ice-cold running water. In my child- 
hood this would have seemed too citified— 
we carried our water from the spring and lit 
the old Aladdin lamps at night. Moreover, 
this cabin had a small old electric refrigera- 
tor and an apartment-sized electric range. 
Not so romantic as our spring box with the 
water cress growing round it, or our old oil 
stove, but certainly a fine help when you 
think of three-meal-a-day 
all-year-round life. 

But in spite of these 
refinements, when I looked 
atthe kitchen ell, my heart 
flopped. “This time," I 
thought, “it is impossible 
to make anything of it!" 
Casual vacation meals 
could be scrambled up 
here, but what else? 

In the first place, the whole kitchen corner 
was only five and a half feet by seven and 
three quarters, plus a small alcove for the 
refrigerator. And the one work counter was 
so wide I couldn't reach the back of it at all, 
and the door cut off a big hunk of it besides. 
There wasn't room for more than that single 
counter, I decided, unless the cook was a 
brownie. A small brownie might manage. 

There was no storage space except those 
open shelves under the old sink, and a couple 
over the refrigerator and on the end wall. 
An old low cabinet and a small chest had 
been shoved in, and the pots and pans hung 
onnails driven in the wall where they reached 
out and banged an unwary person. I backed 
away after a sound whack from the spider. 

Then, too, the whole place was full of 
cracks and corners to catch every mite of 
dirt; the wooden counter and floor were 
painted dark blue, but the paint came off 
every time they were cleaned. 

The whole effect was rather like a mouse- 
hole, and I myself favored just cooking over 
the open fire and living on hot dogs with 
barbecue sauce or hamburgers with onion. 

But the JOURNAL Workshop staff began to 
make those little drawings on transparent 
paper, and compose lists, and measure. 

Here is what they found it was possible 
to get in a 514x 734 foot space: a double sink, 
a hot-water heater, an apartment-size range, 


Women, as a rule—women 
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in their heart for the suitor 
whom they reject. 

—BARONESS ORCZY. 


a 4-cubic-foot refrigerator, 8 running feet of 
counter space, 4 cabinets with 6 drawers and 
8 shelves, and 24 running feet of shelves. 
They even squeezed in a tray rack, a towel 
drier and a concealed housing for the fuse 
boxes and the muster switches for the range 
and water heater. When you have no cellar 
and no attic you do have to plan! 

Hot water was a first need, for cold 
showers are stimulating in August but 
definitely unattractive in January. And heat- 
ing water in a teakettle may do for week 
ends, but not for regular living. So an elec- 
tric table-top water heater was installed back 
in the corner at the right of the sink. This 
was ordered minus the usual porcelain top, 
which made it possible to fit the heater into 
the space, and moreover occupied space that 
would be of little use for storage anyway. 

A little towel-drying cupboard next to the · 
sink gave access to the controls of the 
heater, without making it necessary to tear 
the cabin down if one wanted to reach them. 
Ionce knew a house where you had to climb 

: on a ladder and swing like 
a monkey from the ceiling 
to get at a fuse box. 

With the hot water “laid 
on," a new twin-bowl sink 
was set in under the three 
windows. This replaced the 
old awkward single bowl 
sink and provided a swing- 
ing hot-and-cold-water 
faucet. 

The electric range was then centered under 
the end window, which left a little space on 
both sides for storage and counter space. 

The refrigerator was left in its original 
wall niche, for that was the only place which 
would accommodate it. There could be no 
counter beside the door opening, but then, 
one can’t have everything. Not in a room 
five and a half by seven and three quarters! 

A skillful local carpenter came to build 
the wooden cupboards. They had to be cut 
and fitted expertly around the old beams so 
that not a half inch would be wasted. He 
placed a tight backing of plywood behind the 
cabinets against the beams. He made the 
cabinets two feet deep, so all the counters 
on either side of the sink could be usable, 
and extended the counters to the end of the 
kitchen wall, rounding the ends to make free 
movement easy for the cook. In effect, this 
added four inches to the width of the kitchen! 

At the end of the counter rounded shelves 
added more.storage space. These shelves 
were cleverly designed so they could swing 
out and give access to the master switch and 
fuse box. 

The space under the sink was left open for 
garbage pail and wastebasket, but curved 
shelves along the side and back accommo- 
date soaps and cleansers neatly. Most sum- 
mer cabins I know line all the equipment for 

(Continued on Page 96) 
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(Continued from Page 94) 
cleaning right on the edge of the sink, and 
what a nuisance! 

The cabinet on the left of the sink has two 
drawers for table linen and silver, plus a 
cupboard. On the right is the ventilated 
cupboard towel drier. Cutlery and kitchen 
tools, pots, pans, holders, towels are housed 
in the cabinets and drawers flanking the 
range. I thought the cleverest addition of all 
was a canned-goods-and-staples supply space 
made by pushing the board wall beside the 
range back 7 inches. This wall has the bath- 
room on the other side and the space was not 
missed there. It seems to me many extra 
shelf spaces might be built in crowded rooms 
in this way, making the walls work for 
you. 


ANOTHER feature many people would ap- 
preciate and might copy was that of allowing 
air space around the refrigerator, for re- 
frigerators work better when they can 
breathe. So the shelves in the cabin kitchen 
do not go back to the wall, but leave space 
for air circulation behind them. There still 
is ample room for tray storage and table 
dishes above and to the right of the refrig- 
erator. A three-cornered counter with cup- 
board below is most helpful at mealtimes. 

The JOURNAL chose blue linoleum with a 
marbled pattern for the floor, counter top 
and shelves. This gives the kitchen unity, an 
air of permanence and color. A folding screen 
was made to conceal the kitchen entrance. 
This is another special trick that might often 
be useful, for it can be opened out to shield 
the kitchen when company is coming, and 
yet air comes through the slats to keep the 
cook from suffocating as she stirs the gravy. 
Or it can be folded back out of the way, and 
I do think nothing is more níaddening than 
to bump into a door at every step when you 
rush around a small room. 

The lights were recessed into the low 
ceiling, shielded to give diffused but good 
light through ground-glass panels. In a small 
kitchen, lights over sink, range and refrigera- 
tor are important, for otherwise it seems that 
you always stand in your own light wherever 
you are. 

Finally, cabinets and walls were painted 
with chalk-white enamel, making the room 
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seem larger and minimizing unevenness in 
the boarding. The ceiling, screen-door frame 
and shelves beside the door were painted 
a heavenly turquoise blue, and the heavy 
door leading outside to the pine woods 
was made coral, which picked up the colors 
of the outside trim of the gray cabin and 
brought them inside. When it was finished, 
the kitchen was as snug and gleaming as a 
ship’s galley. 

One last problem remained. When a 
kitchen is practically just an ell off the living 
room, it must be related to it, if the house 
is to give an effect of harmony. Inasmall cabin 
this is especially important, too, for it makes 
the place seem larger. And so the rafters and 
ceiling in the main room acquired a coat of 
coral, the fireplace was painted white, and a 
turquoise shag rug repeated the turquoise of 
the kitchen. The kitchen has touches of 
chartreuse in the china, and this was echoed 
by chartreuse cushions for the small benches 
which could be pulled up to the fire on a cold 
night. Low tables can be drawn up close 
to the hearth, and supper served easily for 
four. 

Keeping the cabin snug and comfortable 
against the blizzard cold was made simple by 
putting a circulating oil heater behind a 
screen at the right of the fireplace. This is 
connected to a pipe once used for a small 
old Franklin stove. It gives a steady, even 
warmth and is both easy to regulate and 
easy to fill, ` 


Wü I climbed the path for the last time, 
to see the new kitchen in the cabin, drifts of 
snow covered the slope. There was a fire on 
the hearth, birch logs crackling, and candles 
were lighted. The spicy smell of cut ever- 
green branches filled the whole cabin, and 
there was the kitchen, even more charming 
than I remembered. How wonderful to see 
the color and gaiety inside and look out to 
the serene white and dark green outside! 
Everything inside glowing, and outside the 
softness of the snow! 

Last year this sturdy little cabin was 
shuttered and still under the pines and the 
snow. And now it is a place to dream about, 
and the happiest place in the world to echo 
with “Happy Christmas to all, and to all a 
good night!” THE END 


“Oh, no! I’m your daughter. Mother sits over there now." 
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WHAT HAPPENS WHEN TRAINED 
NURSES WON’T NURSE THE SICK? 


(Continued from Page 50) 


paying thirty to forty cents of each hospital 
dollar for nursing care!) 

For in our hospitals all the little luxuries 
that contribute so much to a quick recovery 
are wanting today. Patients who would once 
have had private-duty nurses must get along 
with the shared attention of the floor nurse. 
(There are only 59,000 private-duty nurses 
in the country, and they work on eight-hour 
shifts.) 

The floor nurse is overworked. So are her 
student nurses. It is not their fault that the 
little indulgences have disappeared. But the 
patient—who is still paying for them—is un- 
happy, nonetheless. The bedside bell which 
once brought a starched and smiling nurse 
within three minutes now rings for an hour— 
two hours—before it is answered. Nobody 
today has time to drop in and plump the pil- 
lows or lower the shades or give an alcohol 
rub to relieve a weary back. In some wards 
even daily baths have disappeared from the 
routine. 

“Tt is worse than during the war,” some 
hospital executives admit. “ For then we had 
the volunteer nurses’ aides. Now even they 
have disappeared.” 

In one New York institution the nurse 
shortage was so acute that a patient, still 
unconscious from anesthesia, was left unat- 
tended and died. The doctor blamed the 
absence of a nurse who might have sounded 
a warning when the first dangerous symp- 
toms of trouble appeared. 

Hospitals are even closing down whole sec- 
tions because they cannot obtain nurses: in 
New York City 2100 beds are now kept 
vacant, and over the country as a whole the 
figure amounts to 33,000. The American 
Hospital Association reports that almost one 
fifth of all our hospitals have had to resort 
to this desperate measure; even so, they are 
seriously crippled as to staff. At a large 
Boston hospital the number of nurses 
dropped from a normal of 743 to 504, with 
no substitutes available. The waiting list of 


a Baltimore hospital is one fourth its entire 
capacity. 

All, mind you, because there are not 
enough nurses who want to nurse to go 
around! 

“But,” you may say, "surely there are 
still the student nurses in the hospitals? 

There are—and they are given 70 per cent 
to 90 per cent of the care of the patients 
nowadays, according to Dr. Walter Wise, of 
Baltimore, who has become alarmed over the 
matter. But while students carry this heavy 
responsibility, they are also preparing them- 
selves for one of those much-thought-of posts 
in public-health or industrial nursing. 

Doctor Wise asks, "Are the present pa- 
tients getting the desired consideration if the 
student nurses are compelled to spend from 
one third to one half of the time on duty at 
doing something that is not at the patient's 
bedside? Is the patient receiving his just 
due when he is given the interrupted, lick- 
and-promise, hummingbird type of attention 
that the modern curriculum necessitates? 

“The patient is paying for nursing care. 
It is difficult for him to reconcile himself to 
having his nurse rush off to class to learn 
some highly technical, perhaps superfluous 
information while some lifesaving device for 
him is neglected." 

For it is during the years of her education 
that the nurse's new viewpoint is estab- 
ished: it is in training school that these 
young women learn to despise the care of the 
sick as the least and most menial of the op- 
portunities opening up before them. 

The process begins, indeed, before the 
girls are even accepted for training as nurses. 
Thanks largely to pressure from the various 
nursing associations, the training schools do 
not now accept any girl who has not gradu- 
ated from high school in the top quarter of her 
class. The American Nurses Association is 
now urging that, in addition, two years of 
college be required, as a preliminary, by all 
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Changes in Education of (he Trained Nurse 


(Recommendations made in the Curriculum Guide of the 
National League of Nursing Education. This guide is widely used 
for setting up legal standards in the states and also for planning 
courses of study of the nurse-training schools.) 


1919—Maximum hours of theoretical instruction: 595. 


Nursing practice: over 6000 hours. 


Basic studies: medical nursing, surgical nursing, obstetric 
nursing, nursing in diseases of infants and children. 


If public-health nursing is offered at all, it should be an elective 


course. 


1927—Hours of theoretical instruction recommended: 885 (including 


15 in “social science"). 


Nursing practice: 5000 to 5500 hours. 


New basic studies: communicable-disease nursing, psychiatric 
nursing, “social and economic aspects of nursing.” 


Public-health nursing urged: **Health nursing is just as funda- 
mental as sick nursing, and prevention of disease is at least as 
important a function of the nurse as the care and treatment 


of the sick.” 


1938—Hours of theoretical instruction: 1200 to 1300. 
Nursing practice: 4400 to 5000 hours. 


New studies urged: psychology, 
“cultural aspects of nursing, 


tion." 


“sociology,” mental hygiene, 
" “nursing as health conserva- 


Public-health nursing required course. 








The Curriculum Guide is now being revised by a joint committee 
of the National Nursing Council and the Carnegie Corporation 
to take cognizance of the "rapid advances in medical science and 
the social forces which are creating an ever-increasing demand 


for nursing and health services." 








EDGE your fancy gift paper 

with bright strip of “Scotch” 
Gift Wrap Tape. Gives brilliant effect 
and added strength. 


FIRST, seal wrapping paper 
with transparent “Scotch” Tape. 
Then letter names on packages in 
color with "Scotch" Gift Wrap Tape. 





DESIGN an unusual all-over 
pattern on plain paper with 
multi-colored strips of “Scotch” 
Gift Wrap Tape. Many novel effects. 


MAKE this frivolous looking 

package with colored cello- 
phane bound firmly at the top with 
“Scotch” Gift Wrap Tape. 





TREE ornaments that have lost 

their fasteners are easy to hold . 
to twigs with a loop of transparent 
"Scotch" Cellulose Tape. 


HANG a bright sheet of paper 
from wall moulding, then as 
Christmas cards arrive, stick them 
up with transparent "Scotch" Tape. 





a roll of each of these “Scotch” Gift Wrap Tape 
designs. You'll find that half the fun of Christmas is in 
working out clever packages for your friends to admire. 
You'l want "Scotch" Tape Christmas Seals, too. 
Choose any of four bright colors—each dispenser holds 
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“Bring me the ‘Scotch’ Tape, Al, he wants the pooch 





CUT designs out of tape strips 

and fasten to package for un- 
usual effects. Try Christmas trees, 
stars, candles, sailboats. 





FOR an unusual decoration, 
hold spruce and holly twigs 
or miniature bells to packages with 
transparent "Scotch" Brand Tape. 


108 seals in seven different designs. “Scotch” Gift 
Wrap Tape 10¢ per roll. "Scotch" Tape Christmas Seals 
and transparent "Scotch" Cellulose Tape 25¢. You'll 
find these gift wrapping helps at all drug, department, 
variety, stationery and hardware stores. 









wrapped as a gift.” 





PENNY postal cards make 
clever Christmas greetings if 


ACCENT a package with this 
simple attractive corner treat- 
you liven them up with a couple of ment. Attach name cards with 


strips of "Scotch" Gift Wrap Tape.. “Scotch” Tape Christmas Seals. 


MAKE your gift wrapping fore decorating. It's almost invisible 
easy and neat by sealing the and sticks at a touch without moist- 

wrapping paper firmly with trans- ening. Especially useful when wrap- 

parent "Scotch" Cellulose Tape be- ping odd-shaped, bulky gifts. 


SEALS WITHOUT MOISTENING 


“SCOTCH” is the registered trade-mark for more than 100 varieties of adhesive tapes 


made in U.S.A, by VINNESOTA INING & FG. Co. 5. Paul 6, Minn. 
THE COMPANY 
Also makers of "ЗМ” Brand abrasives, adhesives, and a wide variety of other products for 
home and industry. 
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SINGLE-STROKE 


MeN 


Squeezes oranges, limes, 
lemons, grapefruit 


Little wonder that housewives call it Single-Stroke 
Magic! Just one easy turn of the JUICE KING 
handle...rich, pulp-free juice flows into the 
glass. Squeezed, strained...half the time, half 
the effort. Smart, modern...easy to clean. JUICE 
KING — a household name, a Treasured Gift. 


NATIONAL DIE CASTING CO. 
Touhy Ave. at Lawndale - Chicago 45, Ill. 





Bringing more convenience, 
satisfaction and time-for-rec- 
reation to every day living, the 
Everhot line includes the fa- 
mous Everhot Roaster-oven 
(at right) and other appliances 
of unique quality and good 
taste that meet the require- 
mentsof every season for labor 
saving and comfort in the 
home. 


GIFTS OF APPEALING | 
UTILITY AND BEAUTY 


EVERHOT TIMER CLOCK 
Turns current on and off | EVERHOT RAYVECTOR HEATER 
roasters, heaters, radiosand | The portable fire place. Ad- 
other appliances. 30 hour | justable for circulating or 
movement. direct heat of infra-red rays. 


EVERHOT AIR FLO COMBINATION 
Heater or fanas desired, for 
both heating or cooling. 





EVERHOT BROILER GRIDDLE 
Fits all Everhot Rectangular 
Roasters. Removable 
chrome reflector slides 
above element for broiling, 
below for frying 


EVERHOT AUTOMATIC BLANKET 
Large—72x90 inches, More 
wool—75 % wool, 25 € cot- 
ton. Underwriters approved 

Plastic bag for storage or 
trayel included. 


7124 your dealer or write 
THE SWARTZBAUGH MFG. 


EVERHOT ROASTERETTE 
A beautiful compact unit 
that both cooks and serves 
casserole meals. 


COMPANY...TOLEDO 6, 
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35.95 af leading 
department 
hordware, ар 
pliance stores 


EVERHOT AIR FLO HEATER 


A fan type unit of very smart 


styling. Quick, light, effi- 


cient. 





EVERHOT RANGETTE 
Occupies less than 2% sq.ft. 
Broils, frys, toasts. Oven for 
baking and roasting, extra. 


OHIO 





, great many women 





(Continued from Page 98) 
schools. They are delighted at the even 
higher standard set by three of the country’s 
best-known institutions, which will not ac- 
cept a student until she has a college degree. 

When the student nurse has been ac- 
cepted, she has by no means finished with 
the emphasis on book learning. According 
to the standards set down by the National 
League of Nursing Education (a trained- 
nurses’ group) she must then study “physi- 
ology, anatomy, microbiology, materia med- 
ica, pathology, obstetrics, sociology, pediat- 
rics, chemistry, psychiatry, diet therapy” 
and a half dozen other academic subjects. 

These scholarly young ladies are promised, 
by the organized nurses, that they will grad- 
uate as members of “а proud profession." 
Perhaps so; but this elite is far less popular 
with the physicians and surgeons queried by 
the American Surgical Association com- 
mittee than nurses were, before they became 
members of the in- 
telligentsia. 

Doctors complain 
that they do not like 
the new nurse. A 
Montreal physician 
says, “Тһе prolonged 
training of nurses 
seems to reduce their 
interest in the sick." 
A Midwestern doctor 
echoes him: ‘It seems 
to me that the atti- 
tude of these super- 
educated nurses is 
not, on the whole, as 
good as that of the 
nurses who are not 
college graduates.” 
The physicians from 
all cities seem to 
agree: the new nurse 
looks on the care of 
the sick as a stepping- 
stone to something 
better; her insistence 
that only the book- 
ish may join her 
ranks "keeps out a 


the stair 


baby doll. 


who could render 
faithful and intelli- 
gent service if they 
were allowed to be- 
come nurses." 

For the promised 
"prestige" does not 
seem to attract to 
nursing, in sufficient 
numbers, the girls of 
super-I. Q. who alone 
are welcomed. Mas- 
sachusetts General 
Hospital put in addi- 
tional tennis courts 
and telephones, rec- 
reation rooms and other lures to student 
nurses; but it was 25 per cent short of 
the expected student personnel. The Amer- 
ican Hospital Association launched a drive 
to induce 40,000 intellectually qualified girls 
to study nursing; only 15,000 responded. In 
1946 only 31,000 students entered all the 
country’s training schools, a drop of 25,000 
from the year before. Hospitals now send 
out “scouts” to the high schools, to try to 
induce honor-grade girls to sign up with 
them—but a Baltimore superintendent of 
nurses who visited six schools gathered only 
two applicants. And, throughout the coun- 
try, 38 of every 100 girls who enter training 
drop out before graduation from the nurses' 
schools. 


of delight, 


to heaven, 
for another 


mother! 


War don't honor-grade girls want to be- 
come nurses? Is it the long hours, the hard 
work? Would easier working conditions and 
more "prestige" correct the situation? That 
is the official stand of the nursing organiza- 
tion spokesmen. But there are voices raised 
to say that the answer lies in exactly an op- 
posite direction. 

Miss Mary Richardson, supervisor of 
nurses at Lenox Hill Hospital, New York, 
says, “I deplore the slogan that ours is ‘a 
proud profession.’ It must be a humble pro- 
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Jhe Chrisie 
of Фе Past 


By Christie Lund Coles 


The Christmas of the past comes 
back tonight, 
The moment when we paused upon 


To view the tinseled tree, the 
baubles bright, 

The mysterious gifts wrapped and 
waiting there. 

There was the little stove, the : 
stockings filled, 

The games, the dishes and the 
colored ball, 

The Shiny buggy miraculously filled 

With the enchanting, wide-eyed 


There have been other moments 

And other treasures time has 
freely given, 

Yet, still, that Christmas morning 
reached a height 

Never attained again . . 


Till now when we clothe a doll 


Star-eyed little girl who calls us 


* 3 X * * K * * * 
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fession—or, rather, a vocation. The girl who 
enters nursing without a true desire to help 
humanity makes a poor nurse." 


A BOSTON hospital official makes this 
statement: “Up to about 1917 the nursing 
profession was entered by young ladies who 
were primarily interested in the care of the 
sick, and secondarily in money. Shortly 
after World War I, I noticed a gradual 
change in the attitude of those engaged in 
the nursing profession; it has become even 
more marked since 1932, when the eight- 
hour day for nurses was instituted. It seems 
to me that there is no longer in the average 
nurse the same idealism and devotion to 
duty, but rather an accentuation of shorter 
hours, higher pay and as little work as the 
individual nurse can get along with.” 

Even the American Journal of Nursing has 
deplored the loss of the old-fashioned un- 
selfish ideal. In an editorial it remarked that 
the profession “seems 
to be suffering from a 
type of spiritual ex- 
haustion.” This is 
reminiscent of the 
ideal of Florence 
Nightingale, who op- 
posed even the regis- 
tration of nurses be- 
cause, she said, ex- 
amination could 
never test the “ab- 
solutely essential re- 
quirements of spirit.” 

We do not usually 
think of education as 
being a good thing of 
which you can have 
too much; yet if it 
leads to educational 
snobbery, it cancrowd 
out more important 
things. And that is ex- 
actly what has hap- 
pened in the case of 
the nurses, according 
to a California physi- 
cian, reporting to the 
A.S.A.: “The nurse 
of 1946 has attempted 
to substitute, by high 
intellectual attain- 
ments, for the position 
of dignity she was 
once granted as a 
spontaneous tribute 
to her nobility and 
spirit of selfless sacri- 
fice. It was a bad ex- 
change, and it has not 
resulted in satisfac- 
tion for anyone. The 
nurses, now that they 
are putting prestige 
ahead of service, nat- 
urally seek the posi- 
tions which give them the greatest prestige. 
Those positions are never by the bed of the 
sick.” 

And all this education is for a very short 
professional life, indeed. The American Hos- 
pital Association has found that six years 
after graduation, 50 per cent of the nurses 
have completely left the profession. The U. S. 
Department of Labor, in its recent study, 
found that of 22,000 nurses still registered, 
over one third had retired from any kind of 
nursing work. A three-year course of train- 
ing, piled on top of two years of college, would 
seem an elaborate preparation for six years 
of nursing, at the most. Yet half the girls we 
train work no longer than that. 

But is such training necessary even to turn 
out the kind of nurse who will die in har- 
ness—the kind whom doctors fight over as 
“а jewel"? Few of them think so. The doc- 
tors point to the experience of the war years, 
when overseas nurses were able to turn over 
most of their duties to G. I. corpsmen and 
ward” boys -and..even captured prisoners of 
war, who had been given only a few months 
of preparation for the task. They remind us 
of the superb assistance given the hospitals 
during the war by the Red Cross-trained 
nurses' aides, whose training was never so 

(Continued on Page 102) 
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The Bride Gets 
the Bounty 


1 GET A KICK out of this story because I'm just a newlywed, and Aunt Bea knows all 
about everything. I'll tell you why she gave me that necklace. 








"COFFEE MY GRANDMOTHER!” says 
Auntie. “I’ve tried those instant things for 
years. Don’t serve me any of that new- 
fangled nonsense!" So I made her a pot 
of the old-fashioned kind. 


SHE FOUND ME in the kitchen one morn- 
ing making Borden’s Instant Coffee. 
"What's that?" says Auntie. I told her 
Borden's was wonderful. No pot, no 
grounds, no waste...and delicious; 








NEXT DAY, HOWEVER, I gave her a cup of Borden's without her knowing it. "Now, 
my chickadee,” says Auntie, "you're earning! This is the best coffee I've had in years.” 
When I told her it was Borden's she called me the smartest young housewife in America. 
“I thought I knew all about instant coffee...” she said, “but I didn’t know Borden's!” 
Went right upstairs for that necklace, too. ` 


Money back if BORDEN’S doesn’t 
beat your favorite coffee!* 
AMERICA’S FASTEST SELLING PURE INSTANT COFFEE 


* Use at least half a jar of Borden's. Then, if you don't agree it tastes better than any coffee you ever used, send us 
the jar with the unused contents, and we'll refund your money. The Borden Co., 350 Madison Ave., N. Y. 17, N.Y. 
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(Continued from Page 100) 
elaborate as the mere two-year maximum for 
nurses which some doctors would like to see 
restored. (In Canada such a reduction of 
nurses’ training from three years to two is 
now being tried.) 

Every effort to reduce the length of train- 
ing in this country, or to lower the standards 
of admission to the schools, has met with the 
unyielding resistance of nursing groups— 
which suggests, at first, that there will mever 
be enough nurses to care for our sick. 

And yet, the situation is not so altogether 
hopeless as these figures and quotations may 
seem to indicate. The clue to a happier future 
lies in the fact—attested by the A.S.A. com- 
mittee and by many other groups—that at 
least 60 per cent of the tasks carried on by a 
trained nurse could be delegated to some- 
one with much less education than the RN of 
today. If the trained nurse refuses to admit 
to her ranks any girl incapable of mastering 
microbiology, say the doctors, we'll take 
away from her these routine jobs she seems 
to despise. We will relieve her of the bedside 
care of the sick, and we will build up another 
group of women who do not aspire to doing 
anything at all except that immensely nec- 
essary job of old-fashioned nursing. © 

This is no mere blueprint of a plan. The 
new women, who are to replace the vanishing 
trained nurse by our sickbeds, are already 
beginning to appear. They have a name: 
"practical nurse." They have been licensed 
and registered in nine states, and legislation 
is impending in five more. Their scale of pay 
has been set—in New York City it is, by law, 
75 per cent of a trained nurse's pay, and most 
experts concerned feel that such a ratio is 
fair. Their duties, their limitations, their 
period of training are being outlined by 
experts with grants from several foundations. 
Practical nurses may still arrive, in numbers, 
in time to save us from a national disaster. 

For there are girls—plenty of girls—who 
want to become nurses. Nursing is generally 
scorned by the intelligentsia of the high 
schools at whom the trained-nurse officials 
have set their caps; but vocational advisers 
to the high schools in New York and other 
cities have found that nursing has a power- 
ful attraction for just the kind of girl the 
trained nurses won't accept—the girl with a 
warm heart, manual dexterity, a liking for 
people and no great interest in making the 
pages of Who's Who. Such girls are naturals 
for the growing profession of licensed practi- 
cal nurse. 

There аге, today, 109,000 practical nurses— 
one third as many as the trained-nurse popu- 
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lation. Many of them are merely women 
who are “handy” with the sick, leftovers of 
an age in which training schools for practical 
nurses did not exist. But, as soon as the 
state laws are unified, it is expected that new 
licenses will be granted only to women who 
have completed a set course of instruction, 
taking about a year to complete. Today, the 
patient who wishes to be certain she gets a 
well-trained nurse can ask for a woman who 
has a diploma from one of the recognized 
schools of practical nursing. 

There are about fifty such schools today, 
most of them affiliated with the National 
Association for Practical Nurse Education. 
This clearinghouse (which has been in exist- 
ence for five years) is headed by a trained 
nurse, Miss Hilda Torrop, formerly the di- 
rector of the practical-nurse courses offered 
by the New York City Young Women’s 
Christian Association. Its offices (654 Madi- 
son Avenue, New York) receive some forty- 
five letters a day from girls who wish to be- 
come practical nurses. For while the trained- 
nurse schools close down for lack of the kind 
of students acceptable to them, thousands of 
ineligible women a year beg for a course of 
nursing training. And—best news of all!— 
what they hope to do, when they have com- 
pleted it, is to spend a lifetime nursing the 
sick, either in a hospital or in the home. 

Who are these girls? Miss Torrop will tell 
you: “Some of them are women past their 
youth, who enjoy helping others and have a 
gift for making sick people comfortable, but 
are not able to prepare themselves as pro- 
fessional nurses. Some are young girls who 
don’t have the high-school diplomas or high 
scholastic records that would get them into a 
trained-nurse course. Others cannot devote 
three full years to preparation—they must 
begin earning money after a single year.” 

The schools which accept students of 
practical nursing will usually take applicants 
who have not finished high school. In New 
York State a grammar-school education is 
all that is required. In Michigan girls can 
combine practical-nurse training with other 
studies at vocational high school. Formal 
education for this profession is not stressed 
in any of the schools. 

Neither is age: most of the schools accept 
applicants from eighteen years to fifty— 
even older, if their health is good. Tuition 
varies from nothing to around $175 a year, 
and soon there will be more of the no-tuition 
Schools, financed by the U. S. Office of 
Education. (The U. S. Government will 
have to help finance 195,000 new hospital 

(Continued on Page 104) 


BY MARCELENE COX 


НЕ difficulty between parents and chil- 

dren is that too often the fruits of expe- 
rience cannot be handed down until they are 
overripe. 


Like honey, kind words not only sweeten 
but leaven. 


My husband and I are now closer together 
than we have been in years; he has gained 
ten pounds and I have lost ten. 


Daughter: “Why do you always under- 
exaggerate me?" 


The worst thing about a man trying to 
find something is that he usually ends by 
forgetting what he's looking for. 


The meanest mother is the one who 
doesn't let her children hang ornaments on 
the Christmas tree. 


Child's description of a caterpillar: “It 
walks like an accordion plays.” 


At least the single-track mind usually 
knows where it's going. 


He earned a living by the sweat of her 
browbeating. 


Telephone call from small daughter at the 
corner grocery: “Mother, I thought I would 
tell you what I ate for lunch so you wouldn't 
worry. I had two sodas, three candy bars 
and a hot dog." 


When my teen-age daughters blossom out 
in something outlandish, I'm going to remem- 
ber the time I took some leftover emerald- 
green silk and sewed it, with an entrancing 
dip or two, to the bottom of a petticoat. 


G. I.’s, with families attached, give а real- 
istic touch of what the future holds for 
the other undergraduates. 


Before marriage a girl should know a few 
of the facts of life in a kitchen, such as: 

A kiss is all right for an appetizer if the 
meal is substantial. 

Love can be “folded in” with nimble fingers. 

Grounds for many a divorce have been found 
in the coffeepot. 

To remain the apple of his eye, mind his 
apple pie. 
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e Try this marvelous method prepared by the famous 
* * test kitchens of Lever Brothers Company 

HAT fun to get cheers from your holiday com- exquisitely light, fine-grained layers of mouth- 
pany for simply divine cake! It's easy now... melting deliciousness. How proud you'll feel!... 
Spry has a special cake secret that makes possible Try this luscious Christmas party cake and 
Spry’s One-Bowl Cake Method. You mix a cake in discover what a wonder-worker Spry is. Count on 
two-thirds less time. And from your oven come Spry’s help for new success with ALL your cooking. 






SWIRLS OF CREAMY PINK FROSTING 
AND THE MOST HEAVENLY CAKE! 


OASIS‏ عاو وس سیر ر 









WTO I (VIF 









2 cups sifted cake flour % cup Spry 
1% cups sugar % cup canned pineapple 
325 teaspoons baking powder juice or milk 
(tartrate powder, 5 tea- 1 teaspoon vanilla 
spoons) 1% teaspoons almond extract 








1 teaspoon salt 3 egg whites, unbeaten 








Sift flour, sugar, baking powder, salt into mix- 
ing bowl. Drop in Spry (no creaming needed). 
Add 24 of liquid, then flavorings; beat 200 
strokes (2 min. by hand or on mixer at low 
speed). Scrape bowl and spoon or beater. 
Add egg whites and remaining liquid; beat 
200 strokes (2 min. on mixer). 

Bake in 2 square 8-inch Sprycoated pans in 
moderate oven (360° F.) 25-30 minutes. Chill 
layers, split in half. Spread Cherry-Almond 
Filling between layers and on top of cake. Chill 
in refrigerator several hours before serving. 
Cherry Almond Filling—Soften 1 tablespoon 
gelatin in 14 cup cold water 5 minutes. Place 
over boiling water; stir until completely dis- 
solved. Add finely cut Maraschino cherries 
with juice (contents of 8-ounce jar), 4% cup 
sugar, 14 teaspoon salt. Chill until slightly 
thickened. Fold in 2 cups heavy cream, 
whipped; add 14 cup blanched almonds, finely 
cut; М teaspoon vanilla; 26 teaspoon almond 
extract. Fold in gelatin mixture. 





























“MY CAKES “SUCH SCRUMPTIOUS € 
ARE SO MUCH TASTING CAKES |” e "New cake triumphs 
LIGHTER!" 





"AND SPRYS ONE-BOWL METHOD 


IS THE EASIEST EVER I" — more compliments 


for you with Spry” 


SAYS AUNT JENNY 





ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF 
LEVER BROTHERS COMPANY 
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(Continued from Page 102) 
beds, under the Federal Hospital Construc- 
tion Act: it is as worried about the nursing 
shortage as you or I.) 

The young woman who graduates from 
one of these schools has made a minor in- 
vestment of time and money in preparing 
herself; as a result, she can afford to work 
for less money than we can fairly ask a 
trained nurse to accept. The American Hos- 
pital Association reports that practical 
nurses employed by hospitals last year 
earned a monthly average of $125; trained 
nurses on general duty in hospitals averaged 
$172. Obviously, the practical nurse is a 
good buy. 

But if you take a good look at those figures 
they will make it hard for you to judge the 
trained nurse too harshly for deserting the 
sick; a girl who starts out with top-of-the- 
class honors in high school, and piles a three- 
year training course on top of that, is 
scarcely being overpaid when she makes 
$172 a month—and not all of that in cash, 
for if the hospital provides meals or laundry 
it is deducted from this amount. Stenog- 
raphers, with a period of training of less 
than a year, often make as much. Even 
chauffeurs, cooks and gardeners may com- 
mand $172 a month in some sections. 

True, there is one time in everybody’s 

life when nurses seem to be the highest-paid 
professionals in the world—and that is when 
they must be engaged for a patient too sick 
to be left alone, night or day. With the eight- 
hour shift, private-duty nurses can clean 
out the average family’s bank account in a 
few weeks. For trained nurses in the home 
get $8 a day in most cities; that means $24 
a day for round-the-clock care. A patient 
asked to pay $168 a week for home nursing 
alone may feel gypped; 
actually, the money is di- 
vided among four differ- 
ent women. None of these 
trairfd nurses on eight- 
hour duty will be very far 
ahead at the end of the 
year. 
Practical nurses are less 
insistent on the eight- 
hour day: last year registries placed over 
one third of their practical nurses for 
twelve-hour assignments, and 8 per cent of 
them took the old-fashioned twenty-hour 
duty. Their payments for this work varied, 
but few of them got more than $7 a day, 
even in big cities. Two nurses, at this rate, 
can give a patient constant care for $14, 
compared with the $24 he would have to 
pay for three trained nurses. 

But will the public accept the practical 
nurse? Will it? The New York Academy of 
Medicine has made a study of requests to 
nurses’ registries; it found that the calls for 
trained nurses increased 13 per cent between 
1939 and 1943—and that in the same period 
requests for practical nurses went up 43 per 
cent. 


Wedding Clothes 
courtesy B. Altman & Co. 


any day! 


Be the Bride who says with Pride 
“My Solid Silver” 


IT’S SMART TO CHOOSE THE FINEST STERLING 


Imagine your thrill as you show your friends your 
own beautiful pattern of sterling. Their delighted 
admiration will" Sincerely compliment your good taste. 
So choose carefully. For over a century and a quarter 
brides of distinction have selected Reed & Barton 
patterns in both flatware and tea services. 
You can see these masterpieces at your 
silverware store. And remember, it costs 


very little more to own the best. “Тик principal reason for the public's 
preference,” says the academy report, 
“seems to be the lower fees charged, the 
acceptance by the practical nurse of both 
sickness care and household duties, and the 
general feeling that the practical nurse makes 
a more satisfactory adjustment to the house- 
hold situation.” 

(Yes, the practical nurse gets special 
training in household marketing and the 
planning of meals. She expects to help on 
the household chores, especially in cases 
where the mother is the patient.) 

How do the doctors feel? Very eager to 
get more of those practical nurses into the 
homes and hospitals where their patients 
wait for them. The American Surgical 
Association members expressed, three to 
one, their willingness to trust these women 
to fill at least half the orders they have been 
giving to trained nurses. Some of the sur- 
geons went farther—they stated that the 
practical nurse can take over three quarters 
of the bedside duties a trained nurse per- 
forms (when there is a trained nurse). 

The Journal of the American Medical 
Association also approves of practical 
nurses; in an editorial it recently pointed to 


HELPFUL HOSTESS HINTS: For fascinating and valuable booklet 
"How To Be A Successful Hostess“, send 10 cents to 
Reed & Barton, Box 990, Department L, Taunton, Massachusetts. 
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A woman never forgets her 
sex. She would rather talk 
with a man than an angel, 


—OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 


December, 1947 


the success of nurses’ aides during the war as 
proving that “bedside nursing” can be 
carried out by “intelligent women especially 
trained in the fundamental duties of making 
sick people comfortable.” 

How about the attitude of the trained 
nurse? This is a little more doubtful. The 
American Nurses Association and five other 
groups of nurses have Officially blessed the 
plan to train and license practical nurses. 
But they do not wish the training to take 
place in the same institutions which offer an 
RN degree. And there have been a few cases 
of what the American Surgical Association 
calls ‘‘closed-shop practices" : graduate prac- 
tical nurses have been barred, by the trained- 
nurse staff, from working in their hospitals. 
But this attitude, it is hoped by doctors, is 
only a temporary difficulty; in time, the 
trained nurse is expected to wake up and to 
rejoice at finding someone who is able and 
willing to relieve her of the routine duties 
involved in bedside care. 


Fon the practical nurse cannot drive her 
out of business; there will always be a need 
for trained nurses—in public health, in 
administrative jobs and in many of the 
fields into which they are swarming today. 
Even in the hospitals, it seems unlikely that 
the trained nurse can be dispossessed: her 
work in the operating room, for instance, 
calls for a skill which few women could ac- 
quire in a single year's course. Other special- 
ized types of nursing also require a long 
period of preparation. 

But there are millions of chronic patients 
in the country—tubercular, cancer, heart- 
disease cases—who need to have the same 
simple care, day after day, for months with- 
out a change. The practical nurse can ad- 
mirably take them over. 

She can also look after 
the convalescent, who has 
passed his crisis and needs 
only routine services to 
help him back toward 
health. She can accom- 
pany the mother and the 
new baby to their home, 
to share the first exciting 
weeks of adjustment with them. She can care 
for the aged sick—a group increasing as our 
population "grows older—and for patients 
with mild mental maladies. She can work 
as a visiting nurse: Henry Street Settle- 
ment in New York has already hired a 
number of practical nurses for such jobs. 

No, there is no danger that the practical 
nurse will ever languish for lack of a job! 
“T could place twenty-five thousand of these 
girls in New York State alone," says Miss 
Torrop—and there are only 109,000 in the 
whole United States. 

But the number of practical nurses is 
rising, and rising fast: last year it increased 
by over one third, and most of the recruits 
were young graduates of the new training 
schools. Such girls are bringing fresh blood 
into the profession, and brand-new scientific 
skills, and a bit of youth and glamour too. 
The average age of the practical nurse used 
to be over thirty-five years; it is twenty- 
three today. 

So cheer up: help is on the way! The 
practical-nurse boom may not solve the 
problem of illness in your home tonight; 
you will probably have to ride out the 
present nurse shortage alone. But when your 
week-old baby gets his second set of teeth, 
with complications; when your sister has 
her fifth child, and not the first who is due 
home tomorrow, things may be different. 
Five years from now, you may be able to 
call a nurses’ registry and hear the words, 
“Miss Brown, a licensed practical nurse, will 
be at your home within an hour, prepared 
to stay until the patient is cured.” 

Five years from now. But don’t expect it 
today, in a period when the trained nurses 
have tired of caring for the sick, and the 
practical nurses have not become numerous 
enough to replace them. 

No. You still can’t get a nurse in 1947— 
not unless you are an industrial plant or an 
airplane or a county government. You're 
just a sick patient? Sorry. You have no 
nurse appeal. THE END 
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Mao ade in ef making { 


Imagine! Every time you make coffee in this Silex coffee maker— it's absolutely 





perfect! Clearer, finer, completely delicious! And here’s why! First, because 
this Silex coffee maker brews your coffee exactly the right time . . . at exactly 
the right temperature. Second, because the*exclusive Silex flavor-guard filter 
doesn’t allow even a hint of taste-spoiling sediment or dregs io touch the 
coffee you drink. Why not buy your Silex coffee maker today? First cup in 


the morning or last cup at night— you'll enjoy the best coffee you ever tasted! 
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1. "Anyheet" thermo- 
stat control maintains 
desired temperature. 
A Silex exclusive! 


2. Unique Silex self- 
timing stove regulates 
brewing period— 
assures uniformity. 


3. Silex “pop-up” 
handle loosens upper 
bowl quickly, easily. 


4. Patented Silex flavor- 
guard filter makes 
oh-so-clear coffee! 
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PHOTOS BY STUART 


Open house, with plenty of good food for all, for a snack or a supper! There is no 
form of generous holiday entertaining more convenient for both hostess and guests. 


An open heart, an open door, a board laden with good things for all who may 

come to share them with you! That’s the spirit of your holiday open house— 

4 come one, come all, early or late, and eat little or much. Peace in your heart and 
plenty for all your friends! 

We need to keep alive the tradition of Christmas hospitality, but this year there 

BY RUTH MILLS TEAGUE is every reason to concentrate your holiday entertaining (Continued on Page 109) 
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Flaky meat rolls in blankets— Oysters anchovy will do 


hot and crisp and very tasty— double duty as a hot appe- 


and a fine way to use leftovers. tizer or a fine main dish. 


A huge lazy Susan, laden with salads 


to tempt light and hearty appetites. 


x 


4 Christmas fruit pudding—with coat of 
gold and bands of gay cherries. Choco- 
late croutons, too, and sugared mint 


leaves. Desserts in the holiday spirit. 


Cold baked ham, coated with apricot > 
glaze and filled with delicious stufí- 
ing. Cut in paper-thin slices or in 


meal-size slabs, this is very special. 


x 
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It’s so easy to prepare. Sunny-co 


The new idea in rice that cre- 
ated so much interest among food 
chemists and the Army’s food ex- 
perts early in the war, is now be- 
coming available at food stores 
everywhere. 


Fluffs Up—Looks Nicer 


Leading chefs like it because it 
fluffs up—looks nicer on the plate. 
They have learned, too, that it 
may be kept, either hot or cold, 
without gumming up or sticking 
to the pan. Naturally it goes fur- 
ther. You will like it for the same 
good reasons. 


White Magic in Cooking 


The first thing you will notice 
about Uncle Ben’s Converted Rice 
is that the grains are sunny col- 
ored. But presto! In cooking, the 
grains turn white and fluffy. 


No Pot Watching 


You don’t have to time Uncle Ben’s 
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NEW KIND OF RICE 


Anyone can cook it like an expert 
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Rice to the minute. If dinner is 
delayed a little, you can still have 
fine, fluffy, good-tasting rice. 


Richer, Fuller Flavor 


Another happy discovery about 
Uncle Ben's will be its flavor—a 
delicate, nut-like taste—a richer, 
fuller flavor than you have ever 
known in rice. It’s a taste you 
don't tire ОЁ... a wonderful new 
eating experience. 


And best of all, you'll find that 
it’s a lot less trouble to cook Uncle 
Ben’s Rice. You can forget about 
the washing, rinsing and steam- 
ing that take extra time and re- 
quire extra utensils. 


B Vitamins Saved 


This is the product that The Read- 
er’s Digest called a “Revolution 
in Rice.” 

This is the product that the U. S. 
Army Quartermaster Corps took 


А TEAST К Я 
lored grains that cook white and fluffy every time. 
The grains stand apart — "Each grain salutes you.” Richer, fuller, nut-like flavor 
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control of during the war because 
of its high vitamin value and be- 
cause it kept better in any climate. 


This is the product that nutri- 
tionists have been enthusiastic 
about because our new patented 
process (exclusive with Uncle 
Ben’s) saves, in the rice kernel it- 
self, a high percentage of B vita- 
mins and other whole-grain 
properties that are largely lost in 
ordinary polished rice. 


Try this grand-tasting new rice 
—in your favorite rice dish—soon. 


Scientifically improved long-grain polished rice— 
vitamin permeated. The sunny-colored rice that cooks white. 


Uncle Bens RICE 


“Uncle Ben's” and “Converted” are trade-marks of CONVERTED RICE, INC. 


CONVERTED RICE, INC., Houston, Texas 


Copyright 1947, Converted Rice, Inc. 




















A dress for your five-year-old daughter takes 
much less material than a dress for you. 


But in body- building protein, her needs are 
crowding close to yours. Your doctor will tell you 
that complete protein, with ail the essential 
amino acids, is the foundation of your child’s 
growth pattern. 


Meat—which children like so much—is rich 
in this complete protein. Equally important, 
meat is highly digestible. When you give your 
children meat, mothers, you’re giving them the 
“building blocks” to help make full-grown, 
healthy bodies. 


AMERICAN MEAT INSTITUTE 
Headquarters, Chicago • Members throughout the U.S. 
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This Seal means that all nutri- 
By age 10 the protein needs of both boys and girls approximate those of pur Кова малае made one 
a grown man. From 12 to maturity, boys’ needs are higher than girls’ =| Fons дно Z fo ЖЕ Con EN Ae Ed 
both are above a grown man's. 'The protein of meat is of high qual ENNURIIN/Z ^ Nutrition of the American 
capable of meeting the protein needs of growth at every age level. ттт Medical Association. 


(Continued from Page 106) 
in one all-inclusive occasion, with the econ- 
omies and food saving that makes possible, 
instead of the string of varied parties so 
often given. It may be more fun too. 

Some may stop in for an hour or two be- 
fore dinner, and others may stay through 
the dinner hour and the evening. But with 
the food we’re planning you can be perfectly 
serene through it all. The work will be done 
ahead of time and you will be free to relax in 
the comforting knowledge that there is a 
variety of food and plenty of it to satisfy 
every kind of appetite. 

There will be a baked stuffed ham coated 
with a thick apricot glaze—and quite a 
production this is. Whether cut in paper- 
thin slices or in generous slabs, it is special. 
It looks pretty, too, and—no small item 
these days—it makes one ham stretch from 
here to there. The ham will be cold; not that 
it isn’t delicious hot, but for this party it’s 
more practical to serve it cold. And the won- 
derful things that can be done with what’s 
left over! Every drop of broth and sliver 
of ham can be used in one way or another. 

Oysters anchovy will be the hot dish, and 
I hope you'll keep this recipe on tap for a 
luncheon or late supper at some future date. 
It's a combination of cheese sauce, fillets of 
anchovy and oysters, very 
easy to make, can be done 
ahead of time and is super, 
Ithink and have been told. 
The anchovies sharpen the 
sauce, but their taste is 


Never argue at the dinner 

table, for the one who is 
not hungry always gets the 
best of the argument. 
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Chop the ham scraps left from boning 
into tiny pieces and mix them with 1 
pound ground fresh pork, 1 medium 
onion, finely chopped; 1 raw egg; 3 slices 
crumbled bread, no crusts; 4% cup water; 
% teaspoon salt; 4 teaspoon . freshly 
ground black pepper; % teaspoon ground 
cloves; 4% teaspoon ground cinnamon and 
a handful of seeded raisins. Mix thoroughly 
and sauté a little dab so that you can 
taste for seasoning. While the dab is cook- 
ing, wipe the ham inside and out with a 
damp cloth, insert your hand into the 
cavity and stretch in all directions to make 
the hole bigger. Add more seasoning to 
stuffing if needed, and stir in 1 cup seed- 
less green grapes. Fill cavity with stuffing 
and sew up open end. Now wrap the ham 
in parchment paper or the paper it came 
in, tie it up and put it, fat side up, in a 
baking pan that has a lid. Pour in 2 cups 
water, cover with lid and cook in a 300°F, 
oven, allowing 20 minutes a pound for a 
large and 25 minutes a pound for a 
medium-size ham. If it is not a processed 
ham, allow 30 minutes a pound. Add a 
little water from time to time to make 
steam and prevent browning. When cook- 
ing time is over, remove paper and any 
skin that has been left on and allow 
to cool to lukewarm. 





A note on leftovers: As soon as ham is 
removed from baking pan pour the highly 
concentrated broth that 
will be left into a large 
kettle, add ham bones 
and water, cover and cook 
3 or 4 hours. Strain into 
jars, cool, and store in 
freezing unit or refrigera- 


not dominant. In fact, —WHATELY, tor. When I cooked my 
several people who have ham I got three jars of 
eaten it here recently and es rich deliciousbroth which 


raved about it have said, 

“ But I thought I didn't like anchovies"—or 
words to that effect. Beside the oysters an- 
chovy we'll have croustades—bread baskets 
fried in deep fat—for those who want large 
servings, and strips of crisp buttered Melba 
toast for those who want to spread on just a 
little and eat it with the fingers. Thus it can 
be a main dish or a hot hors d'oeuvre, a per- 
fect double duty for this party. 

For another hot hors d'oeuvre, to be eaten 
with the fingers, a tempting stack of meat 
rolls in blankets will make a popular little 
number. Odds and ends of leftover meat 
and fowl come into their own in this recipe, 
and a fine thing that is. 

Salad, of course, and this time there will be 
three kinds, so that hors d'oeuvre or dinner 
appetites will be pleased. We'll have tiny 
molded vegetable salads with a slice of lobster 
tail, a shrimp or a slice of egg topping each to 
make them look pretty and different, small 
pickled beets hollowed into thin shells and 
filled with egg salad, and strips of beautiful 
avocado marinated in French dressing. There 
will be plenty of greens to garnish the salads, 
and mayonnaise for those who want it. 

Thin mustard-butter sandwiches, to.be 
eaten plain or with slivers of ham, and 
a tray of chocolate croutons, for a touch of 
sweets, complete the buffet. 

But we mustn't forget a real dessert for 
those who stay on, and this will be a holiday 
dessert—a Christmas fruit pudding. It will 
be as full of fruits and nuts as a fruitcake, but 
the base will be a delicate cornstarch pud- 
ding. A simple raspberry sauce can either 
surround the molded pudding or be served 
in a separate bowl. 

Now I'd better get going with these 
recipes, or space won't permit. I'll plan for 
twenty-fiveor thirty people. If a smaller num- 
ber is expected, the recipes are easy to cut. 


STUFFED HAM WITH 
APRICOT GLAZE 


Select a fine ham and ask your butcher to 
remove the shank and all the bones and 
sew up the shank end. Also ask him to give 
you the bones and scraps that accumulate 
during the boning process. The size of the 
ham should depend on the size of your 
crowd. My ham weighed 22 pounds, but, 
after all, it had to have its picture taken 
and I wanted a beautiful monster. Most 
hams we buy today have been processed 
for tenderness and needn't be soaked; but 
f your ham is home-cured it should stand 
l in cold water 5 or 6 hours before you pro- 
ceed with the next step. 


I used as the base for sev- 
eral terrific soup meals. Any leftover ham 
can be turned into ham jambalaya or 
croquettes. 


APRICOT GLAZE 


Soak overnight in cold water 4 pound 
dried apricots. Boil until puffy and tender 
anil strain through a fine sieve. Add 1 
tablespoon grated orange rind, 2 table- 
spoons lemon juice, 4 cup water and 43 
cup sugar, and cook over brisk heat for 5 
minutes, stirring constantly. Add 1 table- 
spoon cornstarch, dissolved in a little 
water, and continue cooking a minute or 
two. 

Put lukewarm ham in a shallow pan 
and carefully coat it with as much apricot 
glaze as will stick. Put it in a 400? F. oven 
until glaze has set. Don't let it brown. 
Take it out where you can see what you're 
doing, coat again with glaze and return 
to oven. Keep this up until all the glaze 
is used or until the ham is completely 
coated—except on the bottom. Don't try 
that. 

Cool and keep in refrigerator or other 
cold place until ready for use. The ham 
should be prepared a day or two days 
before the party. 








OYSTERS ANCHOVY 


Cut 1% pounds good sharp American 
cheese into small pieces. In a skillet heat 
to the sizzling point a piece of butter or 
margarine about the size of an egg; add 
3 pounds frozen oysters, or the same 
amount of fresh, let them cook un 
their edges curl. Strain oysters and me: 








ure juice. Add to the juice enough milk | 
to make 6 cups in all and heat this liquid. | 


In a saucepan or in the top of a double 
boiler melt 5 tablespoons butter or mar- 
garine and blend into it 6 tablespoons flour. 
Remove from heat and add hot liquid 
slowly, stirring constantly. Open 4 two- 
ounce cans fillets of anchovy.. Leaving the 
anchovies in the cans, strain off the liquid; 
let some cold water trickle gently in and 
strain that off. They need washing, but you 
can't be too rough about it or your ancho- 
vies will zo down the drain. Mash the 
fillets with a fork and add these and the 
cheese to the hot milk, and so on. Now 
cook over direct heat or in douhle boiler 
until cheese has melted and the sauce 
is thick and creamy. A double boiler is 
best for any cream sauce, but direct heat 
is perfectly safe if you don't forget to 
stir pretty constantly—and it's so much 
quicker. 

Add the oysters and let them cook a 
little. If they're going to give off any more 
juice, this is the time we want it. Blend 
2 tablespoons cornstarch with !4 cup milk 





gue 


2x 


PICK UP CARTONS 
IN THE STORES 














' EARLY SHOPPER GETS BEST 


EVERYDAY'S 


#“& 


Dr. Pepper is a gay, sparkling “goodie;” a tradition, 
for. festive times. Build up your reserve stock. Rely 
on this luscious, liquid lift for needed extra energy 
... for wholesome hospitality ... for grateful relief 
after any over-indulgence. Dr. Pepper! America’s 
good friend during work days, school days and espe- 
cially holidays. Drink-a-bite-to-eat at 10, 2 and 4 
o’clock or anytime you’re hungry, thirsty or tired. 


Kd vie 






"SIXES “TWEIVES 
AND 245 


TR ND A 


NOTE: Dr. Pepper availability in a few markets bas been 
delayed by continuing shortages. These will be opened by 
new, franchised Dr. Pepper bottling plants as rapidly as 
supplies will permit, 


“DARTS FOR DOUGH" 
NEW TIME—Thursday night, ABC Network 
9:30 EST 8:30 CST 7:30 MST 6:30 PST 
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range 


thats faster, сале... 





easier to cook with... 


fully automatic ? 


LIGHTS WITHOUT MATCHES. 
Top-burners, oven, broiler 
— everything turns on 


automatically . . . instantly! 


BROILS WITHOUT SMOKING. 
Luscious red meat flavor 
sealed in as only the quick, 


clean, live Gas flame can doit! 


COOKS WITHOUT A LOOK. Auto- 
matic clock control turns Gas on 
and off... 
oven meals with no watching! 


cooks complete 


FOR THE VERY FINEST in modern automatic cooking appliances, look 

for the "CP" seal. It's on this super-modern TAPPAN Gas range and 

on dozens of other models — all built to "CP" standards. See these 
stunning new ranges at your local Gas Company or Gas appliance dealer's. 
There'll be one that's just perfect for your "New Freedom Gas Kitchen." 


AMERICAN GAS ASSOCIATION, 420 Lexington Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 
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and add a little of this at a time until the 
sauce is thick enough to be spooned onto 
a piece of Melba toast and stay there. You 
may or may not need all the cornstarch, 
and if you use it all and the sauce seems 
a little thick, add a few tablespoons milk 
until the right consistency is reached. Add 
several good dashes Tabasco sauce, taste 
and add more if needed. Oysters anchovy 
can be made hours ahead of time and re- 
heated before serving. If there’s any left 
after the party, bake it the next day in 
scallop shells, ramekins or a casserole, 
with a thick coating of homemade bread 
crumbs on top. 


CROUSTADES 


These are simply baskets carved out of 
a hunk of bread. Cut the bread in slabs 
2 inches thick. Starting with the bottom 
of the basket up, cut the crusts off the four 
sides in slices slanting outward, leaving 
about a 2-inch square for the bottom and 
letting the top be as big as the slice of 
bread without its crust. Now turn it 
over and carve out the 
inside. Have your 
knife razor-sharp— 
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AVOCADO 

Peel several large ripe avocados, cut in half, 
remove stone and at once sprinkle entire 
surface, inside and out, with lemon juice. 
Marinate in French dressing that has a 
good strong garlic taste, and when you are 
ready to arrange the salad trays cut the 
avocados into slender strips. 


The arrangement of the salads will de- 
pend on the sizes and shapes of your serving 
dishes. The three varieties can each have its 
separate tray, or there can be an assortment 
of all three on as many trays as you like. 
Or, if you happen to have one, a large Lazy 
Susan laden with the salads will look gay. 
Garnish with plenty of crisp greens and 
serve with a bowl of mayonnaise. 


MEAT ROLLS IN BLANKETS 
Put leftover scraps of any kind of meat or 
fowl, or both, through the finest blade of 
the food chopper twice. Measure, add 4 
the quantity of liverwurst and grind all 
together; 3 cups in all 
should make enough 
rolls for this party. 


and (I never thought 
of it until this min- 
ute) a one-edged razor 
blade would be per- 
fect for this job. Don’t 
make the shell too 
thin—!4 inch is about 
right. Fry them in 
deep fat and be sure 
the inside as well as 
the outside gets 
brown. It’s easy and 
very quick. They can 
be cut the day before 
and fried several hours 
before the party. Keep 
them hot in a very low 
oven or on an electric 
hot plate. There will 
be a lot of bread and 
crusts left over after 
this operation. Put 
them on a cooky sheet 
ina very slow oven and 
when they are com- 
pletely dry grind 
them. They'll keep a 
long time and their 
uses are infinite. 


MELBA TOAST 


FIRST WOMAN 
TELEPHONE OPERATOR 


> Probably of all the pursuits in 
which women are engaged, the 
most familiar is the telephone oper- 
ator whose unruffled "Number, 
please" has just about cornered the 
175,000 jobs at the nation’s switch- 
boards. How it is that women hold 
these jobs to the exclusion of men 
dates back to the time when males 
were the operators, and each time 
you lifted the hook a booming voice 
asked you what you wanted—in no 
uncertain terms. Or at least it did 
until masculine operators started 
inviting complainers to fight it out 
at the corner saloon. At this point a 
cool and collected young lady named 
Emma N. Nutt was signed up in 
1878 by Boston’s Washington Street 
telephone exchange as the feminine 
first at a switchboard. Higher-ups 
in the phone business, it seems, had 
come upon an ageless discovery. 
Women, they had to admit, were 
politer than men. 

—JUDITH CHASE CHURCHILL. 


Add a good hunk of 
butter or margarine 
and season highly 
with salt, black pep- 
per, cayenne, .grated 
garlic, Worcestershire 
sauce and catchup. 
High seasoning is im- 
portant, but it's dif- 
ficult to give exact 
measurements. For 
instance, thelast time 
I made meat rolls in 
blankets I used, in 
addition to the liver- 
wurst, leftover turkey, 
leg of lamb and 
steak—and all three 
had been seasoned dif- 
ferently when they 
were cooked the first 
time. Do alot of tast- 
ing and adding. 

Roll pie dough a 
little thinner than for 
a pie and cut into 
long strips about 4 
inches wide. Make a 
finger-size roll of meat 
a little less than 4 
inches long, place it at 





Make this in the usu- 
al way, but spread it 
with a little butter or margarine and let 
it dry out in the oven. 


MOLDED VEGETABLE SALADS 


Chop pimientos, green peppers, onions, cel- 
ery and cucumbers(no seeds) to make 6 cups 
in all. Since these are to be small molds, 
the vegetablés should be chopped very fine. 

Soak 4 envelopes unflavored gelatin in 
М cup cold water. Add 2% cups boiling 
water and М cup sugar and stir until gela- 
tin has dissolved. Add 1 cup vinegar, 1% 
teaspoons salt and the juice of 1 lemon and 
stir again. When the mixture is cold but 
not set, stir in the vegetables. 

Now to molds. Almost anything that is 
small and will turn out will do. I use demi- 
tasses and some tiny eggcups I bought years 
ago in a ten-cent store. Neither was in- 
tended to mold a vegetable salad, but they 
do a fine job of it. Wet the molds and put a 
shrimp, a slice of egg or a slice of lobster 
tail in the bottom of each and spoon in the 
vegetable-and-gelatin mixture, which 
should have begun to thicken. Make the 
day before and store in refrigerator. 


FILLED BEETS 


Get small canned beets and hollow out the 
insides with a ball vegetable cutter. This 
is no trick to do, and keep digging until 
the shell is fairly thin. Cover the shells 
with some of the beet juice and vinegar, 
water, salt and sugar to taste. À mild 
sweet-sour pickle flavor is what we want. 
Do this a day or two ahead of time. (Save 
the trimmings and the rest of the beet 
juice for borsch.) 

Hard-cook some eggs, allowing М egg for 
each beet to be stuffed. Chop very fine and 
add chopped chives or parsley, allowing 4 
teaspoon for each egg. Bind together with 
mayonnaise and season to taste with salt, 
freshly ground pepper, mustard, grated 
onion and a little sugar. Drain the beet 
shells and fill them with the egg mixture, 
piling it high. All preparations can be done 
ahead of time, but the beets should be 
filled reasonably near the last minute. 








the end of a strip of 
dough and roll until 
meat is completely enclosed. Cut the dough 
and seal the roll with raw egg white. Con- 
tinueuntil you have used pastry and meat. 
Place rolls on cooky sheets, brush lightly 
with beaten egg yolk and bake in a hot 
oven, 450°F., until brown—12 to 15 minutes. 
The rolls can be prepared for baking the 
day before and kept in the refrigerator. 


MUSTARD-BUTTER 
SANDWICHES 


Cream together 2 parts butter or marga- 
rine to l part cream cheese and add enough 
prepared mustard to give a decidedly 
snappy taste. Bahamian mustard is best, I 
think, but use less of it than of other vari- 
eties because it's scorching hot. Slice bread 
very thin; remove crusts; make small 
sandwiches, using the mustard-butter 
spread. 


CHOCOLATE CROUTONS 


Cut fairly thick slices of white bread into 
strips, tiny disks, stars—whatever shape 
you like. Fry these very slowly in butter 
or margarine until golden brown on both 
sides, transfer to cooky sheets and dry 
thoroughly in a slow oven. When cold, dip 
in melted chocolate until completely 
coated and place on wax paper to dry. I 
like 4 sweet to 4 unsweetened chocolate 
for the coating, but follow your own taste. 
Before the coating operation begins, better 
try one for crispness, but don’t eat them all. 
They’re even better with the chocolate on. 
Make plenty. They go faster than cookies 
or candy—at least in my house they do. 


CHRISTMAS FRUIT PUDDI 


This recipe will fill a 3-quart mold which 
can be any shape you like. More on the 
mold subject later. 

Cut, as for fruitcake, 2 cups pitted dates, 
1 cup candied cherries, 1 cup figs, 1 cup can- 
died pineapple, 4 cup citron and cup can- 
died grapefruit peel. Mix with the fruit 24 
cups toasted English walnut and pecan 
meats, broken into fairly small pieces. 

(Continued on Page 112) 
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y? lb. seedless raisins 

гу Ib. dates, finely cut 

1 1Vlbs. assorted finely cut 
candied citron, lemon 
and orange peel, pine- 
apple and cherries 

Weigh and prepa 

Cream shortening; add sugar; cre 

1 cup of dry ing! its; 

juice; mix well. 1 

well-greased loaf pans, li 


hours, depending upon size. 
aking; remove during las 


1 tsp- baking 
1 tsp. salt 


cups in cup-cake pans in slow oven 
(300°F-) about ! hour. Remove- 
Brush tops with egg whi i 
with candied cherries, 


monds or citron: Return to oven, bake 
|. Serve in 


15 minutes longer. Cool- 
_ fresh paper CUPS: Makes about 24. 


1 tsp- cinnamon 
у tsp. each al 
cloves and nutmeg 


re fruit. Dredge with V2 cup o 
smiti 


1 €: shortening 


2% c. sifted all-purpose flour 
powder у c. brown sugar 


1 c. KARO Syrup, 
Red or Blue Label 

4 eggs, well-beaten 

у c. orange juice 


f the sifted dry ingredients. 
dd 


Add KARO; mix well. 
; beat well. Add orange 


\ѕрісе, 


during Б 
well in advance. Wrap and store.) Makes 5 pounds. 
Petite Fruit Cakes: Use V2 Fruit Steamed Pudding: Use Fruit Coke 
Coke recipe. Add Y2 cup chopped nut recipe. Omit fruit, substitute У poun! 
meats with fruit. Bake in fluted paper each seedless raisins, choppe ried 
figs, finely cut dates an candied 
i ed 2-quart pud- 


individual molds. Cover 
hours for large 


mold; 1 hour for sma 
heat for serving by steaming hour.) 
Makes 1 large oF 20 individual. 
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... THREE REASONS WHY WOMEN CHOOSE CUT-RITE : 


y Зри К. 
Es 


йа” 





WAXED ALL THE 
WAY THROUGH TO 
KEEP FLAVOR Ii 


DOESN'T TEAR OR 
SPLIT МО WASTE f 





Cut-Rite is so pliable it twists and folds 
without tearing or splitting. Wonderful 
for school lunches. Wet foods don't soak 
through. All foods stay fresher. Wrap 
small things small in Cut-Rite to tuck 
in corners . . . saves space in lunch box 
or icebox! 


Give your family leftovers that taste 
first-serving delicious! Quick, wrap that 
good piece of roast . . . those few string 
beans...in extra-heavy Cut-Rite. 
Cut-Rite isn't just surface waxed . . . it's 
waxed through and through to keep 
air out, fresh flavor in. 





TEARS OFF QUICK AND CLEAN 


So convenient and easy to handle. Cut-Rite's famous cutting edge tears evenly. 
No mess, no wasted paper. Keep Cut-Rite handy! A Scott Paper Product. 


More women use Cut Rite than any other Wax Paper ! 








LADIES' HOME JOURNAL 


(Continued from Page 110) 

Heat 6 cups milk, stir in 4 cup sugar 
and add slowly, stirring constantly, 1 cup 
cornstarch blended with 1 cup cold milk. 
Cook in double boiler until thick and add 
2 tablespoons vanilla and 2 envelopes 
gelatin softened in a little cold milk. Put 
214 cups of this pudding in the top of a 
double boiler and mix the rest with the 
fruit and nuts. 

To the pudding in the double boiler 
add 4 well-beaten egg yolks and 1 envelope 
unflavored gelatin softened in 4 cup cold 
milk and cook 1 minute, stirring con- 
stantly. Remove from heat and allow to 
cool. 

The plain pudding will make a golden 
top for the fruit-and-nut pudding. If a 
flat-bottomed mold is used, square, oblong 
or round, the procedure is quite simple. 
Wet the mold, pour in the golden pudding 
and chill until almost set. Spoon in the 
rest of the pudding, which should be cool 
but not set, and pack it carefully to avoid 
air pockets. When it is turned out, deco- 
rate the sides of the golden top with a rim 
of green and red maraschino cherries— 
decorate the top, too, if you like. To make 
the cherries stick, dip them in boiling 
water before you insert them into the 
pudding. 

A melon mold will make a gorgeous 
pudding, and if you’re an ambitious cook 
and don’t mind the extra work, here’s 
how. First chill the mold in a pan of ice 
and water. Now turn the mold on one side 
so that the water touches but doesn’t enter 
it, spoon in a little of the golden mixture 
and rock the mold to make the mixture 
spread. Have a spatula handy to help 
with the spreading. When one area is 
nicely coated, hold the mold still in the 
ice water until the pudding is set and 
then begin on adjacent territory. Coat 
the sides first—the bottom is a cinch, as 
you will see. No great skill is required, 


December, 1947 


but patience, yes. Half an hour of pa- 
tience it takes me, but the result is gratify- 
ing—you have a golden coating all over 
the pudding. 


RASPBERRY SAUCE 

Thaw 3 packages frozen raspberries and 
press through a fine sieve, extracting all 
the juice and as much pulp as possible. 
Add to this the juice of l orange, the grated 
rind of М orange and 3 tablespoons sugar. 
Bring to a boil and stir in 2 tablespoons 
cornstarch blended with a little cold water 
(or, if you wish, brandy). Serve very cold 
around the mold or in a bowl. 


Service. Yardage of wordage! I'll have to 
step lively through this department, but 
service is really so easy. The food is set out 
attractively and everyone helps himself 
when and how he pleases. What could be 
simpler? Except for replenishing dishes and 
occasionally whisking away used plates, 
there’s nothing for you to do but be charm- 
ing and have fun. Keeping:the hot food hot 
is the one problem, but that’s easily solved. 
Heating devices are to be found these days— 
I don't mean the supply is abundant; I 
wish I did, but there is sucha variety of them. 
Chafing dishes, of course—and they're hard 
to beat for the oysters anchovy—but there 
are electric hot plates, pottery dishes in metal 
containers with electric heating units con- 
trolled so that food will stay hot without 
continuing to cook, and all sorts of attrac- 
tive table stoves or heaters that use solid 
alcohol for fuel. Also there's the familiar little 
solid alcohol stove—most practical and very 
inexpensive. So we can all provide gadgets 
for keeping food hot at the table. 

A warm heart, too, with all this good 
food—that’s what it takes to make your 
holiday open house a huge success. 


HELP: 


(Continued from Page 56) 


OVERSEAS AID—U. N. APPEAL FOR 
CHILDREN 

39 Broadway, 

New York 6, N. Y. 


А check or money order sent to this address 


'and marked UNAC will help to feed and 


clothe European children. 

` If youwishtomakeup your own food pack- 
ages, the following agencies will distribute 
them to the country of your choice in Europe 
or Asia. Money gifts are also welcome. Do 
not ship food and clothing packages directly 
to these addresses. Write the agencies the 
amount and nature of your contribution. 
They will send you the address of a ware- 
house. 


THE CHURCH WORLD SERVICE 
37 East 38th St. 
New York 16, New York 


LUTHERAN WORLD RELIEF 
231 Madison Avenue 
New York 16, New York 


UNITARIAN SERVICE COMMITTEE 
9 Park St. 
Boston 8, Mass. 


Young Mother with 
Who? The International Chil- 


dren’s Emergency Fund is the 
United Nation's answer to the 
needs of 20,000,000 half-starved 
infants, children, pregnant and 
nursing mothers. The Children’s 
Fund is the only international 
governmental organization in ex- 
istence which is providing aid on 
the sheer basis of need, regardless 
of politics, race or religion. 


Hou 7 Assets of the Fund con- 
sist of contributions from govern- 
ments, organizations and individ- 
uals, plus the residual funds of 





THE AMERICAN FRIENDS SERVICE 
COMMITTEE 

20 South 12th St. 

Philadelphia 7, Pa. 


THE AMERICAN JEWISH JOINT 
DISTRIBUTION COMMITTEE 
270 Madison Avenue 

New York 17, New York 


War RELIEF SERVICES— NATIONAL 
CATHOLIC WELFARE CONFERENCE 
350 Fifth Avenue 

New York 1, New York 


SAVE THE CHILDREN FEDERATION 
1 Madison Avenue 
New York 10, New York 


In addition to the above there are more than 
50 other agencies working in single countries 
or in special relief fields. For information re- 
garding programs you may have heard of, 
write: The Advisory Committee on Volun- 
tary Foreign Aid, 1778 Pennsylvania Avenue, 
Washington 25, D. C., or The National 
Information Bureau, 205 East 42nd Street, 
New York, New York. THE END 


20,000,000 Children 


UNRRA. At present, the Fund has 
about $31,000,000. This amount is 
woefully insufficient to help to 
maintain even the present level 
of child care in Europe and the 
Far East. 


When? The need is NOW. 


Allocations already made provide 
some aid for approximately 3,705,- 
000 children and nursing mothers 
in thirteen European countries. A 
drive for additional funds is now 
being conducted through UNAC. 
You will have a chance to support 
this campaign in your community. 
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DECK THE TREE WITH IM MAGIC 

GIFTS THAT PLEASE і ЖМ Waffle Baker — Handsome? 

GOTH YOUNG AND OLD, Yes, indeed! Makes handsome 

waffles, too, extra big, in any one of 

CSE ACLS ay three shades. Signal light goes off 
AND GIFTS THAT PROMISE when waffle is ready. 


BETTER LIVING ... JOY UNTOLO/ 












Hostess Gown, Courtesy of Hattie Carnegie 





Save your gayest wrappings for these W&M- gifts! You're giving MORE than 
handsome appliances... you're giving MAGIC! Magic hands to do a hundred 
tiring chores. Magic moments of leisure saved from tedious tasks. Magic aid for 
entertaining, for everyday good living. And while you tie the bright ribbons, make 
а wish . . . that someone will make YOURS a magical Christmas, with -M~ gifts! 





ТЕМ Speed Iron—All new. Air-cooled 


a-timer." Adjustor gives you seven toast top can’t burn fingers; MagiKurve for 
shades. Quick—no preheating wait. Quiet neckbands, armholes; illuminated ‘‘radio- 
—no ticking! Removable crumb tray, too. type" fabric dial; swivel-type cord. 


“HM Speed Mix—Speed control has M~ Corn Popper—You don't lift a 


101 speeds! Revolving turntable, push- finger to stir or shake the corn. Watch it 
button beater release, two bowls, juicer. pop through clear glass top. Beautiful 
Whips, stirs, extracts juice, mixes, beats. aluminum base. Measuring cup for oil, too! 


HEM. Liquidizer—Star Performer for Kitchen or Bar! Mixes, purees, 
chops, grinds, grates, even shaves ice! Flick the two-speed switch— 
it does the rest. Baked enamel and sturdy glass. A magic gift! 


KNAPP-MONARCH CO. - St. Louis 16, Missouri 


FOR MODERN MAGIC 
Look for the M~ Genie 


Knapp-Monarch Co. also manufac- 
tures Knapp Shavers, Jack Frost Fans, 
Therm-A-Jugs, Sparklets, Magik Mist. 
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GIVE ME A NOBLE WOLF 


(Continued from Page 38) 


where it is entirely unnecessary. A high- 
school friend, daring enough to wear a skirt, 
was ostracized by all the blue-jeaned girls 
in school. But the boys went for her like 
camels sighting an oasis. 

When foreigners visit America they are 
immediately impressed by the beauty of 
American women. Europeans may criticize 
everything else American, including the 
sometimes bad manners of American men, 
but they generally concede that American 
women are the world’s loveliest. Ziegfeld 
and Goldwyn have glorified them, novelists 
have extolled them, G. I.’s have roamed the 
world bragging about them. Despite the 
kidding, the American man thinks well of the 
American woman and treats her with more 
courtesy than is accorded women anywhere 
else in the world. Most men want women to 
have all the equality they can get. 

What men can’t understand is why women 
are willing to settle for mere imitation of 
men, rather than demanding true equality in 
feminine terms. Why hide your light of 
feminine beauty under the bushel of rough 
masculinity? Women could do no better 
than to follow Rita Hayworth’s advice: 
* After all, a girl's job is to be a girl. It’s 
nice to be told you're successful at it.” 





There is no denying that men do attach 
great importance to good looks. If you're 
pretty your chances are in- 
finitely better—at thestart. 

However, men are sym- 
pathetic toward the girl 
who makes herself reason- 
ably attractive. Men do 
not share the female notion 
that looks are predeter- 
mined. A man may not 
overlook homeliness to 
search for deeper qualities; 
he may not even sympa- 
thize; he merely wonders 
why she doesn’t make her- 


for a crown. 


difficult to 


The best things are the 

most common. 
purchase the mind of Pascal 
Pleasures even 
cheaper are sold to those who 
give themselves up to them. 
It is only luxuries and objects 
of caprice that are rare and 
obtain; 
tunately, they are the only 
things that touch the curios- 
ity and taste of ordinary men. 


One criterion of character is your ability 
to steer clear of petty jealousies. Right or 
wrong, men believe that women do not get 
along as well with women as men do with 
men. A girl once told me that all members of 
her bridge club tried to arrive at the same 
time so that early arrivals wouldn't gossip 
about those who came later. Men are ex- 
tremely irritated by women's criticisms of 
one another. 

The other night I had dinner with a lovely 
airline hostess and an old friend of mine who 
is an Army captain. He was greatly im- 
pressed and I expected him to give her a 
rush. But about halfway through the meal 
the girl began making catty remarks about 
our waitress. Instantly the captain's atti- 
tude toward the cute airline girl changed. 
He was through with her. 

Moses gave us the first ten. If you want to 
get along with men, the eleventh command- 
ment is: Don't make carping remarks about 
other women. 


Мотніхс will ruin a girl's chances so effec- 
tively as proficiency at masculine athletics. 
Men may like to see the girls play profes- 
sional hard ball, but find them as individuals 
too rugged. 

But it is desirable that, in addition to 
dancing, a girl be proficient at some form of 
feminine athletics (tennis, golf, swimming, 
skating, and so on). Such 
ability will reward a girl 
not only with fun and 
companionship but with 
better posture, grace, a 
good figure, a pleasing 
walk. It isn't a matter of 
life and death, but with- 
out such proficiency a girl 
is likely to lack a balanced 
personality. A man can 
pick out the athletic girl in 
a crowd by her physical 
confidence. Star swimmers 


You can 


unfor- 


self good-looking. Models" —VAUVENARGUES. — have perfect figures. 
agents, casting directors, . 
beauticians and others AA “The trouble with me," 


whose interest is more than 

amateur agree that any woman can be lovely 
if she wishes. Many movie stars were not 
born beautiful. If a girl is willing to sub- 
mit to the standard disciplines of diet, sleep, 
exercise, and applies good. judgment along 
with her make-up, she can be appealing. 
And men have special admiration for the plain 
girl who makes herself attractive. 


Don’t argue with the man who tells you 
you’re beautiful when you think yourself 
plain; don’t imagine he’s flattering. You 
may be lovely because you’re pleasant. No 
matter what a girl starts with, she can be 
attractive if she makes the most of her pos- 
sibilities, if she attends to her attitudes as well 
as to her face. 

It is best, in the man’s view, for a girl to 
accentuate her natural assets. Men are 
suspicious of extremely heavy make-up, as 
they are of such eccentricities as green nail 
polish. Provided it isn’t overdone, however, 
men do like the glamour-girl appearance. 

Compared with women, all men are dopes 
when it comes to romance, and sometimes 
need a jolt to wake them up. Suppose you’ve 
done everything in your power to make the 
most of appearance, and the man you desire 
still doesn’t react. One method works equally 
well on all types, from plumbers to profes- 
sors: Make a not-too-subtle play for him for 
several weeks. Then overnight assume an 
attitude of complete indifference. This blow 
to the male ego is more than any man can 
stand, and he’ll soon come round with his 
tongue hanging out. 

Your looks will arouse a man’s interest, 
but it will take more than looks to put you 
over. Women regard men as hopeless simple- 
tons who require only a pretty face and 
figure. This is contradicted by statistics 
which show that college men prefer character 
to looks. In the girl he intends to marry, a 
man wants attractiveness plus. 


said the career girl, “is 
that I'm too intelligent to appeal to men." 
She echoed the common notion that while 
men love beauty in a woman, they are 
allergic to brains. This “beautiful but dumb" 
idea is a myth. Beauty and brains go to- 
gether. Compare the lookers in your high- 
school or college classes with their grades. 
Intelligence confers upon a girl a beauty 
more striking than that of the dumb Dora. 
Statistics indicate that the more education 
a girl has, the better her chances for happy 
marriage. Fewer high-school graduates are 
divorced than eighth-grade graduates; fewer 
college women than high-school graduates. 

The reason the career girl, and others like 
her, fails to appeal to men is not that she is 
too intelligent, but that she has abandoned 
those feminine qualities which men place first. 

It is strange but true that the intellectual 
woman often becomes stiff, snobbish, un- 
sympathetic, intolerant. Several men may 
be miles apart in their views, yet remain 
good friends. Intellectual women who fail 
to agree consider it a personal affront, and 
often lose their tempers even on radio 
forums. 

The real woman, the well-balanced woman, 
no matter how brilliant, doesn't appear in- 
tellectual. Her feminine qualities outshine 
everything else. Ingrid Bergman, a man's 
favorite, has an amazing knowledge of 
foreign affairs, reads a complete novel in a 
few hours, and speaks eight languages. But 
when one meets Ingrid one is conscious only 
of her warmth, radiance, gaiety. She stops 
to talk to the studio cop, plays poker with 
the truck drivers, likes to tell funny stories. 
She's human and feminine. So is Annalee 
Jacoby. So is Anita Colby, one of the most 
brilliant as well as beautiful women in 
Hollywood. 


Now to come to the $64 question: Is it 
true that the idealistic girl will simply never 








DEEP-SEA 
DAVE SAYS 









RECIPE—Shape into fat little 
cakes and fry until golden brown. 
Coddies are a delicious combina- 
tion of choice fish caught off the 
Atlantic Coast and carefully se- 
lected potatoes. 





You're setting 


your course 
for good 
eating when 


you serve 


CODDIES 


Other Famous Davis Brothers Seafoods 
TALL MACKEREL— Marvelousl 


fresh and tasty—creamed 
or for salads . . . a broiled thrill. 
FLAKED FISH— For appetizing 
cocktails, creamed fish, salads 
and other dishes. 
MACKEREL FILLETS—A grand 
н taste thrill—boiled, 
broiled or baked. 


Ask for these deep- 
sea favorites at good 
food stores. 


The Tupman ThurlowCo., Inc. - Sole Selling Agents for U.S. A.-155 East 44th St., New York 17, N.Y. 





“Stea-m-boat а-сотіп'!” Glad news for folks of Mississippi steamboat 
days, eager for fresh supplies of golden New Orleans molasses 

















of real New Orleans molasses 


Your fine homemade gingerbread, mo- 
lasses cakes and cookies have a special 
golden richness when you make them 
with Brer Rabbit Molasses. 

Brer Rabbit’s unique flavor comes 
from the freshly crushed sugar cane 
that grows as nowhere else on the fertile 











Rich in Iron—needed 
for good red blood! 


FREE! New, quick, easy 
molasses dessert recipes. 
Also 52-page cook book; 
116 recipes; washable 
cover. 


Name. 


Address. 


Paste on postcard and mail to: Brer Rabbit, 
c/o Penick & Ford, New Orleans 7, La., Dept. J12-7 


plantations down around New Orleans. 
With this golden liquid, you are sure of 
true, natural molasses flavor for your 
gingerbread, cakes and cookies. 

Two Favors: Gold Label—light, 
mild-flavored molasses; Green Label— 
dark, full-flavored molasses. 


BRER RABBIT New Orleans MOLASSES 
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Zone. 
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Unequalled in rich, 
satin creaminess. 
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get anywhere with men? Physicians, psy- 
chologists, sociologists, advisers to the love- 
lorn, and parents all reassure her that men 
don’t require a girl who necks. Too often 
this is belied by experience: without necking 
she seems to go short on dates. Confusion 
and double talk are the rule. Most girls 
flounder around until marriage legitimizes 
everything. The girl not yet in love, who 
wants dates for companionship, might para- 
phrase Shakespeare: "To neck or not to 
neck, that’s the question." Leave us abandon 
fairy tales and talk plain English. 

Remember that the sailor on shore leave 
might want someone far different from the 
girl he hopes to marry. It is a fact that even 
wolves despise the promiscuous girl, laugh 
about her behind her back. Since the cheap 
girl has countless dates with men whom she 
doesn't respect, and who she knows don't re- 
spect her, she is never sure she can attract a 
man on the right level, for herself alone. The 
result is an inferiority complex; it is axio- 
matic that the promiscuous girl has little 
character. But even the wolf desires charac- 
ter in the girl he settles down with. 

Most of the confusion results from varying 
definitions of chastity. 

Although men like the clean-cut girl, they 
resent the appearance of coldness, weakness, 
selfishness, which they rightly suspect is not 
true chastity. They are repelled by the girl 
who reeks of “touch me not," insulted by the 
girl who acts always as if the man were going 
to make a pass at her even when he obviously 
has no intention of doing so. 

Men are also disgusted with the girl who 
talks about the purity of her own habits, 
who criticizes the morals of others. Such a 
girl will complain men don’t like her be- 
cause she’s pure; the real 
reason will be her catti- 
ness. You can be as ideal- 
istic as you wish. But don’t 
criticize those who aren't. 

What, then, is the se- 

Analyze the techniques dollars. 
of the most attractive 
women in real life, in 
books, plays, the cinema. 
Summarize the conversations of men, the 
reports of psychologists. You can draw one 
conclusion: men like neither the priggish 
nor the promiscuous girl. What they really 
like is an idealistic wolf. 

A girl can be as pure as she pleases. She 
need only remember that there are thou- 
sands of gestures still available, and use them. 
The result is the beauty, sparkle, charm and 
warm friendliness which sets a man walking 
on air. Such a girl is confident of herself, for 
she is living up to her highest ideals, yet 
completely at ease with men. 


Охе well-known Powers model, a girl of 
twenty-six, is the perfect example. She 
greets a date warmly with both hands, and 
takes him by the arm into the living room, 
where, although she neither smokes nor 
drinks, she has the smokes and drinks set 
out for those who do. She has a vital interest 
in the man, his ambitions, his triumphs. 
Supplying a few words here and there, she 
becomes the perfect conversationalist by be- 
ing a good listener. She makes every man 
feel like a long-lost friend; on the street she 
takes his arm in a way to make him feel a 
prince. She doesn’t mind kidding about her 
Southern accent or crazy hats. She likes 
concerts, good books, swimming, and Bugs 
Bunny cartoons. She’s companionable; she 
likes the man’s friends. She can make it clear 
that the association is just a friendship, yet 
be warm and congenial. Yet, if her date 
hesitated to kiss her good night, she might 
gently kiss him. 

This is the type song writers dream about; 
it's no wonder she's always booked up. Men 
like a girl they can show off. They prefer a 
chaste wolf to a real one, not as a matter of 
morals, but because of the “class,” the dis- 
tinction, radiance, personality, “extra some- 
thing" of such a girl. 

When Ingrid Bergman visited the boys in 
Alaska, they said, “Ingrid has brought us as 
close to heaven as we'll ever get short of 
peace." Miss Bergman is noble-minded, but 


' Money doesn't always bring 

happiness. A man with ten 
million dollars is no happier 
cret? than a man with nine million 
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uses all the resources within idealism for easy 
association with men. 

The more idealistic a girl, the more con- 
fident, for she is doing nothing to violate her 
better judgment. She need only explore the 
unlimited resources within good taste which 
she's previously overlooked. Thus she will 
open up a whole new world of friendships with 
men. 

Recently a beautiful brunette passed up 
the empty seats in the streamliner and sat 
down opposite my friend and me. After a 
while she tossed her head back and smiled. 
We laughed and got into conversation. She 
told us about her visit home, her work 
(radio actress), and gave us a good-humored 
bawling out for being single during a surplus 
of women. We got on famously, and were 
sorry when she left. This girl was not a 
pickup, but a noble wolf. Using the re- 
sources most women neglect, she enjoyed 
herself (as we did!) rather than sit alone at 
the other end of the car. 


There are many ways a girl may stay 
within bounds—that is, be a wolf without 
being one. No matter what her relationship 
with a man, she can, relatively speaking, let 
herself go: straighten his tie; place a flower 
in his buttonhole; light his cigarette. 

But more than anything the girl actually 
does, it is an attitude, clean-cut, yet “in the 
know,” completely at ease in the presence of 
men. Maybe the right smile. Maybe the 
nurse registering mock disappointment be- 
cause his pulse didn’t go up when she held his 
hand; or joking that she kissed all new 
patients good night. Little things swing the 
deal. The only thing a woman gets out of 
chasing a man is a headache; but you must 
provide every opportunity 
for him to chase you. It 
is a question of using, or 
accepting from the man, 
all the gestures which are 
in good taste. 

But most women who 
want to be idealistic erect 
all sorts of foolish bar- 


—ANON. 


riers to shut themselves off 


from wholesome contacts. 
By using all the legitimate methods, by 
being a clean-cut wolf, you can be infi- 
nitely more successful than a real one, and 
yet be happy in living up to your highest 
ideals. 

Either sex attracts what it deserves; men 
seldom get off the beam with a girl obviously 
not the type. Suppose they do. “How,” you 
ask, “can I ward off unwanted advances and 
yet appear attractive?" 

Men only resent ill temper and prudish- 
ness. Cancelhis passes with gracious gestures 
which boost his ego, and you appear the 
more wonderful. Stick a cigarette in his 
mouth, and light it for him; or let him light 
yours, and blow smoke in his face. Link 
arms. Flatter him. Tease him about being 
a ladies’ man. Men want whatever they 
haven't got; they like a girl who isn't an easy 
mark. 

Deepest in every man's heart is the 
desire to be a Somebody. Make him feel he's 
Mr. Importance and he'll forget you denied 
his passes. 

In love and marriage the formula for suc- 
cess with men is the same: unlimited gener- 
osity within the boundsof unlimited idealism. 

If you fail with men il is never because you 
are loo idealistic or intelligent, but always be- 
cause you are too masculine or have not made 
the most of your appearance or of your per- 
sonality. 

One of the great secrets of success with 
men is to pick your type. Most women waste 
the best years with men who are not the most 
ideal, but most available. Don’t pass up 
good bets simply because they don’t go to 
your school, office or club. When you meet 
an unusually appealing man, go to work on 
him. But never tell a man either before or 
after marriage that he hasn’t had competi- 
tion. A man desires a girl much more if-he 
imagines other men want her. 

To sum up: 1—Be self-reliant and inde- 
pendent, but feminine; 2—Set high standards 
for yourself, if you wish, but don’t criticize 
others; 3—Be a noble wolf! THE END 


You Never Tasted 
BETTER COFFEE! 


Bubbling brings out the richer, 
more delicious flavor of coffee. 
Vaculator bubbles coffee 
. never boils it, 
gives you. perfect 
coffee always. 
What better 
Christmas gift 
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for year ’round 
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THE GRIDES MISTAKE 


MERRY MAKING 


(Continued from Page 69) 


of gladness. I’m having fun—in a quiet and 
refined way. Writing, addressing, counting, 
checking off, stamping the beauties. Into 
the mail slot with them. My annual Christ- 
mas-card stint is easy. And of the making 
of Christmas cakes,and cookies I never tire. 


You're making cakes and cookies 
too? Start early. Give yourself plenty of 
time. Get everything set beforehand. Re- 
quire absolute obedience from all helpers. 
Get all the helpers you can muster. Then go 
to it. To help, encourage, cheer you on and 
wish you luck, here is a complete—well, 
pretty complete, glossary, catalogue or com- 
pendium (how I’ve waited to use that word) 
of Christmas sweetmeats. And if you can 
look at the pictures and not hie to the store, 
the storeroom and the kitchen and get things 
going, you're a stronger character than I am. 
Don't be. Throw resistance to the winter 
winds and have fun—merry making. And 
once more, from me to you, each and all, the 
best, the whitest, the trimmingest Christmas 
of all your lives. Maybe I'll send you a card! 

Your 
ANNIE 


Let's Start With Cookies 


MINCEMEAT REFRIGERATOR 
COOKIES { 


Cream 3 cup shortening and 1 cup sugar 
together until light. Add 1 teaspoon grated 
lemon rind and М teaspoon vanilla and 1 
egg, well beaten. Mix thoroughly. Sift to- 
gether 2% cups flour, М teaspoon baking 
soda, !4 teaspoon salt and 1 téaspoon 
cinnamon. Add to the creamed. mixture 
alternately with !4 cup canned mincemeat. 
Stir in %4 cup chopped nuts and mix as well 
as ever you can. Form the dough into 
several rolls, wrap in wax paper and store 
in the refrigerator overnight. Cut in thin 
slices and bake on greased cooky sheets in 
a moderately hot oven, 375? F., about 10 
minutes. This makes about 7 dozen small 
cookies. 


SUGAR THINS 


Cream М cup butter or margarine with 1 
cup sugar until very light. Add 1 well- 
beaten egg, 1 tablespoon cream and 1 tea- 
spoon vanilla. Sift 2 cups flour with !4 tea- 
spoon salt and 1 teaspoon baking powder; 
add to the creamed mixture and mix as if 
you meant it. Chill the dough overnight. 
Roll out a small quantity of dough at a 
time, very, very thin, on a slightly floured 
board. Cut the cookies out with small 
cutters. Decorate them as you like, or 
sprinkle with sugar. Bake on a greased 
sheet about 5 minutes in a moderate oven, 
350? F. This makes about 10 dozen. And a 
finer, more delicate and elegant cooky you 
won't find in a month of Sundays. But 
have them thin, that's the secret. 


ALMOND-COCONUT 
MACAROONS 


Work 3 cup sugar, a little at a time, into 1 
cup almond paste. Add !4 teaspoon salt 
and М teaspoon vanilla. Beat in thor- 
oughly 1 unbeaten egg white at a time un- 
til you have added 3. Now add 1 cup dry 
shredded coconut. Divide the mixture in 
half. Leave half plain. To the other half 
add square unsweetened chocolate, 
melted. Let both mixtures stand 20 
minutes at room temperature. Drop by 
spoonfuls on ungreased brown paper laid 
on cooky sheets. Bake in a slow oven, 300° 
F., about 30 minutes or until just dry on 
the surface. When slightly cool, loosen 
from the paper and let stand, covered, in a 
cool place overnight. They should be quite 
chewy in the center. They dry out unless 
kept in covered crocks or tins, the tighter 
the better. This makes 2 dozen. 





CHOCOLATE-PECAN WAFERS 


Cream М cup shortening and 1 cup sugar 
together until light. Add 34 teaspoon salt 
and 1 teaspoon vanilla. Add 2 unbeaten 
eggs, one at a time, beating well after each 
addition. Melt 3 squares unsweetened 
chocolate and add to the creamed mixture. 
Now add 3 cup flour and 4 cup chopped 
pecans. Mix well. Drop from a teaspoon 
(Continued on Page 119) 











shows you the way to LOW-COST meals ! 


This bride really blushed! She 
thought she was making just enough 
rice for two. Instead, it was enough 
for more like twenty-two. 

A little rice gives a lot in quantity 
and nutrition. And each package of 
River Brand Rice provides many 
servings of delicious, low-cost food. 
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SEnvicE PLATES 


An ideal, moderately-priced gift. 
Use in sets to enhance formal 
dinners. Lovely as wall and cab- 
inet decorations or as pastry and 
candy servers. Shown are Godey 
Prints and Victorian Rose. 
Genuine 23 karat gold filigree 
over colorful rims. Select one 
or a dozen. 
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KNITTING YARNS 


Finest Quality at LOW Prices 


Send for Samples, Prices and Illustrated Booklet. 
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ip 14% to 20% More Nutrition! 


The average nationally adver- 

tised canned dog food has no 

more than 104 % protein. PERK 
^) hasa full 125. . . a lead of 14% 
) to 20% in this vital nutritional 
, factor your dog must have. 


























PERK FOODS CO., CHICAGO 10 
An Affiliate of Ready Foods Canning Corp. 
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Dhe bei... ts fér last 


And the crowning touch of any Christmas dinner is a festive Jane Parker Fruit Cake! 
Here's real, old-fashioned fruit cake . . . rich and moist . . . filled with fruits and nuts. 
Yes . . . every luscious cake is studded with glacéed cherries and crammed with 
delicious plump raisins, tangy citrus fruits, and meaty, crunchy pecans. Whether 
you select the famous Jane Parker Light Fruit Cake (illustrated) or the traditional 
Jane Parker old-fashioned Dark Fruit Cake... your family and guests are sure 
> to love it... to the last delicious morsel. 


AMERICA'S MOST POPULAR 


AT ALL A&P FOOD STORES 
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on greased cooky sheets. Leave the cookies 
about two inches apart. Flatten the 
cookies by pressing with a glass covered, 
with a damp cloth. Sprinkle with finely’ 
chopped pecans. Bake in a moderately 
slow oven, 325° F., 10 minutes. This makes 
7-8 dozen small cookies. 


DATE-AND-NUT MERINGUES 


Put 1 pound pitted dates and М pound 
shelled walnuts through the food chopper. 
Use the fine blade and alternate nuts and 
dates to avoid packing the grinder. (If you 
haven't got a grinder, you've got a chop- 
ping bowl—yes?) Work in М teaspoon 
grated orange rind. Form into small basis. 
Beat 3 egg whites until stiff but not dry. 
Add 25 cup sugar gradually—a tablespoon 
atatime. Put the date balls on the end of 
a fork and dip in the meringue. Coat the 
ball completely, but scrape off the drip- 
pings. Place the balls on greased baking 
sheets. Sprinkle with coconut. Bake in a 
very slow oven, 250? F., 30 minutes until 
the meringue is crisp and the balls are a 
light tan color. This makes about 50. 


BRAZIL-NUT COOKIES 


Cream % cups butter or margarine with 4 
cup undiluted evaporated milk or cream, 
1% teaspoons vanilla and a pinch of salt. 
Sift 144 cups flour with 6 tablespoons pow- 
dered sugar and work it into the butter-or- 
margarine mixture. Now add 1 cup finely 
chopped Brazil nuts. Chill the dough. 
Pinch off small pieces and roll into little 
balls. Arrange an inch apart on greased 
cooky sheets. Bake 20 minutes in a mod- 
erately slow oven, 325? F. They should be 
light in color (light, not brown). Lift from 
the sheets with a spatula. While still 
warm, shake in a paper bag wherein you 
have secreted some very fine sugar. This 
makes 5-6 dozen cookies, small in di- 
ameter. 


ALMOND-COFFEE COOKIES 


Cream 25 cup shortening with 1 cup sugar 
until light. Add 1 well-beaten egg. Sift 24 
cups flour with 2 teaspoons baking powder 
and !4 teaspoon salt. Add to the creamed 
mixture alternately with 3 tablespoons 
strong coffee. Stir in М cup finely chopped 
almonds toasted in a slow oven to a light 
tan color and cooled so they will not thin 
the batter. Chill the dough thoroughly. 
Roll out thin. Cut out and arrange on 
greased cooky sheets. Sift colored sugar 
over the top. Bake in a moderately hot 
oven, 375? F., 8-10 minutes. This makes 
about 9 dozen small cookies. (Note: We 
used to be able to buy colored sugar—but 
it's easy to make your own. Add a drop or 
two of liquid red or green coloring to about 
J4to 3 cup sugar. Mix with a fork or pastry 
blender, adding more color if needed until 
you get the right color. When thoroughly 
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mixed, spread out on trays to dry—then 
put through a coarse strainer and store in 
a covered jar.) 


BUTTER-PECAN ROLLS 


Cream 6 tablespoons butter or margarine 
with 1 cup brown sugar. Add 1 well-beaten 
egg, a pinch of salt and %4 teaspoon vanilla. 
Add 6 tablespoons flour and 1 cup finely 
chopped pecans. Drop by teaspoons two 
to three inches apart on greased cooky 
sheets. They spread, so be sure to leave 
room between them. (And when they 
spread, you've got something, so watch it.) 
Bake about 7 minutes in a moderate oven, 
350? F. Let cool on the sheet for a few 
seconds, then loosen and curl each around 
your finger while still soft enough to roll. 
It's better to bake these in small batches 
so you have enough time to roll a tray of 
cookies before the next tray comes out of 
the oven. Makes about 8 dozen rolls. (And 
makes sense too.) 


ORANGE-NUT COOKIES 


Cream М cup butter or margarine with 4 
cup sugar. Add 1 egg yolk, %4 teaspoon 
vanilla, 1 tablespoon lemon juice and 1 
tablespoon grated orange rind. Mix well. 
Stir in 1 cup flour sifted with 4% teaspoon 
salt. Mix to form a soft dough. Chill. 
Beat 1 egg white slightly. Flour your 
hands, pinch off bits of the cooky dough 
and shape into balls. Dip balls in the egg 
white, then roll in finely chopped nuts. 
Place on greased cooky sheets two inches 
apart. Put a piece of candied cherry on 
top. Bake in a moderate oven, 350? F., 
about 20 minutes. This makes 2 dozen. 


Candies for Everyoue 
FIG-AND-NUT CANDY 


To 3 cups mixed chopped nuts (walnuts, 
pecans or blanched almonds), add 1 cup 
dried figs cut into small pieces. In a deep, 
heavy saucepan mix 4 cup sugar, 1% cups 
molasses and a pinch of salt. Cover and 
bring to a boil slowly. Uncover, put in 
the candy thermometer and continue 
cooking and stirring now and then with a 
wooden spoon. (And speaking of ther- 
mometers, if you hayen’t got one, do. They 
are better than any guesswork on frost- 
ings, sauces and so on. You can’t always be 
making candy, but you'll love your ther- 
mometer.) Cook to 260° F. or until a lit- 
tle forms a hard ball when dropped in cold 
water. Then add 3í cup butter or margarine 
and continue cooking, stirring now and 
then, to a temperature of 280? F., or until 
it is brittle when tested in cold water. Re- 
move from heat and add a pinch of baking 
soda, 1 teaspoon vanilla and !4 teaspoon 
almond flavoring, and the prepared nuts 
and figs. Mix just enough to blend. Pour 
(Continued on Page 122) 





**But with all this training I don’t 
have time to find t a husband!" 
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MEET YOUR NEIGHBORS, EXCHANGE IDEAS AND 
RECEIVE $1500.00 IN CASH PRIZES EACH MONTH 





A service to the women of America by the Pepsi-Cola Company 


Here are the five top prize- 
winning suggestions in the third 
of this monthly series of ‘‘Good 

Neighbors Club’’ contests: 





$700.00 paid to Mrs. M. B. Sherard, 
of Anderson, S. C., for this idea: 


In many cases today, people who seek regular, 
responsible domestic employment are un- 
qualified only through lack of training. My 
suggestion is a “training center" for cooks, 
maids, etc., such as the one established in one 
Southern town. This center, a civic project 
run with the cooperation of the mayor, has 
turned out many well-trained, capable “grad- 
uates," who now hold well-paid domestic jobs. 


$250.00 paid to Mrs. M. B. Clark, 
of Milford, N. H., for this idea: 


The detailed plan or “map” 
of your house, showing all 
hidden plumbing and wiring, 
should be kept up-to-date and 
in a safe place, perhaps with 
the deed to the house, and 
turned over to the new owner if the house is 
sold. This “map” saves trouble, time and 
money when repairs are needed. 


* * * 


Besides the above prizes, ten dollar awards 
were won by each of the following 30 women: 

Mrs. Harriet W. Ament, Mrs. Fred Berbig, 
Jr., Mrs. S. D. Brown, Mrs. Jack N. Bryant, 
Mrs. L. Chatterton, Mrs. L. R. Fellows, Mrs. 
Tommie V. Gerlach, Mrs. Ralph A. Gomes, 
Mrs. Robert F. Grabb, Miss Amsel Greene. 

Mrs. Dabney W. Hancock, Mrs. Charles 
Herman, Mrs. Henrietta Hochschild. 














$125.00 paid to Mrs. Olga Helwig, 
of West Allis, Wis., for this idea: 


Teen-agers in our neighbor- 
hood have “adopted” an 80- 
year old widow who lives alone 
nearby. Each one “dates” her 
regularly for a movie and 
soda; a group songfest, with 
refreshments, or some other simple entertain- 
ment. It’s hard. to tell who enjoys it most: 
the teen-agers or their guest. But surely, the 
mutual affection and respect which this idea. 
has fostered make better neighbors of us all. 


$15.00 paid to Mrs. John Winlock, 
of n Ky., for this idea: 


Youngsters are apt to forget 
all about the time when 
they're out playing. At least 
mine is. So when he goes out 
to play I simply set a small 
" alarm clock and fasten it to 
his tricycle. When the alarm goes off, he heads 
for home. Really, it's a very simple idea, but 
wonderful for keeping meals on schedule. 


$50.00 paid to Mrs. R. K. Robinette, 
of Alexandria, La., for this idea: 


My idea is the organization 
of a maid service of five or six 
maids under the supervision 
of a responsible woman to do 
part-time cleaning two or 
three times a week for work- 
ing wives. This full-time schedule of part- 
time work would keep the maids' salaries con- 
stant, but individual costs reasonable. 


* * * 

Mrs. F. P. Huber, Mrs. Ivan Jones, Callie 
M. King, Mrs. John E. Lane, Mrs. John 
Lasson, Mrs. Tom Leech, Mrs. Elma E. 
Levinger, Mrs. V. F. Linthicum. 

Mrs. Earl McLavy, Mrs. B. L. Moorhead, 
Ruth DeWitt Nixon, Mrs. E. T. Payne, Mrs. 
Rosemarie Stobie, Mrs. Harry R. Stuart, 
Mrs. Sydney E. Truxton, Miss Ray Walker, 
Mrs. Donald Wellenkamp. 


Send in your entries now... read these simple rules 


1. These contests are being offered, every 
month as a public service of Pepsi-Cola Co., 
to be of help to women in their daily lives. 


2. Here’s all you do: Write out in 50 words or 
less, the best idea you have which will help 
your neighbor. Then write your reasons for 
selecting the idea you did. Ideas can deal 
with any subject of interest to women. 


3. Submit your entries in your own words... 
literary style will not count. The originality 
and aptness of the subject matter, and your 
reasons for selecting it, are the things for 
which prizes will be awarded. You may enter 
these contests as many times as you wish. 
Write each entry on a separate sheet with 
your name and address on each. 


4. Mail your entries to Pepsi-Cola Com- 
pany, Dept. L, Good Neighbors Club, 
P.O. Box 230, Long Island City 1, N.Y. 





December, will be judged in the December 
contest. 


5. Every month, 35 cash prizes will be given 
totaling $1500.00, in order of excellence as 
follows: 1st Prize: $700.00; 2nd Prize: $250.00; 
3rd Prize: $125.00; 4th Prize: $75.00; sth 
Prize: $50.00; plus 30 prizes of $10.00 each. 


6. Checks will be mailed to prize winners in 
the Dec. contest not later than Jan. 31, 1948. 


7. Pepsi-Cola Company shall have the right 
to publish all prize-winning entries in any 
form desired, with or without editing, and 
including names and addresses of winners, 
and also pictures of the five top prize win- 
ners. Do not send any pictures with entries. 


8. Judges will be a nationally-known 
judging organization. Their decisions 
will be final. Duplicate prizes will be 
awarded in case of ties. No entries 
returned. 
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8-cubic-foot de luxe model has all these features. Special Butter Conditioner. Big quart-size milk bottles, also for very tall bottles. Big fruit, vegetable, and meat 
Freezer holds 24 standard packages of frozen foods, plus 4 ice trays (80 cubes). drawers, all 6 inches deep. This de luxe model also available in 10-cubic-foot size. 
Spacious shelves conveniently arranged. Bottle space big enough for 12 square, Meat drawer holds standing roast; fruit and vegetable drawers up to 14 bushel. 
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One-third more refrigerated food storage in the same kitchen floor space 


At the left is the conventional, old-style 6-cubic-foot refrigerator with 
all the food you can possibly keep in it under refrigeration. At the 
right is the new General Electric 8-cubic-foot Space Maker. 


OU WALK INTO your kitchen on Christmas 
morning, and there it is . . . the most gor- 


geous refrigerator you ever laid eyes on! 

It’s a sleek, gleaming-white General Electric 
Space Maker! 

And your joy in its beauty is only the begin- 
ning. You'll marvel at the big Freezer for stor- 
ing as many as 24 packages of frozen foods . . . 
the ample space for bottles...the spacious 
shelves and the big drawers for meat, fruits, and 
vegetables!—the Butter Conditioner that keeps 
butter at the right spreading temperature. 


A gift to serve you through the years! 


Thanks to the famous “sealed-in-steel” refrig- 
erating unit, you can count on this great refrig- 
erator to serve you faithfully through many 
and many a Christmas to come. 


This type of unit—pioneered by General 
Electric — has set an unbeaten record for de- 
pendable, year-in, year-out performance! 


5-Year Protection Plan 


Included in the price of every General Electric 
Refrigerator is a 5-year Protection Plan. This 


See how much more food you can store under refrigeration in this space- 
making wonder! The Space Maker actually holds one-third more! Im- 
agine what that extra capacity can mean to you and your family! 


plan consists of a one-year warranty on the 
complete refrigerator, plus an additional 4-year 
protection on the hermetically sealed refrig- 
erating system. 


. 
Don't wait! See them now! 

See the great, new General Electric Space 
Makers at your retailer's now. He offers con- 
venient payment terms on any model you select. 
Among the models available, you have a choice 
of three 8-cubic-foot models and two 10-cubic- 
foot models. General Electric Company, Bridge- 
port 2, Connecticut. 


e Space Maker Refrigerators 


GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 
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SOME GOOD COOK SAYS 


"GIV me MIR 


+ Every day, thousands of value-wise 
women decide that MIRRO-MATIC 
is the only pressure pan for them. 
By comparing, by asking neighbors 
and friends, by consulting home econ- 
omists, they've learned how much cook- 
ing with MIRRO-MATIC can mean. 
+ MIRRO-MATIC does have lots to 
offer. It's fast. That alone means low 
fuel cost and less time in the kitchen. 
And here's another big money-saving: 


Simplified Pressure 
@ Simply set the selective MIRRO- 
MATIC Control at the recommended 
pressure, 5, 10, or 15 lbs., and turn 
heat high. When pressure is reached 
and Control signals, turn heat low. 
'The Control automatically limits pres- 
sure to your selection until cooking is 


ВО-МАТІС!" 


тор 
Р” Guaranteed by ^ 
| Good Housekeeping 
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breast of lamb, rump roast, all the real 
economy-cuts, will quickly cook tasty 
and tender in your MIRRO-MATIC. 
Real “second-helping” flavor and nat- 
ural, appetizing colors of all foods are 
preserved by the moist, quick MIRRO- 
MATIC heat. Saved, too, are a larger 
portion of vitamins and healthful min- 
erals. You'll welcome MIRRO-MATIC 
for home-canning, too. It has a practi- 
cal capacity of 4 one-pint jars at a time. 


Cooking is a Cinch! 
completed. With MIRRO-MATIC, 
you can cook a whole meal with less 
attention than it takes to fry an egg. 
€ At department, hardware, and house 
furnishing stores... wherever dealers 
sell the finest aluminum. `4 qt. size 
with rack, $12.95. (West $13.95). 





THE FINEST ALUMINUM 


ALUMINUM GOODS MANUFACTURING COMPANY - MANITOWOC, WIS. 


LARGEST MANUFACTURER 


WORLD'S 





OF ALUMINUM COOKING UTENSILS 








(Continued from Page 119) 

into a well-greased square shallow pan. 
Let stand, but not in the refrigerator, un- 
til cool. Loosen the block of candy around 
the edge and turn out in one piece on the 
breadboard. Cut into small squares. To 
cut this, or any chewy candy such as cara- 
mels, use a firm-bladed knife—not one 
that bends. Mark the line of cutting and 
cut with a sawing motion—back and forth. 
The knife won’t stick and the pieces will 
have smooth edges. Makes 2!4 pounds. 
This candy retains its character best at 
room temperature. 


CARAMELS 


Bring 2 cups sugar, 14 cups golden corn 
sirup, 1 cup heavy cream and !$ teaspoon 
salt to a boil, stirring occasionally. Add 1 
cup more heavy cream and 3 cup undi- 
luted evaporated milk very slowly so mix- 
ture does not stop boiling. Cook to 240? F. 
by the thermometer. Add 4 cup butter or 
margarine and continue cooking, stirring 
constantly but gently until it forms a firm 
ball when a little is dropped in cold water. 
Remove from the heat. Add 2 teaspoons 
vanilla and, if you like, 2 cups broken pe- 
cans. Pour into a greased square 9" pan. 
Cool but do not put in the refrigerator; 
that's too cold. Turn out on a board and 
cut as for fig-and-nut candy. This makes 
2 pounds. 


MAPLE CREAMS 


Put 14 cups pure maple sirup, 4 cup heavy 
cream and М teaspoon salt in a saucepan. 
Stir the mixture until blended. Put in the 
thermometer and cook slowly to 236° F., or 
until a soft ball forms when a little is 
dropped in cold water. Do not stir the 
candy during cooking. It will make it 
grainy. Pour onto a platter. Let it stand 
until lukewarm. Beat it with a spoon un- 
til it lightens in color and begins to set. 
Taking a teaspoonful at a time, roll into 
balls in the palms of your hands. Place on 
a greased cooky sheet and press a pecan 
half or blanched almond into each patty, 
flattening it slightly. This makes % pound. 


DIVINITY 


Mix 5 cups sugar, 1 cup light corn sirup 
and 1% cups water together. Cover and 
bring to a boil slowly. Remove the cover 
and cook over moderate heat. From time 
to time wipe off the crystals from the sides 
of the pan with a swab made by wrapping 
a clean strip of cheesecloth around a fork, 
then dipping it in hot water. Cook the 
sirup to 238° F., or until it forms a soft 
ball when a little is dropped in cold water. 
Let sirup stand 5 minutes. Add $ teaspoon 
salt to 2 egg whites beaten until stiff but 
not dry. Pour the sirup into the egg whites 
in a steady stream, beating vigorously as 
you add it. (Got to get up steam at this 
point.) Flavor with 14 teaspoons vanilla. 
Add chopped nuts if you wish. Continue 
beating until the mixture becomes very 
thick and begins to lose its shine. Drop by 
spoonfuls as quickly as you can onto 
greased pans or wax paper (better have 
someone help you spoon it out), or pour it 
into a greased square pan and cut when 
cool. Garnish with chopped pistachio nuts 
or chopped candied cherries and citron. 
Makes about 2 pounds. 


STUFFED DATES 


Split open pitted dates with a sharp knife 
without cutting chear through. Spread the 
dates open; lay them out on trays. To fill 6 
packages pitted dates (about 3 pounds), 
cream 4 pound butter or margarine, 4 
teaspoon salt and 1!4 cups confectioners’ 
sugar together until very light and fluffy. 
Add 1 teaspoon grated orange rind and 4 
cup finely chopped nuts. Stuff dates gen- 
erously—using 2 whole dates to make one. 
Roll in sugar. Let them stand four or five 
hours before packing. Makes 7-8 dozen 
large stuffed dates. 


SPICED ALMONDS 


Blanch 74 pound shelled almonds. Place in 
a slow oven, 300° F., just long enough to 
dry. Sift 14 cups powdered sugar or fine 
granulated sugar with 1 teaspoon salt, 1 
teaspoon ginger, М cup cinnamon, М tea- 
spoon nutmeg and %4 tablespoon cloves. 
Divide in two parts. Add 1 tablespoon cold 
water to l egg white. Beat slightly, just so 
the egg white will not be stringy. Put afew 
of the almonds into a coarse strainer and 
dip it up and down in the egg white until 
each nut is completely coated. Roll the 
nuts in a part of the sugar mixture. In a 
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Whisk off grease and crust—with 


` a square metal-fiber Brillo soap 


pad! Fast! Easy! Makes pans sparkle 
—because 
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Brillo soap contains 
ler's polisb. Keep aluminums 
new—use Brillo every day! 
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Be sure you get full value for your 
butter money. For finest quality, 
always select a brand packaged 

in paraffined cartons. Then keep 
the butter in the carton when 
returned to the refrigerator. The 
paraffined carton protects against 
the absorption of flavors and odors 
from other foods, guards against 
rancidity, the deteriorating effect 
of light and heat, and keeps its 
contents clean, fresh, enjoyable. 
























Also used to protect the quality and flavor 
of ice cream, margarine, lard, shortening, 
frozen foods. 






For Finest Quality 
Look For The PARAFFINED CARTON 


shallow baking pan put a layer of spiced 
sugar. Place the nuts on the spiced sugar, 
leaving space between them. Cover with 
the rest of the spiced sugar. Bake 114 hours 
in a slow oven, 300? F. Stir the nuts every 
half hour. The finished nuts should be 
completely covered with a thin brittle coat- 
ing of the spiced-sugar mixture. Remove 
from the oven and sift the sugar from the 
nuts. Keep the spiced sugar in a jar to use 
again with fresh nuts. (And on hot, thin, 
buttered toast, for tea, "'tain't bad.) 


74 Pudding, а Cake 
and Some Marmalade 


CHRISTMAS PUDDING 


Sift 3% cups cake flour with 2 teaspoons 
cream of tartar, l teaspoon salt, 1 teaspoon 
baking soda, 1 teaspoon cinnamon, %4 tea- 
spoon cloves, 1 teaspoon nutmeg and !4 
teaspoon mace. Mix with 1 cup ground 
suet, 1/4 cups raisins, 1 cup currants, 4 
cup candied orange peel, chopped. Stir in 
1 cup molasses mixed with 1 cup milk. 
Mix well. Pour into greased molds. Cover 
with aluminum f. Steam 4 hours for 1 
large mold or 1 hour and 40 minutes for 
large gift-cup size in the picture or any 
1% to 2-cup mold. If you use the large cup, 
you'll have 3 puddings. Each will serve 3. 





GOLDEN FRUITCAKE 


Measure or weigh: 3% pound Sultana 
raisins; 1% cups blanched almonds, 
slivered or cut into pieces; 4 сир pistachio 
nuts or pecan meats; 14 cups diced candied 
pineapple; 14 cups moist or dry shredded 
coconut; % pound candied cherries, sliced; 
14 pound candied lemon peel, chopped; 4 
pound candied orange peel, chopped; 14 
pound citron, cut into fine pieces. Flour 
fruits with !4 cup flour. Cream 1 cup sugar 
with 1 cup shortening. Beat 5 eggs light 
and add gradually to the creamed mixture, 
beating like all get out after each addition. 
Sift 14% cups flour with 1 teaspoon salt and 
1% teaspoons baking powder. Add to the 
batter alternately with !4 cup pineapple 
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(Continued from Page 35) 


flowers over the wall. “1 fling a handful of 
seed out and up they come, fighting to live, 
spunky. No French lessons, violin lessons, 
ballet lessons, cooking lessons, swimming 
lessons." She was a little confused there. 
“Cars turning into Judge Hannemann’s. 
That’s the sixth. Must be the annual meet- 
ing of the Fishermen’s Relief Society.” She 
grinned. “Not many get a chance to sit up, 
alive and kicking, and watch all life's idio- 
cies going on without them." As the wife of 
theoldest Finucane she had had to run drives, 


juice, beating well after each addition. 
Add 1 teaspoon vanilla and !4 teaspoon 
almond extract. Add the floured fruits and 
nuts. Stir well until well 
batter into l large pan or s 
that have been lined with 
paper, and greased so they look greased. 
Bake in a very slow oven, 
hours for a large cake, less for the smaller 
ones. Test them with a toothpick or give 
them the old broom-corn treatment. Put 
a pan of water in the bottom of the oven 
when you bake fruiteake; it will keep the 
cakemoist. Thecake may be decorated with 
almonds and che 
ing, or you can wait until the cake is done 
and trim it up with fruits before you do it 
up for a present. Use a heavy icing sirup 
cooked to the thread stage to stick the 
fruits in place, else th 
jumping beans. 





THREE-FRUIT MARMALADE 


Cut 1 grapefruit, 1 lemon and 1 orange 
o quarters. Take out the seeds. Slice 
Measure. You must 
times as much water as you 
have fruit. Let the fruit soak in the re- 
frigerator 24 hours. Next day add a pinch 
of salt and cook until rind is tende 
transparent. Measure again and add 4 cup 
sugar for each cup fruit and juice. Cook to 
the jelly test. Add 1 cup blanched almonds. 
Pour into hot sterilized glass 
melted paraffin. This makes 
(Grate the skins slightly before slicing, to 
make the rinds more tender.) 








CRANBERRY-APPLE 
MARMALADE 


Slice 1 large orange 
the seeds. Parboil in 
very tender. Put the fruit through a food 
chopper with 3 cups cranberries and 4 
apples, peeled and cored. Mix with 4 cups 
sugar and cook the whole works over low 
heat until thick— 20-23 
frequently so it won't stick to the kettle. 
Pour into hot steri 
with melted paraffin. This makes 5 glasses. 


The box of a house had been a fisherman's 
club, but it was closed by the police after a 
fatal stabbing, boarded up and left to fall 
apart. It wouldn't take long to tear it down. 
She'd build a small house in the same spot. 
It was the perfect place to end her days in, 
looking down on the harbor, the town and 
Going back to the car, she 
stumbled over the old sign: THE Hot TIME 
SOCIAL CLUB. The vulgarity of the name ۰ 
tickled her. What would the Finucanes say 
if she told them she was going to live in the 


head committees, manage 
bazaars. Not any more. 
“Tomorrow’s August first. 
The Andrews' garden 
party. August first for 
thirty-five years. The hats 
I have put on my head for 
that garden party ! Horace 
liked big hats with a bushel 
of flowers piled up on 
them. I used to feel like a 
donkey." She leaned back 
and looked up at the sky. 

Her white, cropped head 
was like a Roman's—large 
strong nose, fine lines in 
the jaw. Keen eyes. If at 
times she acted like a 


schoolgirl, who could blame her? She was 
taking up life where it had stopped when she 


married Horace. 


She had bought this place largely to shock 
the family. Leeward Hall was too big for her 
with the boys married and d'Oro living 
abroad. One day, as she sat wondering what 
to do about it, she got a signal from across 
the harbor. That was the way she told it. The 


Calvin Coolidge was once 
host to a prominent Eng- 
lishman who ostentatiously 
took a British coin from his 
purse and remarked, "Опе of 
my ancestors was made a lord 
by the king whose picture you 
see here on this shilling.” 
Coolidge went into a pocket 
and brought forth a nickel. 
"One of my ancestors," he 
said, “was made an angel by 
the Indian whose picture you 
see here.” 


Leeward Hall, Norman's Point, has bought 
the Hot Time Social Club and will make it 
her home.' Donoghue and Fallon both tried 
to get me to live with them. d'Oro was the 
only one who took it calmly. She cabled, “You 
almost tempt me to join you.’ She knew 
that was the worst news I could get.” 
The smart young architect had done a | а 
wonderful job. Large plate-glass windows 
across the front—the house was two stories 


sun was hitting a pane of glass in the old 
building on the headland at the mouth of 
the harbor. She turned her glasses on it. 
Rough land—bayberry, high-bush blue- 
berries. No lawns with four men to keep them 
cut. No neighbors nearer than the Coast 
Guard. She went over. 


in back, one on the harbor side. A wide brick 
terrace right to the edge of the cliff. Then 
when d’Oro headed home Sandy built on a 
guest wing, turned slightly to face out to sea. 
Each room with its own door opening onto 
the bricks and the view. Modern, the archi- 
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7 glasses. 
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Hot Time Club? For forty 
years they had waited for 
her to do something they 
could disapproveof. She 
went back and climbed in 
the window. 

“The building inside 
wasn't so bad as I had 
thought, and I needed 
only four rooms." 

"And you kept the 
house just to make the 
Finucanes mad," he had 
exclaimed. 

"It was worth it. It 
was a fine row. They saw 
it in the paper. 'Mrs. 
Alexandra Finucane, of 
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Tue IRONRITE IRONER COMPANY, Mr. CLEMENS, MICHIGAN 


modern new rhythmic 
ironing means glorious freedom all year through 


This Christmas present really sweeps you off your feet! 
Off your poor, tired, “ironing day" feet, into comfort- 
able, effortless, autornatic ironing. 


With Ironrite, the week's laundry is ironed in a fraction 
of the usual time. Shirts take about four minutes apiece; 
flatwork flows through as fast as you smooth it on the 
slick Ironrite forming board. 


Tronrite irons everything—beautifully! 


Ironrite is the world's finest automatic ironer. Be sure it's 
Tronrite you ask for—and get! 


See phone book for nearest dealer. 


Ask your Ironrite dealer for this interesting 
free book on Ironrite automatic ironing. Н 


lronrite 


Automatic Ironer 
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PEARCE 


All -Wool 











m e SANITARY PLASTIC 

— - * SAFE TO WASH AND SCALD 

raoa — Smarily modern in design...comes in complement- 
Praclica ary colors, red and ivory. Molded of long-life plastic 
mousewanes that can be washed and scalded—sofely—without 
effect on material or color. A popular, practical gift. 

Mfd. by Federal Tool Corp., Chicago 12, Illinois 





AT DEPARTMENT, HARDWARE, 5c to $1 STORES 





For YOUR 
TORKEY 


Make sure of the stuffing 
by making sure you get 
Bell's. FREE recipes. Write 


Wm. G. Bell Co., Dept. L2, 
189 State St., Boston 9, 
Mass. 


> Wrapped in moisture- proof 
cellophane for your protection. 





Since 1867 
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tect called it. d’Oro said it was Mediterra- 
nean. Just the old Hot Time Social Club, 
Sandy insisted. 


Mrs. Washington came out onto the ter- 
race behind them. ‘‘ You keep sayin’ you've 
died and gone to heaven, but the postman 
don’ seem to know it." She handed Sandy a 
pile of letters. 

“Chuck the lot over the wall." But she 
took them and dropped them onto the bricks. 

“May be something important," Curtis 
objected. 

She shook her head. “Begging letters. 
You go over them. I read telegrams—some- 
times." 

“Miss d'Oro be back for lunch?" Mrs. 
Washington asked. 

“Set a place for her. Then she won't. 
Just the doctor and I. And don't ask what I 
want. Gulls' eggs. Stew up some seaweed. 
Did you paint a picture yesterday, Mrs. 
Washington?” 


Tue colored woman nodded her head and 
walked back to the house. When Sandy went 
in for her simplified costumes Mrs. Wash- 
ington appeared in a messboy’s white duck. 
She didn’t have Sandy’s bony frame, but 
plenty of stewards off the big yachts weren’t 
so slender either. Did that keep them from 
wearing pants? Sandy chose her of all the 
servants and she took the honor seriously. 
She did what Sandy did. 

“T told Mrs. Washington we were free— 
we could do anything we pleased—and asked 
her what she wanted to do. She said take 
care of me. I finally got out of her she 
wished she could sleep mornings once in a 
while. ‘Fine,’ I said. ‘I always wanted to get 
my own breakfast.’ So she isn’t allowed 
to set her foot on the floor until after nine. 
Then I finally got out of her that she used to 
wish she could paint pictures. I sent to 
Boston for easels and paints and brushes and 
heaven knows what. Every day, out she 
goes to paint." 

“Are they any good?” This was the day 
he came, before he had seen those extraor- 
dinary paintings. 

“Good? How would I know? What dif- 
ference does it make?” 


Thesun mounted the sky and Sandy went 
marketing. She asked him to go, but she had 
left before he decided to. You really couldn't 
be a good surgeon unless you could make 
quick decisions. You had to be stuffed solid 
with self-confidence, too, and for some rea- 
son, after he left the Navy, that important 
stuff oozed out. He used to work himself 
into a crazy state when he first got back, 
thinking of the fellows he hadn't saved. 
When they came in se thick and fast there on 
the carrier you had to decide which to take 
first and which not to take at all. There was 
no time to waste operating on a man who 
couldn't be saved. What a chance to go 
wrong! 

He had been taking graduate surgery 
Courses for a year now, just as a stall, because 
he was afraid to go back to practice. Of 
course no one knew it. Then this Baltimore 
thing came up and scared the pants off him. 
They obviously made a mistake asking him. 
Sandy thought he ought to settle here in 
town and be a small-town M. D. Should he? 
Or should he take the Baltimore job? Should 
he go fishing or sit? 


Curtis Phelps was not Sandy's own 
nephew. Her younger brother Paul—Col. 
Paul Lansdowne Phelps—came back from 
World War I with tuberculosis, reconciled to 
the fact that he had only a few more months 
to add to his thirty-nine rather dull years. 
His nurse—Curtis’ mother—was a widow, 
but only twenty-seven, a laughing, vital, 
red-cheeked girl. She nursed Colonel Phelps 
back to health, forced him to believe in that 
health and then consented to marry him. 
Instead of death, there he was, facing life 
with a beautiful young wife and a son. 

Four months after they were married she 
died. The flu epidemic took the young and 
healthy as greedily as the war had. 

What a problem it had been for Paul 
Phelps! He knew nothing of small boys; 


December, 1947 



















For FAST RELIEF, help 


feed famished muscles 
with fresh blood! 


€ When you overdo, and muscles 
get painfully stiff and sore, there's 
a time-proved way to ease that 
lameness fast! Just rub on some 
Absorbine Jr.! 

Tired muscles are often fam- 
ished muscles. Your extra effort has 
burned up their nourishment. Rub- 
bing on Absorbine Jr. helps speed 
the local circulation. Then fresh 
blood supplies fresh nourishment 

..your aching back, leg or arm 
limbers up so fast you'll want to 
shout for joy! 

Ask your druggist today for your 
Absorbine Jr.—a famous formula of 
rare herbs and other scientifically 
chosen ingredients from many lands, 
$1.25 for a long-lasting bottle. 

W. F. Young, Inc. 
Springfield, Massachusetts 





You may be a 
"'hold-that- 





hemline” 
advocate. . . You 
may follow 
fashion's dictate 
for longer skirts 
... When you buy 
Roxborough you 
are assured of 
glamorous 

legs, whether 
you show a 
little—or a lot. 


At your favorite store or write 


The ROXBOROUGH CO. 


Empire State Building. N. Y. 
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this particular small boy was a big-eyed, 
frightened stranger. With conscientious 
effort Paul went at the job of being a father, 
starting by having the boy change his name 
from Arthur Curtis to Curtis Phelps. Р 

After he grew up Curtis wondered if even 
as a child he hadn’t felt in his subconscious 
what a burden he was. Had Paul really liked 
tennis as he said he did? Those fishing trips 
to the mountains—what a strain for a sickly 
middle-aged man! Obviously Paul would 
have lived longer if he hadn’t had to make 
such sacrifices for his stepson. 

Sandy’s relation to Curtis was very 
strange. She insisted he was very like Paul. 
He frowned like Paul, he read a book the way 
Paul used to—looking up more than he 
looked down. He was tall like Paul, and 
loose-limbed. 

“Paul was a fine-looking man,” he re- 
minded her. 

“Do you think you break mirrors?" she 
asked him. “I bet you never find the nurses 
too busy to help when you need them." 

She had given him her father's watch, and 
an old wallet that belonged to her grand- 
father, as though they were his by inher- 
itance. Sometimes she seemed to think he 
was Paul—but that was just a moment's 
slip. Sandy was far from being in her dotage. 
At other times she seemed to feel that he was 
her own son, hers 
alone, no Finucane. 
She was constantly 
telling him how un- 
like the Finucanes he 
was. 

"Imagine a Finu- 
cane resting his bot- 
tom on those rocks 
for three hours to 
catch a fish he could 
buy downtown. Send 
Donoghue down there 
and he’d come up 
with a fishing com- 
pany organized and 
the common stock 
sold. But no fish." 

“T haven't caught 
so many." 

“Fallon—Fallon 
would summon a 
group of fishermen, 
give orders that one 
fish eighteen inches 
long be on his line in 
ten minutes. It would 
be too. He was a 
chairman of the board in his cradle. Dic- 
tated memos to his nurse. . . . You used 
to sit on the rocks all day when you first came 
to Leeward. I don’t suppose you remember.” 

He remembered. But he hadn’t sat on the 
rocks all day—he had been following d’Oro. 
His mother had just died and Paul had 


. thought a summer in a house full of children 


would be good for him. Paul's idea of chil- 
dren! Fallon, the youngest boy, was eight- 
een. d'Oro was fifteen. She had been good 
to him in her own way. For instance, she had 
allowed him to follow her about the grounds 
at a distance of ten feet for two hours morn- 
ing and afternoon. There had been various 
complicated rules. If he dropped more than 
ten feet behind, she could run and leave him. 
(That was when Sandy saw him fishing. 
It's hard, when you are only seven, to judge 
ten feet exactly.) If she raised her right 
hand he could come forward five feet. 


He had nightmares about distances every 
night, but he adored her and listened, ab- 
sorbed, to the stories she told him of her 
outrageous adventures. He knew they weren’t 
all true even though she obviously was 
capable of many things ordinary human 
beings couldn’t do. She wasn’t like his 
mother in a single particular, but in a small 
way she had been a substitute. 

Sandy hadn't given him more than routine 
attention, for that was the summer of Denis" 
unhappy love affair, and she had been up- 
set over that. Although d'Oro had had a fin- 
ger in Denis' troubles too. 


As Sandy had suggested, he looked. 


through her mail. One envelope with a deli- 
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к Thought 


I have but pity in my heart 
For that man lost to grace 
Who buys himself an iron stove 
And bricks his fireplace. 


Who smug, efficient, sits him down 
When wintertime is here 

Beside the practical device 
Which warms but does not cheer. 


Who gives his ancient birthright up 
Of wood and glowing coal . . . 

He warms his frigid toes, it's true, 
But not his frigid soul. 
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cate scroll writing he set aside, and as soon as 
she came back, he gave it to her. She read it 
through twice, then she sat staring across 
the harbor. Finally she turned to him. 

“My children are failures," she said. “Тһе 
boys are snobs—hundred-per-cent Finu- 
canes. Denis wasn't a Finucane, but he 
wasn't a Phelps either. d'Oro —— It's a nice 
day; let's not bring up d'Oro. So far, I have 
seen no improvement in my grandchildren. 
Look at Donoghue's daughter. Ran down 
Jo Popo's father with that car she drives. 
Just a fisherman, she told her father. Look 
at Fallon's second boy. Kicked out of eight 
schools." She shook her head. “All our 
faults perpetuated, Horace's and mine. 
None of oür virtues." 


Curtis took out his pipe and filled it. He 
looked at the letter in her lap, but he didn't 
bother to guess whom it was from. 

*"This"—she held it up—"'this gives me 
reason to think I may have one grandchild 
with a grain of sense. Which is odd when you 
consider her mother. You know what hap- 
pened to Denis. I was to blame. I should 
have told him to go ahead and marry Mar- 
garet Leary. If I had he'd be alive today. 
This time"—she picked up the letter again— 
"it's going to be a very different story. 
This is from Denis’ daughter.” 

“І met one of those 
Finucane girls in New 
York once. What a 
beauty!” 

“That was Auriole 
or Lamar. This is 
from Therese— 
Tracey, we call her. 
Listen to this: *Dar- 
ling, darling Sandy.’” 
(She read it fast. 
The “darlings” came 
oddly from her lips, 
and she knew it.) “‘I 
have the most aston- 
ishing news—I am 
engaged to be mar- 
ried! I have written 
you about fifty letters 
and then not sent 
them. I didn’t want 
to let anyone know 
until I got used to 
the idea myself—if I 
ever do as long as 
I live. I almost 
wish I never had 
to tell anyone—it's 
like putting up a target for people to shoot 
at, and if anything should happen to us I'd 
die. I don't know how I can ever tell 
mother; she's going to be so upset. His 
family is very poor. His father is a mill hand 
and his mother does something— washing or 
cleaning. I haven't met them, but I know 
they will be wonderful. I am writing now be- 
cause I have a vacation next week and he can 
get away then too. Could we possibly come 
there? Wire me right back and don't hesi- 
tate to say no. All my love, Tracey.’” 

She looked across at him, her eyes amused. 

“How’s that? Red blood from the wrong 
side of the tracks. Just what this family 
needs. I told Tracey, when she was here 
last, her homely little face would be her 
salvation. Save her from making a 'good" 
marriage." 

Curtis shook his head. *You shouldn't 
have read me that. That was confidential." 

"Confidential stewpots! You'll be here 
when they come. Suppose you won't know 
they're in love?” 

“But the way she puts it. Is that the way 
young girls feel? If she ever gets used to 
being loved as long as she lives. What's the 
matter with her?" 

"Shy. First time she has been in love, 
probably. She's only nineteen. Of course 
Auriole and Lamar were both married at 
eighteen, but Tracey's different.” 

He sat considering the matter as though 
it were his consent that had been asked. 
“Did you say she is homely?” 

"As a little mud hen.” She laughed. 


,'Belle insisted they gave her the wrong 


child at the hospital. You'd think she would 
be satisfied with two beautiful daughters. 
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Waar a pleasant surprise she'll have on Christmas morning to 
find that her new vacuum cleaner under the tree is a Premier 
Duplex with the exclusive "Rug-Meter." 

This precision-built device "takes the measure" of thick- or 
thin-pile rugs and carpets . . . adjusts the Premier Duplex to 
exactly the right height for most efficient cleaning. No stooping 
to adjust levers or knobs . . . no more guesswork! 

And, too, she'll love Premier's Vibra-Sweep Cleaning Action, 
so thorough and safe, that whisks out even deeply embedded 
grit on a cushion of air. See your Premier dealer for this most 
practical gift; he has Premier Attach-a-Tools, also, to whisk 
away soiling dust and dirt above the floor. Premiers are sold by 
authorized sales and service dealers everywhere. 
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PRESTO COOKERS are the finest 
gifts imaginable for homemakers. 
For PRESTO Cooking means up to 
300 extra hours of freedom from 
kitchen drudgery in a single year. It 
means more nourishing, more appe- 
tizing foods for the entire family. It 
means safe pressure canning, too. It 
means a saving in food and fuel costs. 

PRESTO COOKERS are so easy and so won- 
derful to use. Millions of homemakers now 
own them, and their praises for PRESTO 
Cooking and canning performances ring 
loud throughout the nation. 

Only PRESTO COOKERS are backed by 
32 years of pressure cooker manufactur- 
ing experience. This Christmas, give 
her one, or a set of PRESTO COOKERS. 
She'll treasure them for years to come: 
Your choice of cast Simalloy or pressed 
aluminum models, wherever quality 
housewares are sold. 


IN SETS OF 
2 OR 3, OR IN 
INDIVIDUAL UNITS 


Only PRESTO COOKERS have the so- 
easy-to-use HOMEC Seal and the posi- 
tive 5-10-15 Ib. INDICATOR-WEIGHT for 
best results in hi-speed cooking and 
safe pressure canning. 


With your PRESTO COOKER is included, at no 
extra cost, a colorful, 128-page book of recipes, 
time tables, and easy-to-follow instructions! Only 
PRESTO gives you this complete, pressure cooking 


and canning manual, 
4 re not PRESTO COOKERS! Look forthe 
PRESTO name-plate when you buy. 


NATIONAL PRESSURE COOKER COMPANY 
General Offices and Factory, Eau Claire, Wis. 
World's Largest Manufacturers of 
Pressure Cookers and Canners 


Remember, all pressure saucepans 
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Belle will be furious about this. Blame me for 
sending Tracey to college.” 

“Both the others are married?” 

"Lamar is divorced already. Auriole 
probably will be. Belle married them off. 
Auriole's husband is over forty—a cheese- 
paring from an old Southern family. Never 
did a day's work in his life.” 

“Tf you tell people things, it’s like putting 
up a target for them to shoot at.' That's a 
terrible thing to say! That letter is really 
shocking." 

Sandy laughed. “I didn't mean to spoil 
your day. I thought I was reading you good 
news. She’s in love and engaged. Cheer up.” 
She considered his worried expression. “Ever 
been in love, Curt?” she finally asked. 

"Nope. But I've picked up a few ideas 
on the subject." 

"Ideas! Worst things you could start 
with. I don't believe doctors can fall in 
love. Doctors are just the mechanics," she 
taunted him. “They tinker up the. engine, 
tighten the bolts, grease it and turn it over 
to the fliers.” 

He smiled to himself and then he turned 
to her. “Oh, I could fly." 

“Tf you do decide to settle here in Bar- 
mouth Ill find you a nice girl. Doctors need 
wives. Maybe that's your trouble," she 
added. “А wife wouldn't let you sit around 
all day trying to make up your mind. She'd 


| say, ‘Of course you'll take that Baltimore 


job,’ and you'd find 
yourself hacking off 
legs down there in 
Baltimore before 
you had time to 
think about it." 


course. Get me pen- 
cil and paper. We'll 
send her and this 


boy"—she looked 1 Ib. lamb 
at the letter—‘‘she 1 1b. beef 
doesn’t give his 11Ь. pork 


name— we'll send 
them a rousing wel- 
come." 

She filled the pa- 
per with large push- 
ing strokes as though the urgency of her 
writing could carry over the wires. 

OF COURSE WE WANT YOU GOOSE TICKLED 
PINK BY NEWS BACK YOU TO THE LIMIT 
NOT A WORD TO YOUR MOTHER BUT FOR 
PETE'S SAKE GIVE THE BOY A NAME. 
ALEXANDRA FINUCANE 

He read it and laughed. “You can punc- 
tuate telegrams nowadays." 

“Write it yourself—write it yourself. You 
know so much about young girls in love." 


1 doz. eggs 


Sanpy and Curtis had scarcely finished 
lunch when they heard a bicycle drop in the 
road below and a telegraph boy came up the 
steps. Sandy never allowed her telegrams 
to be phoned. She wanted them right in her 
hand, to read when she felt like it. She ap- 
parently felt like reading this immediately. 

“Tracey must have been sitting in the 
telegraph office waiting for my answer. I 
hope she liked it." She tore it open, smiling, 
but threw it down angrily. 

"She's not coming?" 

“It’s from Belle. The little fool must have 
written her. Listen. "Therese shocking news 
received. Must insist you refuse to receive 
this fellow.' She insists! I will be sixty-six 
next year and no one ever insisted I do any- 
thing yet. Not even the Finucanes. They 
knew better.” 

“Very foolish of her to take that attitude,” 
he agreed. 

“Receive him! I suppose that’s Southern 
talk. Does she think he is the British am- 
bassador?”’ 

“Keep cool, Sandy.” 

“I ат cool. That woman is an idiot. I'll 
send another wire to Tracey. Tell her to come 
tomorrow." 

They turned at a click of the gate. The 
telegraph boy came through, grinning. “Наа 


KEEP THIS CHART 
FOR YOUR GUIDANCE: 


llb. poultry = 5 
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another for you and didn't know it. Thought 
it said Finnegan." 

“There isn't a Finnegan in town." Sandy 
grabbed it and the boy ran. Her face softened 
as she read it. And she handed it to him, al- 
most smiling. 

NEARLY BURSTING WITH HAPPINESS. IF 

MOTHER WRITES PLEASE IGNORE. HIS 

NAME IS LEON PALUCHEK. ALL MY LOVE. 
. TRACEY. 

“So Belle can't stop her.- I always did 
like Tracey." She started sweeping off the 
terrace as though the lovers were to arrive in 
an hour. She shook out the checked table- 
cloths, relocated the chairs, picked dead 
leaves off the great tree geraniums. 


“You think you are excited about Tracey's 
coming," he told her. "It's the fight with 
Belle you are looking forward to." 

“ Anyone would enjoy fighting with Belle. 
My other daughters-in-law are fools, but 
they are Boston fools at least.” 

Mrs. Washington came puffing up the path 
carrying a great canvas and was called on 
to show it. It was, as usual, a view of the 
harbor, which she rendered freely by adding 
any touches that occurred to her. She put a 
face on the sun to make it look happy. She 
drew the house she was born in right beside 
Leeward Hall. The lighthouse was pink be- 
cause pink was such a nice color. And she 
filled the water with fish, sticking their heads 

up, mouths open, so 
the doctor would 
have plenty of fish 
to catch. He, she 
explained, was be- 
hind the rock where 


“That’s what he didn't show. 
| Гуе always been You can help channel the neces- “Where’sSandy?” 
afraidof. . . . Are sary grain abroad by feeding your She pointed to the 
we going to wire family those meats which do not lighthouse. “There 
Tracey?" take so much grain to produce. sheis." He thought 
“Yes—yes. Of she meant Sandy 


was living inside, 


but Sandy. inter- 
preted it differently. 
1% lbs. grain “That's just what 
235 lbs. grain iM am—a riveted- 
5% lbs. grain steel lighthouse. 


And built on a rock 
too. Nothing can 
make me budge an 
inch. Belle ought to 
know that." 

"Suppose you find you've made a mis- 
take?" he ventured. 

“Me, make a mistake? At my age! Why 
would I make a mistake?” Then she picked 
up the telegram again. "Leon Paluchek. 
That ought to give the Finucanes something 
to raise a sweat over. And Belle St. Cyr Car- 
rére Finucane." She sat in the chair beside 
Curtis. 'Margaret's name was Leary. 
That wouldn’t have been so hard for the 
Finucanes to swallow, but her father was ` 
Bill and known as Bleary. He drank. 
Burned his house down one night coming 
home tight. They lived in a tar-paper shack 
out on the back road after that. He wasn't 
any good, but Margaret's mother was a fine 
woman." 

Curtis had known only the main facts of 
the scandal. Denis fell in love with Mar- 
garet Leary. The Finucanes objected—vio- 
lently. His mother persuaded him to leave 
town until it blew over. He never came back. 
He married Belle and later killed himself. 

“Of course we didn't know what a splendid 
girl Margaret would turn out to be, but I 
should have known Denis wouldn't fall in 
love with anyone that wasn't fine. He was 
that kind of a boy. I knew that. I should 
have stood up for him. But there was Uncle 
Oswell screaming—this was in Horace’s 
library—'Rowena Cato.’ The clan 
gathered there like hounds after a fox. 
Denis didn't say a word. He never had the 
will to fight, not with his brothers even. I 
knew that too. He just stood there white 
and stiff. For twenty years I'd been waiting 
for a chance to tell the Finucanes what I 
thought of them, and I said nothing. Horace 
was looking at me, afraid I'd let myself go, 
and I said nothing. 

“Have you got the girl in trouble?’ Uncle 
Oswell yelled. 


Ibs. grain 
25 Ib. grain 
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“Denis shook his head. 

“Then why in thunder do you want to 
marry her? Whatever your reason, you 
can’t do it.’ 

“When I got him upstairs afterward, he 
was like a baby. I was ashamed; twenty-two 
and tears streaming down his face. 

“‘But mother, I love her. She loves me. 
We'll never give each other up.’ 

““Go off on a trip somewhere,’ I said. ‘Let 
it blow over. You can come back in a few 
months.’” 

She stared at the lighthouse again, 
ashamed of the time she had failed to live 
up to its ideal. 

“Their old Finucane name! 
boy's life for a name!” 

“So Denis married Belle.” 

“She trapped him somehow. He had 
three daughters in four years. And then he 
heard Margaret was coming to Atlanta.” 

. “I never heard that part.” 

“Someone let him know she was down 
there. Some meddling fool. He had three 
daughters then, the whole business was over 
and done with. Neither Finucanes nor 
Phelpses go running off leaving their wives 
and children. I don’t know that he planned 
to. Maybe he just wanted to see her in a 
friendly fashion. She didn’t see him, but 
I've always thought maybe he saw her in 
the hotel or somewhere and it all came back. 


Wreck a 


Anyway, Margaret refused to see him and he | : 


shot himself." 

They were silent a minute and then he 
asked, “What happened to Margaret?” 

“T thought you knew. She died at Anzio. 
With the Red Cross. One of the finest 


women this town ever had. What a wife i 


she'd have made Denis!” 


A srrine of little catboats went out of the 
harbor, evenly spaced like papers on.a kite 
string. Their eyes followed. 

"Denis used to race. It was the only 
thing he did that mixed him up with other 
people. Always by himself until he met 
Margaret. When Tracey was here last I 
thought she was very like Denis. Didn't 
ever say much." 

And now she was following in her father's 
footsteps, falling in love outside her class, as 
the family considered it. He hoped she had 
found herself a good chap. She sounded like 
a nice girl. 

He had been reading for a long time when 
Sandy suddenly went on with the story. 
She certainly couldn't forget it. 

"d'Oro had a hand in Denis' leaving 
town too. She went out to see Margaret. 
Fixed herself up-as though she were in a 
play—an old riding habit of mine, a hat with 
plumes she found somewhere. She rode out 
to the Learys', knocked on the door with her 
whip and ordered Margaret to leave her 
brother alone. She told her about the scene 
in the library—trust her to have listened; 
she was probably under Oswell's chair all 
the time—made it sound worse than it was, 
and Peter Hooley, the groom, spread it all 
over town. She took him along so he would. 
You'd think Margaret would just have 
laughed at such theatrics, but Margaret 
wasn't that kind. She wouldn't see Denis 
again." After a few minutes Sandy said, 
“d'Oro is not to try any of her monkeyshines 
on Denis' daughter." 

He laughed. “Now Sandy, don't be ridic- 
ulous. d'Oro is no longer fifteen. She'll prob- 
ably be very interested in Tracey and her 
young man." 

“She won't get a chance to be. She won't 
be here." Sandy was tight-mouthed. 

“She’s going away?" 

“She doesn't know it. I'll get her to go 
visit—she has friends enough. Don't you 
tell her Tracey is coming.” 

“Sandy, d'Oro is nearly forty. It’s silly 
to treat a grown woman that way. You're so 
unfair to d'Oro." He'd wanted to say that 
ever since he came. 

“I am not unfair to d'Oro. I know her 
good points, although I must say I remember 
them better when she is abroad. She did 
fine work in the war, they say. I believe it. 
I'd back her against any Gestapo. Try to 
stop her! She's been very mild since you 

(Continued on Page 129) 
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(Continued from Page 127) 
came. I guess she always liked you. I can’t 
figure it out—she has such outrageous taste 
in men. But I won’t have her here, making 
trouble for Tracey.” 

“Why should she?” he asked with con- 
siderable annoyance in his voice. He didn’t 
know Sandy could be so stubborn. 

"Why does she make trouble?" Sandy 
exploded. “Maybe her nurse put vinegar in 
her bottle. Maybe an old witch in the attic 
pricked her with a needle. I don't know why. 
I gave up figuring it out years ago. She has 
had two husbands, maybe three. I never 
did know whether she married that Nor- 
wegian or not. She has had no one knows 
how many lovers.” 

He laughed. “She says she has." 

"And every one of them was another 
woman's property. It's a form of klepto- 
mania. d'Oro is a very homely woman, and 
she hates murderously all pretty women. 
It's her lifework to make fools of them, and 
the easiest way to make a fool of a woman is 
to take her man away from her. Then ask 
her the next time you see her, 'My dear, 
whatever happened to that charming fellow 
you were engaged to?’” 

“You know, Sandy,” he said, thinking it 
over, “you and d'Oro both love dramatics, 
melodrama.. She tells you stories and you 
not only believe them, but add to them in 
your own mind. Anyway, with Tracey the 
whole thing falls through because you said 
yourself Tracey isn't pretty." 

“Tt may make d'Oro all the worse. She's 
proud of being so homely. Another homely 
Finucane may make her jealous.” 

"Isee. Imagine a woman of thirty-eight 
trying to steal a man from a schoolgirl.” 

“She can’t help doing it, 

I tell you. Anyway, she 
won't get a chance. She's 
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a jaw should be, her nose an extended, 
precipitous incline. She dressed, not to offset 
her idiosyncrasies, but to emphasize them. 
She wore foot-high hats, scarfs wound round 
and round her throat. She affected flowing 
capes of strange materials and skirts inches 
longer than the current styles. The result 
was not freakish, curiously enough. Her 
inextinguishable self-confidence made her 
seem to have a kind of superstyle. You felt 
this was the goal at which all well-dressed 
women aimed. . 

“Marvelous bones,” Curtis had heard a 
man mutter once when he dined with d'Oro. 

"Bones!" the woman with him had 
scoffed. “It’s wickerwork."" 


Sue sat and smiled at them both. Affec- 
tionately, it seemed to Curtis. “I must go 
bathe in ointments, unguents and perfumed 
oils. Boston women have a strange stench.” 

"d'Oro, I won't have you saying that. 
You are a Boston woman." 

“1,” d'Oro said, “have a strange stench. 
Nothing new has happened?" 

"Nothing." Sandy apparently realized 
she had said it too emphatically and covered 
it with a yawn. 

“No letters—phone calls—cables—chits 
little black boys bearing gifts?” 

“Nothing that I remember.” Her mother 
yawned again. 

Curtis listened to the interplay, amused. 
Under Sandy’s chair was a yellow envelope. 
He put out his foot and covered it. d’Oro 
headed for the house, dragging her cape 
across the bricks. 

“Ts it next week you go to the Oldfields’?”’ 
Sandy called after her with exaggerated 
casualness which fooled no one. 

d'Oro stopped and came 
back. She looked down at 
her mother, one eyebrow 





going." 


d'Oro never slipped in 
unnoticed. Usually her en- 


Although there are thou- 
sands of subjects for ele- 
gant conversation, there are 
persons who cannot meet a 
cripple without talking about 


raised. “No. I have no 
intention of going to the 


Oldfields’. Who is com- 
dare К 


trance was preceded by a feet! 
laugh—a provocative 

laugh, thin and scratchy 

with a slightly taunting 

note to it as though she laughed with and 
at. It did not indicate, however, that she 
was accompanied. It might be the taxi driver 
she was amused by, or a bird in the tree. Or 
even herself. But tonight she was followed 
onto the terrace by a little man with shiny 
black hair and round beady eyes. 

“This is Rikki,” she announced loudly. 
“Rikki-tikki-tavi, I think. . . . My mother, 
Mrs. Finucane; my cousin, Doctor Phelps. . . . 
Rikki says he is a baron, but I doubt it.” 

Rikki bowed and laughed. “ Үеѕ-ѕ. Baron 
Ricardo Honi.” 

“Sounds phony, but he's a nice little 
thing. Bought me an excellent lunch. . . . 
This is our view, Rikki. Do you like it?” 
They walked to the wall and she pointed out 
the town and the spots of interest. “Our 
former home across the way. Lewd Hall.” 

Curtis laughed. He had forgotten d’Oro’s 
name for the place. She had had stationery 
engraved thus, and substituted for her 
father’s and he had sent out many important 
letters before he discovered it. 


C Rara: says this is better than Amalfi,” 
she told them. “I don't believe he has been 
east of Hoboken." If he understood her 
comments he was amused by them, for his 
little red mouth smiled continuously and his 
eyes snapped. “You must skip along now, 
Rikki, or you won't get to Portsmouth by 
nightfall.” He was moved along to the gate. 
“Good-by, my love. Do not fall over the 
steps." 

“Tf you continually tell people not to fall 
down the steps, someday you'll have some- 
one going headlong,” Sandy said. 

“That’s my little experiment. Well, my 
sweet ones, how have you passed this long 
day without me?" She walked to the wall, 
dropped her cape behind her and sat, her 
long feet in a v, her chin resting onone twig- 
like finger. 

She was as tall as her mother, but thinner 
and with sharper.features. Her neck was 
longer, her jaw seemed half again as long as 


— CHINESE PROVERB. 


Sandy wasabout to deny 
that anyone was coming 
when Curtis forestalled 
her. He reached in his 
pocket and pulled out Tracey’s letter. Sandy 
glared at him and he smiled back saucily, 
pleased at his boldness. Let her see that 
d'Oro wasn't so silly. 

d'Oro read the letter through and handed 
it back expressionless. “Perhaps I shall go 
to the Oldfields’. I cannot face adolescents 
in the throes of what they call love.” 

Curtis smiled at Sandy. So d'Oro wanted 
to stay and steal Tracey's man, did she! 

“This is the homely child, isn't it?" d'Oro 
asked. “She seems not very bright. I hope 
you wrote her we all have the pox." 

“I certainly did not. I told her to come. 
Belle wired me this afternoon that I was 
not to receive them." 

"She's quite right. Keep out of it, Sandy. 
You pull a strong bow, sweet, but you some- 
times shoot your arrows into the seat of your 
own pants. Interfering in love affairs is bad 
business.” 

“TInterfering—interfering! She asks if she 
can come and I say yes. So that’s interfer- 
ing." Sandy was stiff as a flagpole. “No one 
is going to interfere, not this time. She 
wants to marry this whatever-his-name-is 
and she’s going to. Neither Belle nor anyone 
else is going to stop her.” 


Long after Mrs. Washington had carried 
off the dishes, they sat at the table on the 
terrace. The sunset lighted every window on 
the point. Two clouds heaped with roses 
hung over the lighthouse, like two of Sandy’s 
former garden-party hats. The harbor was 
faintly lavender—waveless, rippleless. 

Curtis twisted his glass. “А very pretty 
setting for young romance," he commented. 
“There'll be a moon, I think." 

d'Oro turned to him. “Have you buckled 
on the armor for this girl too?” 

“No. I shan’t until I meet the man.” 

“Of course that’s silly. The man is of no 
importance. It just seems obvious the girl is 
not competent to manage a love affair. It’s 

*,80 ingenuous to talk of marrying a man you 
are in love with. It's the one man you 
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THIS BOOKLET TELLS YOU 
HOW TO SAVE UP 70 9; 







After reading this at- 
tractive, fully illustrat- 
ed booklet, you will 
want to be sure your 
new gas range is equipped with the fa- 
mous Harper Center Simmer Burners. 

Eighteen leading gas ranges are 
equipped with Harper Center Simmer 
Burners. These burners are superior to 
all other top burners because each 
Harper burner is really 2 burners in 1. 
As shown in the diagram below, the 
big outer burner brings foods to a quick 
boil. Turn handle until it “clicks” and 
the big burner goes out, leaving only 
the small efficient ner burner lit to 
finish the cooking. 


Enjoy These Advantages 


Only the separate Harper Center 
Simmer Burner gives youthe controlled 
low heats you need to keep foods warm 
for serving ...to eliminate pot watch- 
ing and boiling агу... to keep proper 
pressure cooker heat...to allow cook- 
ing with little water, which saves time 
and gas. Cooking with the tiny inner 
burner keeps the average kitchen 9 de- 
grees cooler, and enables you to save 
up to 39% in fuel. Only the separate 
Harper Center Simmer Burner can 
help you so much in your cooking! 

Send for your FREE copy of the book- 
let, "Modern Methods of Top Burner 
Cooking" rightaway. Itis packed with 
information about mak- 
ingyour cooking easier. 


SAVE THE VITAMINS! 


Cook with a 
single cup 
of water... 








2 BURNERS 


IN 1 


NOU 





Г HARPER-WYMAN COMPANY 1 
8562 Vincennes Ave. l 
| Chicago 20, Ill. | 
1 Please send me the illustrated booklet, 1 
l “Modern Methods of Top Burner Cooking." I 
l l 
| l 
| l 
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shouldn’t marry. Marriage needs wits. 
Love makes the reasoning processes deli- 
quesce.”” 

“We should реї а boat for them," Sandy 
said, not listening to d’Oro’s philosophizing. 
Or not seeming to. ‘When people are in love 
they like to go out in boats.” 

“Tf she really wants to marry this fellow I 
suggest we wire her to corne, but on no con- 
dition to bring him. You can then teach her 
the ABC's, Curt." 

He flushed. d'Oro was making fun of him. 

“When Horace was courting me we used 
to go sailing. Got caught in a calm once. 
Had to spend the night on Shipshape Island.” 

“Sandy!” d’Oro shrieked in mock horror. 
“Tmagine a girl of today waiting for winds 
to blow or not to blow,” she said to Curtis. 

“Hmph,” said Sandy. “Think we couldn't 
have rowed home?" 

“Tracey doesn’t seem to be a typical 
modern girl," Curtis suggested. “‘She’s shy, 
Sandy says." 

"Shy!" d'Oro laughed. “When girls are 
too stupid to know how to behave they call 
them shy." 

“Tf we can't get a boat we'll just have to 
go about our business and give them a chance 
to be alone," Sandy said, continuing her 
own conversation. 

Curtis laughed. “I think Sandy expects 
me to hide behind bushes and listen under 
the table." 

“Wish you would,” she told him quickly. 
“Might get you to the point of finding your- 
self a girl. You're right on the verge of it. 
It would just take a little push." 

He could feel d'Oro's eyes on him, as 
though she were taking Sandy's nonsense 
seriously. “The Oldfields,” she said, with 
what seemed complete irrelevancy, “live on 
a lake. Of course the Italian lakes, the 
Bavarian lakes—but a lake in Maine! I 
think perhaps I'll wire the Oldfields to forget 
the whole thing.” 


“Т кошш,” Sandy said heartily. “I eer- 
tainly would. Lakes are damp. You’ll get 
rheumatism again. At your age you have to 
consider those things.” 

d'Oro laughed merrily. “Veddy, veddy 
clumsy, Sandy. Obvious. Untrue. I never 
had rheumatism in my life. I'll go, darling. 
I'll go to the Oldfields because you want me 
to. Consider that and marvel." She got up 
and went to her room. At the door she turned. 
“Why don't you come with me, Curt, my 
love? You may be in danger here.” 


The lights came on in the houses oppo- 
site—real lights this time. One sequin and 
then another shone on the velvet of the sky. 
The lighthouse blinked once and was dark. 
Twice and was dark again. “Rocks,” it 
warned. “Keep off. Rocks . . . keep off. 
Love . . . keep away. Love . . . beware." 
He stirred uneasily and looked 
at Sandy, who had put such 
nonsense into his head. He 
had never been with lovers. 
Men on the carrier had con- 
fided in him. Men in delirium 
had re-enacted love scenes. 
Dying men had called for 
wives as though their presence 
would stem the tide that was 
ebbing away. As though in 
love were healing. Was that 
true? Would love cure any 
soul-sickness? 

The wind turned east, bring- 
ing the strong smell of wet 
ropes and dry seaweed, of fish 
and salt and rotting piers. The 
waves on the little beach be- 
low lapped faster and faster. 
He got a coat and put it across 
Sandy’s shoulders and she 
looked up at him. Her face 
seemed old and tired. She had 
probably been thinking of 
Denis. 

This is going to be a good 
thing for Sandy, he thought. 
Seeing this girl happy will be 
compensation for her old age. 
Perhaps it's better that d'Oro is 
going. It will be more peaceful. 


“Wait till you see the blast I wrote Belle. 
I told her just what I thought of her, sending 
me a wire like that. Insists I am not to re- 
ceive him. Stewpots!” 


The day before Tracey was to arrive, 
d’Oro left—with all the bustle of a safari 
leaving for the interior of Africa. 

Curtis, summoned to her room to close a 
bag—a bag! the room was full of bags—was 
admonished, “ Кеер an eye on Sandy. She's 
all wound up. I don’t know why I go off and 
leave you two babes in the woods to manage 
this thing alone.” 

He laughed. “‘This thing’ being a school- 
girl in love. It would seem to me the less 
managing the better." 


She shook her head. “Love and the 
Finucanes!" 

“Ой and water?” he suggested. 

“Babies and popguns.” 


“I think we'll get along, but we shall miss 
you. I shall.” 

“Ah, Ше!” She stopped her packing to 
throw a dramatic glance at life up above her 
ceiling somewhere. 

They saw her off from the top of the steps. 
Mrs. Washington, who loved d'Oro's dra- 
matics, almost wept. 

d'Oro waved a long scarf. “Good-by— 
good-by. . . . Mrs. W., I leave you in 
charge. Maintain decency and dignity at all 
costs. . . . Sandy, never forget you are a 
Finucane. Good-by—good-by." 

Sandy turned away. “Probably be back 
on the next train," she muttered. 


Curtis sat on a bench and picked up 
Tracey’s latest wire. It said nothing but the 
hour at which she would arrive. He was dis- 
appointed. 

Sandy was raising a terrific rumpus getting 
rooms ready. She swept and shook mops 
and pushed furniture about. He had offered 
to help, knowing it would not be accepted. 
But now she came to him for advice. 

“T’ve put love stories in Tracey's room. 
What books shall I put in his?” 

* More love stories.” 

“Men don't read love stories.” 

He was amused at her scorn. “Sport, 
travel, adventure, crime." 

“Се me Moby Dick, on the shelf by the 
fireplace." 

“What do you think he will be like?" he 
asked, giving her the book. “Must be rather 
an ordeal, visiting a girl's family, having 
them look you over." 

"I'm not going to look him over. If 
Tracey wants him, that's all that matters. 
Don't put your cigarette in that ash tray. 
And don't sit on the bed." 

He went downstairs to Mrs. Washington. 
She, too, was getting ready. A large choco- 
late cake was steaming on the table and a 
jellied something sat on a platter. 


“Well, you wanted to know 
where all the money was going.” 
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"Ought to be heart-shaped," he said, 
pointing his pipe at it. He sat on a stool and 
watched her beating up something in a bowl. 
“These two are in love," he told her. “They 
won't eat." 

“She may not," she agreed. *' He will.” 

“Men in love eat, do they?” 

“They eat good and they sleep good and 
they act just as bad as befo’.” 

Не considered that. “ d'Oro says never fall 
in love with the person you intend to marry. 
You think she's right?” 

“Miss d'Oro's great on talk.” 

“She ought to know.” 

“Humph.” She went into the closet and 
he took a cooky from a jar. 

“What does ‘humph’ mean? Anyone 
married three times ought to be a good 
authority.” 

“Know what Ah think?” she asked sud- 
denly, stopping her beating. “Ah don’t think 
Miss d’Oro’s evah been married at all.” 

“You don’t? Why do you think that?” 

“No man got sense enough to fall in love 
with her,” she said. 


He thought that over. Such an idea had 
never occurred to him. He turned on the 
beater, and frosting flew. 

“Yo better find yo’self something to do,” 
Mrs. Washington told him. “‘ You're gettin" 
in mischief.” 

He got his gear and went fishing. He 
couldn’t see how he fitted into this picture 
at all. 


Sandy had to call him twice when they 
left for the train. He had been trying to 
decide between a red string tie and a small 
yellow bow. Suddenly realizing the ab- 
surdity of it, he put all ties away and un- 
buttoned his collar. What difference did it 
make what he wore? 

Sandy sat in her old battlewagon, the 
engine acting as though it hadn’t been out of 
the pasture in a week. “Sandy, you're not 
going in that thing?" 

“Why should I put on airs for Tracey?” 

Sandy had a perfectly good car, but she 
never drove it. No one knew where she 
picked up this ancient model. For years she 
had ridden in long, sleek, perambulating 
drawing rooms—Horace always had custom- 
made bodies on his cars. And he preferred 
that she be driven by a chauffeur. This 
rattly, dirty old buggy was apparently the 
car of her dreams. She seemed to go out of 
her way to splash it with mud. A stranger, 
hearing it coming, would look up expecting 
a high-school student and would gasp at the 
sight of Sandy’s dignified head. 

“You never got an answer from Belle,” he 
said. 

“No. She’s looking over her ammunition 
dump to see what she can hurl our way next. 
At least she hasn’t stopped Tracey. That 
girl's no fool. I think you'll 
like her." 


The train slowed and en- 
tered a station, darkening the 
windows and starting a flurry 
of movement among the pas- 
sengers about to leave. Bun- 
dles and bags down from 
racks, coats on, hats brushed 
off. Tracey watched them 
with interest. She cared so 
much more about people 
now—or cared in a different 
way. It was as though she had 
recently been taken into the 
clüb they all belonged to. She 
used to have the feeling that 
they had forgotten to ask her 
to'join, or even that her name 
had come up and been voted 
down. It was silly to have 
feelings like that, but you 
can't stop them by knowing 
they are silly. 

The woman with two ba- 
bies put their bonnets on. By 
the time she finished with the 
second the first had his off. 
She looked up and Tracey 
caught her eye and smiled. 

(Continued on Page 133) 
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NEW RINSO WITH SOLIUM 
йе marvelous Sunlight Ingredient 





Never before anything like this! 


Yes, you'll rub your eyes in amazement! New Rinso 
with Solium, the marvelous "sunlight" ingredient, 
actually washes white things whiter than brand new... 
makes washable colors look brighter than brand new! 

You'll see new whiteness and brightness come back 
to clothes that have been yellowed or dulled by many 
washings with ordinary soaps. New Rinso makes this 
astounding difference no matter how hard the water 
—and always with safety to your clothes and hands! 
After just one washing with these soapy-rich suds, 
you'll realize that New Rinso makes all other washday 


soaps seem out-of-date! 
Get New Rinso containing Solium today. You'll 
never be satisfied with any other washday soap! 





*No other soap in the world can make these claims... No other soap contains Solium! 


New Rinso is another tine product of Lever Brothers Company 
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Hard to believe, but a million owners 
you save up to $10 a year on soap alone! Yes, com- 


+? ! 9, 5 5, 
know it’s true! Here’s a gift of luxury that’s Suid to Ab ordinary узат fhe BEE E аА 
a gift of thrift as well! lons less hot water—and only 1/5 as much soap—on 
a single 9-pound load of clothes. For “Tumble- 
Luxury, because the better-washing Action" is the thriftiest way to get clothes cleanest. 
Bendix brings washday leisure never known 
5 Bu Keeps clothes "like new" longer. No other method 
before. Thrift, because it's actually more does such a thorough washing job so gently. Bendix 
economical on hot water, soap, clothes. And Ноте Appliances, Inc., 


it's priced lower—by as much as $90—than South Bend 24, Indiana. 
Dealers throughout the 


new, unproved automatics. United States and in Can- 4 s 
ada and Mexico. 
Is Santa's statement really true? One of 


Just RELAX while your Bendix does all the work! It e illi i i 

pre-soaks, washes, rinses three times and damp-drys automatic т кын е сосы 

the clothes. Simply set the dial, add soap, and tifully clean it gets her clothes . . . 

you're through. how thrifty it is with soap and hot 
E S e r water. Then see one in action at 

You'll be dollars ahead on hot water and soap! Amaz- See the new Bendix Dryer your nearest dealer’s store. 

ing! Fresh, clean suds for every load of clothes, yet and Bendix Ironer, too. 
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WEEK OF THE WEDDING 


(Continued from Page 130) 
Fellow members. The man across the aisle 
who had been staring at her was leaving. 
Men didn’t usually stare. Could it be she 
was better-looking? Girls in love are sup- 
posed to be prettier, but that implies you 
have some prettiness to start with. 

The night Leon asked her to marry him— 
ten nights ago last night—she burst into 
tears, to her shame. “You can’t be in love 
with me. You can’t.” It was a terrible way to 
act when a man proposes. She explained, 
her head buried in her arms, “I’m зо... 
horhely." 

He said a girl's looks didn't mean a thing 
to him, that he always felt it was character 
that counted. She wished he had said he 
thought her beautiful—even though she 
would have known he was lying. Just that 
once—the only proposal she would ever 
have. Character is a pretty dull thing to 
have at such a time. 

His proposal hadn't been very romantic, 
but that was all right. She explained to her- 
self it was boyish embarrassment. ‘‘Say—I 
have an idea,” he began as though it had 
just occurred to him. “ You'll probably think 
I’m nuts, or pretty fresh." Long wait. “What 
would you say to our getting married some- 
time? We get along pretty well; I mean we 
have hit it off so far. You have to expect a 
little squabbling. I’m pretty good at dodg- 
ing if you took to throwing things.” 

Embarrassment made him talk like that. 
Auriole and Lamar would have laughed for 
half an hour over it. They used to compare 
notes on proposals. Auriole had two authen- 
tic ones on the same night, once. Her mother 
couldn’t count the number of men who had 
proposed to her. She was so beautiful perfect 
strangers followed her as 
though they were hypno- 
tized. The Carrére family 
had always been famous 
for its beautiful women. 
Tracey was supposed to 
be all Finucane. 

If she had been merely 
not quite so pretty as Au- 
riole and Lamar, she imagined her mother 
wouldn’t have talked about it so openly. 
But it was such an obvious fact that people 
would practically laugh when the family 
was introduced. Her mother, Auriole, La- 
mar and then Tracey! They would say, 
“Well, I'm sure Tracey is a very good 
girl." 

“If you'd only smile,” her mother would 
say. 
But what did it matter now? What did 
anything matter? Leon loved her. If she 
said it over a thousand times she could never 
make herself believe it. 

The car door started to open and she saw 
a dark head through the glass, but it wasn't 
Leon. He had probably met someone inter- 
esting. Maybe he would bring whoever it 
was back to meet her. That would be a 
strange sensation. She had met none of his 
friends; he, none of hers. In a way she was 
glad he didn't come, because it showed that 
he didn't feel tied. She would never want 
him to feel that he had to be with her. 


There had been various sights out the win- 
dow she wanted to talk to him about, but in 
some ways it was just as good pretending he 
was looking at them with her. She had to get 
used to his joking so much. It was good for 
her; she had always been much too serious. 
And of course it was that joking, or at least 
that wonderful disposition, that made him 
so popular at college. Everyone—house- 
mothers, faculty, girls—whenever they 
phoned for a taxi always added, “Апа please 
send Leon." É 

The girls teased Leon because he was so 
handsome. They called him Mr. Belvedere 
and Mr. Apple-o. He asked her once what 
they thought he had to do with apples. It 
wasn't his fault that he hadn't studied Greek 


How startled she would have been last 
winter if she had known she would go riding 
evenings with Leon the taxi driver! She of 
all people, who never had a man call on her 
in college and had gone on only one blind 
date—too painful to think about. 


Everyone is as God has 
made him, and oftentimes 


a great deal worse. 
—CERVANTES: Don Quixote. 
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When she took her job with the Alumnae 
Association she thought she would have a 
quiet, browsing sort of summer. There 
would be a few graduate students and some 
faculty; she might get to know them. 

During Commencement she went to New 
York with her roommate. They had a 
wonderful time and Tracey came back to 
Redding happier than she had ever been. 
They had gone to shows and bought clothes. 
Tracey had her hair done by a famous hair- 
dresser who said straight hair was in style 
and she had the right face for it. She learned 
her way about New York and she went into 
and out of hotels as though she were any- 
one at all. When she went back to Redding 
she felt that she was an entirely different 
person. 


Tr was Leon who drove her up from the 
nine-thirty-four. He asked her if she hadn’t 
got her dates mixed, coming back in June, 
and she explained. He said she’d find it 
awfully dead and she said she didn’t think 
so; the library would be open, and the art 
gallery, and there was going to be a string 
quartet Thursday evenings. (She never heard 
it once.) He laughed and said, "You're a 
funny one." When he took her bags up—she 
had taken a room on South Street—he saw 
the name Finucane. He had heard that 
name somewhere, he said. She mentioned 
that some people didn't know how to pro- 
nounce it and he said, ‘“‘How’d you like to 
have the name Paluchek?” 

How extraordinary it had been! How 
fated, right from her meeting him the next 
day. She had her arms filled with things 
from the five-and-ten—lamp shades, a waste- 
basket and a basket of pansies. “Нор in," he 
said. "Free ride on the 
company." It would have 
hurt his feelings to refuse. 
And anyone who saw her 
would think she was pay- 
ing. 

The first time she went 
out with him—about four 
nights later—she had been 
sitting on the front porch. He had an er- 
rand in Taylorville, he said, and he saw her 
on the steps as he went by. He hated driv- 
ing alone, even around town. 

Should she have gone or not? Her mother 
would have been horrified, her sisters 
shocked. But if she had said no, he might 
think she thought herself too good to ride 
with him. And if he really did have some kind 
of phobia about riding alone—men in the 
war got funny ideas. He'd remembered 
where he heard the name Finucane. A buddy 
of his overseas came from Barmouth and he 
had mentioned some Finucanes that lived 
there. Was that her home town? She ex- 
plained that she came from New Orleans, 
but her father originally came from Bar- 
mouth and her grandmother and lots of 
aunts and uncles lived there. It was a kind 
of tie having him know someone who knew 
them. 

The next time, he said he'd come to ask a 
favor of her. He wanted a list of good books 
toread: He realized what a mistake he made 
leaving school so early, and reading might 
help. He thought she would be just the 
person to make suggestions. Then he came an- 
other night to get the list. Then he came to 
tell her how much he liked them, especially 
the one about Dick. He meant Moby Dick. 
That showed what inherent good taste he 
had. She told him he mustn't worry because 
he hadn't read much. People who lead rich, 
full lives didn't need reading. Reading was 
really only living vicariously. He agreed 
that it probably was. 

Then he came to ask about taking the 
engineering course, evenings. Of course she 
advised him to do it, thrilled. It might affect 
his whole life and years later he would say, 
“That girl, whatever her name was, started 
me on this, that summer in Redding." 

One night they drove by a dance place 
out by a lake and he had the sudden idea 
they go in and dance. No one she knew 
would be there, and what if they were? 
When she got home there was a special 
delivery from her mother. She opened it feel- 
ing certain it would scold her for dancing 

























‘lve been 
sleeping, 
on my 
inheritance 


It’s always a temptation to use an inher- 
itance right away, rather than wait cau- 
tiously and “sleep on it” till you think of 
а nice, sensible way to use it. 


Mrs. Lane L. Meisenheimer of Grand 
Rapids, Michigan, was especially lucky. 
She slept on her inheritance . . . and still 
had the fun of using it right away. 


Her legacy, you see, was the “beauti- 
fully white, caressingly soft" Pequot 
sheets which her *Gramma" had always 
kept for special occasions. But modern 
Mrs. M. believes in using her prized pos- 
sessions. So this is how she figured, ac- 
cording to her letter to us: 


"I decided that sheets 

which lasted so many years 
for Gramma would be the 
economical, aswell as the 
nicest-to-sleep-between 
sheets for all occasions. 
So I used them constantly 
-..On my bed, on Junior's, 
and in the guest room, too." 


And her faith was amply justi- 
fied! For, writes Mrs. Meisen- 
heimer: 


"Those Pequots are still 
tops for sleeping comfort, 
the luxury look, and the 
way they've stood up under 
Junior's bedtime rampag- 
ing. I'm a thousand times 
grateful to Gramma...and 
I want to thank you Pequot 
people for a simply won- 
derful product." с 


And we thank you, Mrs. Meisenheimer. 
And all of you wonderful housewives 
whose love for Pequot’s well-nigh inde- 
structible muslins has made them Amer- 
ica’s most popular sheets. 


P. S. Don't forget--Pequots are 
the sheets with the handy project- 
ing size tabs...and double-tape 
selvages for extra strength. 


Pequot Mills, Salem, Massachusetts. 
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'onounced. 
"PEB-KWAT" 


PEQUOT 
SHEETS 


so good-looking 
50 long- wearing 
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COMBINATION SUN AND HEAT LAMP 
AS A SUN LAMP 


(Ultraviolet) 
Tans 3 times faster than sun. 
Helps body make Vitamin D 
for health. Good for all the 





= SA 
ut 
NET 


^. 
















family. 

AS A HEAT LAMP 
(Infrared) 

Relieves aching joints and 


muscles. Use for sinus, rheuma- 
tism and lumbago when pre- 
scribed. Takes chill off rooms; 
warms cold feet. Dries hair, 





nail polish. ono 




















T lightens her work — saves her time. It's so light and 
I handy for those quick pick-ups! A few easy strokes 
with her Wagner Carpet Sweeper and she whisks up the 
crumbs baby drops, or around the table after meals — the 
hair Fido or Kitty sheds — the litter of a spilled ash tray. 
The secret of this Better, Easier “Pick-Up” is in — the pat- 
ented Mov-O-Matic Combs — that move in and out of the 
brush to keep it clean for maximum efficiency. A Wagner 
Komb-Kleaned Sweeper is the Christmas gift she'll 
use and appreciate every day. Order from your dealer. 
E. R. Wagner Mfg. Company, Dept. J, Milwaukee 9, Wis. 


WAGNER 


Better, Easier "PICK-UP" 


Copyright 1947, E. R. Wagner Mfg. Co. 


Aat ans Sos a Жу on, E GT a D 


KOMB- 
KLEANED 
SWEEPER 


MR T ME IT Sr Д oae c RS ae e eo x t 
э} چ‎ PME کر‎ a چ‎ cP MER, cP OME OP % t 


LADIES' HOME JOURNAL 


with Leon. The letter merely asked her to 
lend Auriole her white coat, but she had 
quite a session with her mother after she got 
to bed. Or with someone who would be her 
mother if her mother were different and 
would listen to arguments. 

For after all, how does one judge a man? 
What counts? His clothes? The way he 
cuts his hair? (Leon's was much too long 
and very curly. Nice men, she felt, don't 
have curly hair.) Could her mother honestly 
claim that Frannie and Tom, her sisters" 
husbands, were better men, as men? Just 
because their fathers had money? Imagine 
either of them working all day as Leon did 
and then sitting up at night to study. 

The train took a wide sweep around a hill; 
up on the side in front of a birch grove was 
a white house with a large red barn. She 
would.have liked to show it to Leon. They 
had never discussed where they would live, 
for of course they couldn't get married until 
after she graduated next June. 

The door opened again. Would he never 
come? Was he really there on the train? 
Was it possible they were going to be to- 
gether for two weeks? Leon would adore 
Sandy and she would admire him—a young 
man fighting to get on in the world, refusing 
to be handicapped by the lack of money or 
education. Sandy was her ideal, in practically 
every way. She loved her mother, but un- 
derstood her. Everything was mostly the 
fault of the way she had been brought up. 

Again the door, and this time it was he. 
The veins in her body were flooded with a 
hot tide of blood. She felt slightly dizzy, 
weak. He glanced at the girl who had just 
got on, but it was she he was coming to. Of 
all the girls on the train, of all the girls in 
the world. 


Bur he walked right by; he didn’t even 
glance at her. Then he turned and came 
back. “I beg pardon,” he said. “Is this seat 
engaged?” She laughed and told him not to 
be foolish. And he sat beside her. 

“Do you suppose your grandmother will 
have the chauffeur meet us in Boston? 

"I don't know. She didn't say so. She 
would have said so, I think, so we'd be look- 
ing for him." 

“You'd think she could spare one chauffeur 
to meet her own granddaughter." 

Mrs. Leon Paluchek. She was glad he 
drove a taxi. It was hard work—he'd told 
her often how hard—keeping the cars in re- 
pair. It means so much more to marry a 
man who works for you with his bare hands. 


“Did d'Oro know what day they were 
coming?" Sandy asked as she jammed on 
the brakes at the station. 

“T guess she did.” 

“Then she'll be on this train with them. 
Think it a great joke." Poor Sandy, so 
afraid something would happen to spoil this 
girl's romance. 

The Willow Crossing station was in the 
woods with not a house or building in sight, 
only the high wall of a neighboring estate. 
Along the wall stood a line of cars that 
might have been placed there on exhibition: 
convertibles of all colors, station wagons 
with scarlet trim, sedans as long as boats. 
Their chromium shone, their paint was 
speckless, their white-walled tires unsullied. 

Sandy had stopped her mongrel out in the 
road where its engine shook and shivered 
and coughed, making impertinent remarks, 
no doubt, to the array of blue bloods. Sandy 
spoke to one of the chauffeurs, who touched 
his hat in unsmiling deference. Everyone in 
town was used to her eccentric clothes and 
car. The stationmaster came and talked of 
the new Y. M. C. A., which, Curtis gathered, 
Sandy had been instrumental in building, 
although she had never mentioned it. 

His watch said it was four minutes to 
traintime. He must have sat like this when 
he was small, too small to remember the 
exact occasion, and waited for a train to 
bring someone very important. It was silly 
that waiting should have an almost unbear- 
able excitement, as though all one's nerves 
were arguing, It’s coming . . . it isn’t. I 
hear it . . . it won't come at all. Silly. He 
had no special interest in the train. 
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WEEK OF THE WEDDING 


“You go to the front," Sandy bellowed. 
“ГЇЇ go to the back." 

The train had come in and he hadn't 
noticed, he was so absorbed in watching a 
pretty girl in a yellow dress. A work of God, 
a face like that! He walked to the front of 
the train, annoyed at being interrupted. He 
was in no mood to meet these two. He heard 
Sandy's wa-hoo and turned and went slowly 
back. 

A girl was running with a kind of lope 
toward Sandy. She seemed about to leap up 
on her, astride her waist like the finale of an 
acrobatic act. But she merely reached up 
and hugged her great structure of a grand- 
mother. The boy with suitcases would be 
Leon. He had masses of black curly hair and 
enormous black eyes. Curtis whistled. No 
wonder she fell in love. He was like a 
Pompeian painting. But he had an odd 
physique: his shoulders and chest heavily 
developed, but his legs a little too short. 

As Curtis approached, Tracey was stand- 
ing back to, introducing Leon. Leon dropped 
the bags and smiled widely. He was a darned 
attractive boy. With a smile like that he 
would go far, those merry black eyes, unu- 
sually red lips. Wonderful self-confidence. He 
was obviously accustomed to being liked. 

“Glad to have you here, Leon," Sandy 


said briskly. ''This is my nephew—where 
are you, Curt? Here, Doc- 

tor Phelps. . . . Tracey, 

did you never meet р, $ 
Curtis?” ogmatism 


Tracey whirled about 
suddenly, stepping on his 
foot, bumping into him. 
He caught her and moved 
her back and she turned and looked up into 
his face with a queer expression. As though 
she were enormously glad to see him. Had 
she heard Sandy talk about him? He was 
horribly disappointed in her. In spite of all 
Sandy had said, he had thought of her as 
being lovely— just because she was in love, 
probably. The girl in yellow had been slen- 
der. Tracey was just thin. 

Leon walked down the platform beside 
him. "Certainly right out in the sticks, eh, 
doc? Not even a drugstore.” 

Curtis explained that it was not the regu- 
lar station, but Leon wasn't listening; his 
eye had caught the line of cars, and he 
whistled softly. He slowed to a standstill 
and stared greedily, as though the whole line 
were there for him to choose from. And just 
then Sandy walked out to her old rattletrap. 
Curtis almost burst into a laugh at Leon's 
expression. Doubt, disgust and then some- 
thing very close to anger crossed his hand- 
some face. 

“Leon, I'm going to let you two men ride 
in the rumble. Shove the bags in, Curt." 

Leon's smile had come on again. “А rum- 
ble, eh? I haven't ridden in one of those in 
years. Think we're safe, doc?” 

“Sure. Sandy's a wonderful driver.” 


Sanpy turned and cocked an eyebrow at 
him. He had complained all the way over at 
her driving. "Everybody on board? We're 
off." She started as though the car might 
сое. 

“Ме managed to persuade the weather- 
man to stage something special,” Curtis said 
to his seatmate, to take his attention from 
the car, which was behaving just as badly as 
possible. He looked up at the sky to indicate 
that he meant it was a пісе day. He sounded, 
he realized, like an aging professor being cute 
with his students. But Tracey turned her 
head and smiled at him and looked up too. 
Apparently she liked aging professors. 

"I'm on the lookout for a car myself," 
Leon said. "Thought I might look here in 
Barmouth. Sometimes small towns have 
better values. The things they pass off on 
you these days! They don't put that stuff 
over on me; I know better." 

An instant's silence at his tactlessness, 
then Tracey turned, the sun making her 
squint. “Leon drives a taxi," she said in a 
matter-of-fact tone, free from apology or 
pride, “so he knows all about cars.” 

Curtis considered that. How would she 
have met a taxi driver? Of course boys back 
from the war, unable to find jobs, did any- 
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thing. As a matter of fact, recently he had 
read of a taxi driver who had a Phi Beta 
Kappa key. Rather admirable that she had 
had the courage to do this, considering her 
mother and sisters. 

Tracey was turning to him again. “Are 
you really my cousin? It seems strange I 
never met you.” She had a stunning voice, 
beautiful enunciation, low, but with only a 
modicum of Southern in it. 

"Actually," he said, “I'm only pseudo. 
Before the war I lived in California." He was 
going on to explain how they missed each 
other, but Sandy broke in. 


"  Pe-s-sEUpo!" She sounded as though she 
were scaring a cat off the road, and as usual 
accompanied her exclamation with a shove 
on the accelerator that snapped their heads 
back. ‘‘There’s nothing pseudo about Curt. 
He's the best relative I have. Or you either, 
Tracey." 

Leon let out a bleat of laughter and looked 
sideways at Curt, jerking his head at Sandy. 
For a second Curt was angry. People didn't 
laugh at Sandy. Had this boy no manners? 
Then he softened. She must seem queer to 
strangers. And he was just a kid. Leon 
would get Sandy shortly. 

He studied the back of Tracey's head. It 
sat well on her shoulders; there was some of 
Sandy in her in that re- 
spect. And d'Oro. Both 
carried their heads unu- 
sually high. She turned to 
say something, found his 
eyes on her so intently, 
colored and stammered. 
Sandy broke in to point 
out that they now took the road that led to 
the Hot Time Social Club. 

Leon was shaking his head at Sandy's 
driving. He had a curious mouth, almost too 
shapely for a man, but there was something 
about the curve of the lip that suggested 
cruelty. A silly notion, probably. He was 
being very foolish. She was a sensible girl 
and she would fall in love only with someone 
worthy of her. 

They were driving along the road over the 
marshes, the sea shut off by a ridge of trees. 
Suddenly it dipped and a vast shine of blue 
filled the space. 

“There it is, Leon," Tracey said excitedly, 
turning to him. Her face lighted delightfully 
when she smiled. “A little larger than 
Hunter's Pond, isn’t it?" 

"It's all yours," was Leon’s comment. 
Couldn’t he figure out if Sandy lived by the 
sea she probably liked the stuff? Anyway, 
why wipe that look off a girl's face? “I had 
enough salt water to last a lifetime," Leon 
explained to Curtis. 

“Navy?” 

“Seabees,” and he proceeded to tell why 
he joined that branch of the service. 

Curtis listened, ashamed of himself again. 
Why should the boy know how to be tact- 
ful? He was embarrassed visiting Tracey’s 
family, over his head, ill-at-ease. He could 
learn those things, couldn't he? , 

“The Navy certainly had great respect 
for the Seabees. I felt they never got the pub- 
licity they deserved." 

“You’re telling me!" 

“Td like to hear more about it when you 
get a chance." 

Sandy pulled up at the garage. "Here 
we are—here we are. Prepare to faint. Curt, 
get out your smelling salts. You'll die laugh- 
ing, Tracey, but you can't make me mad. 
I wouldn't swap it for Windsor Castle." 

Tracey fell in with her mood. “Oh, Sandy, 
I can’t wait." 

“Go ahead, Tracey, you go first. Don’t 
mind the steps. I put them there on purpose. 
They keep out friends and relations.” 

Leon was looking up at the house. From 
the road it was a two-story affair lacking in 
charm, grace—and certainly in any hint of 
luxurious living. The paint was white, the 
windows clean—that was about all you could 
say for it. 

At the top of the steps Tracey opened the 
gate and stepped out. The contrast could 
not be more dramatic—the wide brick ter- 
race with the yellow furniture, and dark- 
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even if she did not turn to see the front of the 
house itself. She walked across the bricks 
and leaned on the sea wall. It almost looked 
as though a regatta were being staged for 
her. The harbor was jammed with boats and 
many were strung with flags. White sail- 
boats slid in long tangents through the blue 
water, little launches crisscrossed. A speed- 
boat shot out from a group of yachts, little 
more than its rudder in the water. Across 
the blue of the sky gulls wove a striped bunt- 
ing. Suddenly bells chimed and the tinkling 
was taken up in various tones up and down 
the harbor. 

“T never—never—saw anything so thrill- 
ing. Oh, Leon!” Tracey turned and held out 
her hand. But Leon had gone. He had 
slapped his pockets, feeling for cigarettes, 
and then hurried back to find them. 

Curtis stepped into the breach. “You 
must see the house too—the old shack." 

She looked up at him, her funny little 
face grave. “TIl wait for Leon. I want him 
to see it with me." 


Supper did not explain the couple. Tracey 
was silent. She seemed emotionally ex- 
hausted, made almost no comment and 
didn't seem to hear anything that was said, 
in spite of the fact that both Sandy and Leon 
talked very loud and there was much laugh- 
ing. Curtis studied her. Something was 
wrong. 

Leon had figured out Sandy and was 
greatly amused by her. After two trial 
“Mrs. Fincuanes” he had adopted “Sandy.” 
In spite of the fact that everyone in town 
called her that, Curt thought there was a 
touch of insolence in Leon’s tone. He really 
thought her a great joke, a character. 

“These carpenters and  plumbers"— 
Sandy had been telling of doing the house 
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over—‘‘they’ll welch on the job every time. 
You have to watch them. But I guess no 
one puts anything over on you." He flashed 
his smile at Sandy. 

“Not these men," Sandy disagreed. “They 
work hard and they earn all they get too. 
Гуе known them since they were born. . . . 
Tracey, why aren't you eating?" 

Tracey blushed and made motions of do- 
ing better. 

"She never eats" Leon volunteered. 
“That’s why I'm marrying her." A wink at 
Curtis. “Keep expenses down. When we go 
out, a box of crackers and milk. I thought 
she was kidding. I think she'd be better- 
looking if she ate, but all the more for me. 
Saying which, he reached for the whipped 
cream," he added. 

Sandy roared at his witticism, then, seri- 
ously, “Curt, haven't you any little pills 
that will make her eat like her young man?" 

Tracey looked up at him and then looked 
down again, a curious appeal in her eyes. 

“A little sea air will do the trick,” he said, 
not very brightly. He seemed to have no 
role to play. Leon talked and Sandy 
laughed—she obviously thought him very 
funny. Probably he was. He was certainly 
very . . . "dashing" was the word. 

Once Tracey looked up and exclaimed at 
the beauty of a boat which suddenly ap- 
peared around the point of rock, its full- 
bellied sail like velvet, its slow, steady 
motion the very epitome of grace. She 
stared, lost in its beauty, as though between 
her and this boat were some promise of ful- 
fillment. 

Leon resorted to his favorite humor. 
“What, that old scow?” and a wink to show 
he was kidding. 

The two went for a walk after supper. 
Curtis watched them cross the rocks, 
Tracey in a gingham dress, which was cer- 
tainly not new, faded and plain. Leon, how- 
ever, had obviously bought a wardrobe for 
this trip. He wore a turquoise shirt —Holly- 
wood, Curt thought it was called— worn out- 
side like a coat, the sleeves of a different ma- 
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terial. His shoes were white with net inserts 
and black laces. 

Curtis and Sandy sat silent. He waited 
for her to speak. Leon’s inadequacy was as 
obvious as though it were in headlines across 
the evening sky. His clothes and his tact- 
lessness were easily changed—given time— 
but his lack of understanding of Tracey, 
could that be mended? Sandy would have 
some ideas on how to go about it. What 
would bother her, as it bothered him, was 
why Tracey was in love with Leon. 

Finally she turned. “Well, Curt, what do 
you think of her?" 

“Of her?" He fumbled. He had been so 
sure the sentence would end “of him." 

"Well . . . she isn't quite what I ex- 
pected. That letter sounded so young. She 
is, but it isn't immaturity or callowness. It's 
rather "—he talked slowly, figuring it out— 
“it’s rather a freshness that has for some 
reason resisted the spoiling that comes with 
growing up, and at the same time this youth 
is superimposed on a philosophy of life that 
is quite adult. She has a belief in the 
beauty ——" He got no farther. Sandy 
threw back her head and roared. 

“Curt, you're crazy as a loon. That girl 
sat there and hardly opened her mouth. How 
in thunder could you find this something or 
other superimposed on this something else? 

It was a fair question; he considered it, 
staring at the water. “Intuition, I guess." 

“T hope you don't use this on your pa- 
tients. She's a fine girl." 

“T protest that ‘homely’ label you have 
given her," he continued. 

“Beauty superimposed оп homeliness,” 
she taunted him. 
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a No, just the opposite. I’m not sure that 
she hasn’t a kind of basic beauty, a potential 
beauty that could be brought out. She has 
no bad features. Her mouth is large, but 
large mouths can be beautiful, especially 
with such nice teeth. She has a charming 
smile. If only she could get over that tense, 
strained, gaunt look.” 

“You should have seen the picture Belle 
had taken when the girls were small. The 
two older ones sat on fancy chairs, pretty as 
peaches, tossing their masses of curls at the 
cameraman, and between the two, on a stool, 
Tracey with a tight little scowl on her face. 
Belle hand-tinted the picture—pink cheeks, 
color in the hair and lips—but she didn't 
bother to put any color on Tracey, just the 
two older ones." 

"Why, that's barbarous! Hasn't the 
woman any sense? I suppose the picture sat 
around where Tracey could see what her 
mother had done.” 

"Oh, yes, it was framed. That's Belle. 
Her children were paper dolls and she got 
cheated on the last one. Tracey's like Denis. 
She never let anyone know how she felt." 

The tragedy of the girl's childhood tore 
at him. In a way it was not so different | £ 
from his own, except he merely suspected | £ 
that Paul didn't want him. 

"She's still horribly sensitive. That's why 
this boy ——” He shook his head doubtfully. 

* What do you mean?" Sandy's tone was 
icy. 

“T mean he isn't fine enough. I don't be- 
lieve she will ever marry him. I don't think 
she should." 

“Curt, don't tell me you have gone over 
to the camp of the enemy!” 

“Camp of the enemy! Don't be so dra- 
matic, Sandy. I just say he doesn't seem to 
me good enough. I'm willing to ——" 

“T can't believe my ears. All my life I 
have lived among snobs, and how I hate 
them! Good enough for her! Because he 
doesn't hold his fork right and has rather 
sketchy manners. Because he drives a taxi. 
So— you are a snob too!” 

He was astonished at her outburst. “Now, 
Sandy, I didn’t say that. I don’t have to like 
him because he drives a taxi. I don’t care 
what he does. I just say, as a man he isn’t 
good enough—fine enough, if you prefer. 
She is a sensitive ——” 

“You said that. She'd better get over be- 
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LADIES' HOME JOURNAL 


“Incompatible stewpots! Let them make 
themselves compatible. They fling that word 
around. They said Horace and I were in- 


à compatible. What is marriage, a church 


picnic? I found Leon very entertaining. 
Bright, quick, charming. I bet he's a good 
businessman. Works hard. Knows what he 
wants too. He'll wake Tracey up. Now 
don't you go interfering, Curtis." 

“I haven't the faintest intention of inter- 
fering. I merely mentioned I thought he 
wasn’t good enough. Why should I care who 
she marries? All right, he’s a clever business- 
man, and just the husband for her. You're 
right and I’m wrong.” 

“You and Belle!” 

There was no use saying any more. Sandy 
was on a high horse. The whole argument 
was so silly. If Tracey was in love with the 
boy, whose business was it but hers? The 
boy was in love with her; he couldn’t be too 
awful at heart. 

He was almost asleep when he heard 
Tracey come into her room. He heard her 
moving about, pushing against a chair, 
opening a closet door. That was one draw- 
back to Sandy’s wing: the bathroom came 
between a pair of rooms, but the other walls 
were thin. He concentrated on sleep, but 
suddenly lifted his head. Tracey was crying. 
He raised himself to get up. Perhaps she 
was sick. Long sobs and little gasps. Then 
she turned on the light and got a handker- 
chief. She wouldn’t want him to interfere, 
he decided, and lay down again. When she 
got back into bed it started again. She had 
buried her head in the pillow, but he could 
hear her, sobbing and sobbing. 


Curtis was alone on the hot, sunny terrace 
when Tracey came out. She walked to the 
wall and then turned and saw him. 

“‘Good—come join me,” he called. “I was 
afraid I was going to eat alone. I don’t know 
where Sandy is. Quite a day, isn’t it?” 

There was no trace of last night’s tears. 
He had tried to figure out what they could 
mean until he was completely befuddled. She 
stood by his table and eyed his breakfast with 
obvious envy. “Leon is still asleep, I guess." 

“Не may sleep until lunchtime. He'd feel 
badly if you waited." He doubted if that was 
true. "Come, I’ll show you the breakfast 
routine,” and he explained about Mrs. 
Washington’s sleeping late and the upstairs 
pantry with everything prepared. 

They came back with her tray. "I took 
three rolls," she said, “апа both jam and 
marmalade. Your sea air must have worked. 
Do take one of my rolls." 

He took it. This was very pleasant. She 
had tied her hair back in two mare's tails 
with white ribbons like butterflies over her 
ears. Her shirt was a faded red, and her white 
shorts very short. 


There were a few freckles across her nose; 
they looked very nice with that costume, 
like an accessory for sportswear. She stopped 
in the middle of a bite to watch a boat tacking 
near the shore and then glanced across at him 
and smiled. It was a complete comment on the 
beauty of the boat, the loveliness of the day, 
the delight of breakfast when you are hungry. 

“When I was here last I was only fourteen.” 
She said it in a confiding way, as though 
only he should know this. “I used to sit in 
the summerhouse—do you remember what 
they called a summerhouse? It had a marble 
floor and brocade walls.” 

“T used to climb the honeysuckle vine and 
sit on the roof." 

“бо did I. I was really on the roof, only 
I didn't like to say so. I used to sit there 
and watch the boats come in. I had the 
silliest idea." She looked at him hesitantly. 
“T used to imagine someone was coming on 
one of those boats who would fall in love 
with me. I would have died if anyone had 
guessed what I was thinking." 
“ And now,” he said, “the boat has come 
* What?" She looked up, puzzled. 
“The boat has come in, the lover has 
landed and the dream has come true." 

*Oh-—oh, yes.” He had caught her. А 
second's expression had shown him that her 
dream had not come true and she knew it. 


in. 
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“It was strange that I thought I knew you 
yesterday,” she said, changing the subject. 
"Im a common type, stringy. . . . 
Let me get you more coffee.” Anything 
to keep her here talking. ‘‘ Now’’—he came 
back—‘“‘you thought you knew me." 

“It’s doctors. I'm always that way about 
doctors.” 

“A lot of people want to run when they 
see one.” 

"I've always had the feeling that doctors 
aren't just ordinary human beings at all, 
that they are . . . all good." 

“Good heavens, you ought to meet some 
of the doctors I've known.” 

“T don't mean moral goodness. I mean... 
loving-kindness. They are the source of it. 
It all comes from them." 


You used to know a doctor?" he guessed. 

“Yes. I had diphtheria when I was small. 
The other girls didn't get it and were sent 
away. I was very sick, I guess. Mother took 
care of me with Lucibelle, our nurse. It 
seemed as though it were years. This doc- 
tor—I don't remember his name; I never 
dared ask mother—he came every day and 
they talked about me, sitting there in my 
room. And then one day—the girls came 
home. I heard their voices downstairs and 
mother kissing them. I must have been well. 
Of course I should have known they would 
come back someday. That night I cried and 
cried. Nothihg would stop me. In the morn- 
ing the doctor was there; I think mother 
must have sent for him. He told her there 
was something the matter with me, I don't 
know whether he gave it a name or not, but 
it was something that you get after diphthe- 
ria. So he kept on coming. And later I used to 
goto hisoffice. He lived just down the street. 
I'm quite sure he never gave me any medi- 
cine—all I remember is talking to him. And 
sometimes he talked to me about himself—I 
remember he said he was very lonely when 
he was small. Of course now I know I wasn't 
sick at all and he knew I wasn't. Mother 
began wondering about it after a while and 
took me to another doctor. He said there 
was nothing the matter with me. Right after 
that my doctor moved away. I think mother 
had something to do with his leaving town. 
She was terribly cross.” 

When Sandy had read Tracey's letter he 
had thought, That girl can absorb an awful 
lot of loving. How right he had been! She 
was parched, dehydrated. She could soak it 
up by, the gallon for the rest of her life. And 
how she would blossom! 

“Your doctor was a very understanding 
man,” he said slowly. “ But he just happened 
to be a doctor. He might have been a teacher, 
or a minister or a priest —anyone." Now, he 
thought, Гое fixed that all up. She will figure 
out that a taxi driver can be just as understand- 
ing as a doctor. That is my kind deed for today. 
And then some shocking impulse in him 
caused him to ask, “Did you ever tell Leon 
this story?" 

She looked up. “Did I tell Leon about 
it?" she repeated, and shook her head. 

Why didn’t you? he asked her silently. 
Doesn't it seem queer to you that you didn’t? 
His thoughts were interrupted by a sudden 
screeching of the gulls. Tracey was leaning 
over the wall, watching. 

“They’re all picking on that poor old gray 
one on the rock.” 

“Young gray one,” he corrected. “Gulls 
are dark and dull when they’re young; they 
grow white and beautiful as they grow older.” 

Her eyes widened as she considered it. He 
wanted to say some people do the same, but 
he didn’t want to be quite so obvious. When 
he looked up she was studying him. 

“How old do you think I am?” 

She studied him until he blushed and 
hated himself for being so sophomoric. “If 
you are a doctor—that takes time. And you 
were in the Navy, so I suppose you must be 
twenty-eight, maybe, but ——” 

“Hi—hi, everybody. What a day!" Leon 
came over in white trousers and undershirt, 
a bath towel over his shoulders, his shaving 
cream perfuming the air. ' You folks eaten?” 

“Oh, Leon, I did.” 

“Afraid you wouldn’t get any if I got to 
it first, eh?" He slapped his towel at a pass- 
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ing butterfly. “Have to put a shirt on, I 
suppose. Be right with you. Sleep O. K., 
Honbun?” 

“Oh, yes,” she lied. And then looked 
guiltily at Curtis, as though she knew he 
knew she lied. Did she think doctors are 
omniscient too? 

“Guess I'll go fishing," Curtis said and 
left the two to be together. 

As he walked down the path he decided 
this talk with Tracey had not been such a 
good idea. He was the chorus, not a prin- 
cipal. Or not even chorus. Just audience. 
Perhaps he should ask for his money back. 
It didn't look from here like a very good 
show. 

He had been on the rocks long enough to 
be pleasantly assuaged when Leon appeared. 
The sun had a pleasant stinging quality; the 
water whirled in green marbleized whirlpools; 
white splashes reached at him playfully, the 
drops making wet smacks on.the rocks. The 
gulls were practicing fancy figure eights. 

“Hi.” Leon came down over the rocks, 
flapping his arms with deliberate grotesque- 
ness. He landed on the rock just above 
Curtis and squatted on his heels. “Fishing, 
eh? One thing I never cared for. Now if I 
had a gun I'd like to take some shots at those 
gulls. That's fun. The women seemed to want 
to buzz, so I left them. I brought this book 
along—Moby Dick. Funny thing, Tracey 
got after me to read it in Redding and then 
here it is, here. Everreadit?" Curtis nodded. 
“T wish you'd give me the dope on it. Who 
kills who or who the guy marries, so I can 
sound like I'd read it.” 

“The book is about a whale, if that helps.” 

“A whale!” He flung it down and, putting 
his hands behind his head, squinted into the 
sun, studying the opposite 


He put his hand on the boy's shoulder. 
"Leon, wake up. You'l get sunburned." 

The boy opened his eyes. “О. 'i., doc. 
Be right up." 

Curtis went up the rocks. Halfway to the 
top he looked back. Leon was asleep again. 
Should he go back? Doctors, a small voice 
said, are all good. He hesitated and then 
went on up the path. Doctors have a right 
to choose whom they'll be good to. 


Saxby was knitting a washcloth. By her 
quick jabbing strokes and the set of her jaw, 
something was wrong. d'Oro has come back, 
hethought. But the quiet contradicted that 
thought. 

*' Where's Tracey?” 

“Tn her room.” 

“What has happened?” 

“A letter from Belle. She’s coming. Going 
to take Tracey back with her. Unless she 
ға а wire saying Tracey has given up 

He considered it. Not such a bad idea. 

“The fool! Take her back South. You 
know what that means. Marry her off to 
an old Southern wreck. Or else she'll never 
marry. Get a bad complexion—bookkeeper 
in some Godforsaken little town—live in a 
rooming house." 

"Maybe she won't go home with her 
mother." 

"She will. Belle has a will of iron. She 
gets her way always—always." 

“Now, Sandy," he protested, not taking 
the matter very seriously, **you know Belle 
couldn't get Tracey away from you." 

“T won't have her here. I don’t want any 
argument with her." 

“Then Tracey will have to give up Leon.” 

Sandy shook her head. 


shore. “Never.” 

“So you're studying en- " “Well, what do you plan 
gineering!” That had come The imprudent man re- to do?” 
out at supper. ects ori what he has said; “Simple enough. When 


“Well, I'm thinking of 
it. I haven't exactly 
started. Taxi driving isn't 
so hot unless you can raise 
the capital and go in for yourself. Not that 
my company doesn't treat me right. They 
have to. They'd be a howl from the college 
if Ileft." He looked up and smiled. It was 
hard not to respond. He was darned friendly 
and likable. “Is that the place where Sandy 
used to live?” 

Curtis followed his eyes and nodded. 
“Yes, with the wide lawns.” 

“I want to see that place someday. I 
hear it’s something. Swimming pool, fifteen 
bathrooms, stables, cost nearly half a mil- 
lion to build.” 

Tracey hadn’t told him that. 

“You know, I didn’t get Sandy at first. 
She drives that old car just to be different. 
She must have plenty salted away.” He 
sounded very casual. It was just a friendly 
chat on the eccentricities of rich people. Or 
was it? “She must have got plenty for that 
place—if it was in good condition.” 


going to say. 


Curtis hesitated, then he couldn’t resist. 
“She didn’t sell Leeward, she gave it away. 
To the St. Agatha Society. They do very fine 
work, I understand—with wayward girls.” 
He was talking just to talk, watching Leon. 
The boy’s face had gone black with anger. 

“Gave it away! A half a million dollars. 
What right did she have? Why, she’s crazy— 
she ought to have a guardian!” 

Curtis walked out onto a spur of rock. So 
that was the answer. Leon had heard about 
the Finucane money—before he met Tracey, 
probably. Poor little Tracey, thinking at 
long last love had come to her. Taking for 
gold this resounding brass. This noisy, big- 
mouthed, flashy brass. It wouldn’t take 
Sandy long to find this out. She despised 
people who thought money mattered. But 
of course he would say nothing to her. You 
don’t go round telling tales on your cousin’s 
fiancé. But he wouldn’t have to. Leon hada 
certain smoothness, but he was not subtle. 

When he came back to the rock, Leon was 
asleep. Curtis considered him. What a hand- 
some kid. His eyelashes were like shoelace 
fringes. The mouth was the flaw. The cruelty 
showed more in his sleep. 


the wise man, on what he is 


Belle gets to New York 
next week—we'll find out 
just what day she is com- 
ing—she will get a tele- 
gram.” She looked up, her eyes gleaming 
saucily. 

“Yes?” 

“A telegram saying Tracey and Leon are 
all married.” 

"What? Next week?” 

“Next week. They'll be married here. As 
soon as we can arrange it.” 

He took a long breath. “Sandy, you can't 
do that—marry her off to this boy just to get 
even with Belle, or the Finucanes, or anyone 
else you're mad at.” 

“What a silly thing to say. Was it my idea 
she marry him? Did I introduce them? Did 
I suggest he propose to her?” 

“Look, Sandy,” he said desperately, “1 
think I know something about Leon. Just 
give me a little time. I don’t like to say any- 
thing about it, but ——" He was embar- 
rassed and ashamed of having said so much. 

“Curt, I don’t want any of your ideas 
about Leon. I told you so last night. They’ll 
be married here next week.” 


—ANON, 


Tracey came out of her door a few minutes 
after her grandmother had announced that 
the two were to be married the following 
week. Her eyes were red, but she smiled at 
them, a smile that seemed infinitely pathetic 
to Curtis. Here was the small fawn about to 
be caught in Sandy’s ugly trap. 

"Where's Leon?" Tracey asked, rather 
spoiling his idea. Fawns don't go around 
asking for traps. 

He jumped up guiltily. “I’m afraid Leon 
has fallen asleep in the sun. I'll go get him.” 

“Just a minute." Sandy put up her hand. 
“What did your mother say, Tracey?” 

Tracey looked at Sandy and then down at 
her lap. She didn't seem to be angry at her 
mother; ashamed for her, rather. “Mother 
said she would come up next week un- 
less ——” 

"You told me that, you told me that. 
What else did she say?” 

"She said . . . if I should marry Leon 
they would act as though I had never been 
born. They would never want to see me 
again." 
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“Look here, you don’t have to tell us 
this,” Curtis protested angrily. 

“She'll feel better if she gets it off her 
mind.” 

Why in thunder didn’t the girl tell Sandy 
to go chase herself? 

“She said,” Tracey went on, “Lamar tele- 
phoned to some girl she knew who graduated 
last year and asked her about Leon. It isn’t 
true. I know it isn't." Her voice was firm 
now, but there was no fire in it. She wouldn't 
fight for herself. Sandy could put anything 
over on her. 

“Tf it isn’t true, why let it bother you?” 
Sandy was knitting. Curtis had a feeling 
that it was part of the scheme, that each 
stitch bound Tracey in, tighter, surer. “ What 
did the girl tell Lamar?” 

“She said—just after Leon came back— 
he tried to elope with a freshman. The 
family lawyer, or a friend, or someone, was 
on the train and saw them and wired the 
family. They got detectives and traced them 
and sent him back and the girl went home. 
She said,the college hushed it up. . . . I 
know it isn't true." 

Curtis considered it. Of course it was 
true. Counting on his looks, he had set out 
to marry a rich girl. The funny thing was 
Tracey didn't, probably, give two cents for his 
looks. The other girl's family had grabbed 
her away, but here was Tracey being handed 
tohim. Leon must be laughing to himself to 
see how easy it was. 

“Silly gossip," Sandy said. “Every school 
has stories like that. We'll ask him if it's 
true." 

“Oh, no—no, don't do that." So Tracey 
suspected it was true. 

“What do you plan to do?” Sandy asked. 
"Shall we wake up Leon, tell him your 
mother has ordered you 
notto marry him and ship 
him off on the next train?” 

Tracey shook her head. 

“Shall we tell him you 
made a mistake? You've 
changed your mind, so off 
he goes?” 

““No—I can't do that.” 

“Of course you understand when you go 
South you go for good. Your mother won't 
let you leave again, not even to go to a 
Southern college.” 

It was all so neat. A stitch here, a stitch 
there. There was only one way open. Sandy 
was heading Tracey that way, but she didn't 
see it. Sandy would, of course, prefer that 
Tracey be the one to suggest they be married 
right away, but she wouldn't. She'd never 
think of such a thing. He watched her; 
everything about her suggested helplessness: 
her hands hanging so limply in her lap, the 
set of her head, her lowered eyes. Beside her 
Sandy sat up like the king's executioner. He 
never had thought he could have such feel- 
ings about Sandy. He looked at Tracey 
again. If only she had more self-confidence! 

“There’s nothing common about you, 
Tracey,” he put in suddenly. “I hope you 
know that part isn’t true.” 


Sue gave him a half-smile, but Sandy 
gestured impatiently. "Don't be idiotic, 
Curt. . . . Your mother," Sandy began, 
working up for the kill, “has wrecked lives 
right and left. Look at Auriole and Lamar. 
Do you want to marry the kind of men they 
married? Do you want a husband like Fran- 
nie?" 

Tracey looked up. “Did my mother wreck 
my father's life? Was it her fault he killed 
himself? I've never known." 

“There’s no use going into that," Sandy 
said. “The point is she is not to be allowed to 
wreck your life. I intend to stand by you and 
see that she doesn't. I know you don't want 
to see her now. There would be endless 
arguments—talk, talk, talk. Scenes. Hurt 
feelings. She would see herself losing and get 
sick." 

“She has been sick. She says she may have 
to have quite a serious operation.” 

Sandy gave a triumphant cackle. “So— 
she has resorted to it already. She’s as 
healthy as I am. She'll come up here, put her 
hand on her heart, act faint and you'll do 
anything she says. She mustn't come." 





Repartee is any remark 
which is so clever that it 
makes the listener wish he 
had said it himself. 
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“But what can I do, Sandy?” 

She asked for advice and she got it. 
* Marry Leon now. Before she comes. Then 
wire her it's too late." Sandy offered it 
simply, without emphasis or raised voice. 
“One daughter refuses to be married off like 
a slave. One daughter has the courage to 
marry the man she chooses." 

Tracey’s eyes widened, but no expression 
showed on her face. She stared like a person 
empty of thought, empty of resolution. “I 
don't like to rush anything that's so impor- 
tant. I think we ought to be sure ——” 

“Of course you should,” Curtis burst out, 
delighted at her first sign of rebellion. “Of 
course you shouldn't ——” 


"Hi everybody. I fell asleep. I'm going 
to look like a boiled lobster, all right. What 
you been doing, Honbun?" Leon smiled at 
them, his eyes hazed with sleep, then he 
sensed that his arrival had not been op- 
portune. ‘‘Pah-don me. Trust me to walk in 
at the wrong time." 

“This isn’t the wrong time." Sandy bit off 
her words. “This is the right time. This is 
something that concerns you.” 

“Suppose we let them discuss it by them- 
selves," Curtis said, despairing. What chance 
tostop it now! Tracey would never put up re- 
sistance to the combination of Sandy and 
Leon. He got up. “Come on, Sandy. Tracey 
can explain." 

“Oh, no. I'd rather Sandy explained it,” 
Tracey said, and Leon sat down, waiting to 
be told. 

Curtis walked off. His advice had been 
magnificent. “Of course you should . . . 
of course you shouldn't." He started to 
walk down the road, but turned back. He 
wanted someone to talk to. Someone with 
good common sense. He 
went into the house 
through the kitchen door 
and sat on a stool. 

"Want me to wipe 
dishes?" 

"Who you hiding 
from?" Mrs. Washington 
asked. 

“Myself. Look, Mrs. W." He took up a 
glass and a towel. “Suppose you had a friend 
who was blind—a lovely, charming person, 
but blind. And another friend was trying to 
push her off a cliff. This other person was 
blind, too, and didn't know the cliff was 


—ANON. 


there. Shethought it was just . . . a bedof 
roses." 

“How come you know so many blind peo- 
ple?" 


She was right. Everyone else was blind, 
but he saw things plainly. 

That wouldn't do. “Suppose we put it this 
way." 

He held up his glass to the light, twisting 
and turning it to admire the good job he had 
done. 

“Suppose you saw a friend buying a dia- 
mond ring and you knew it was a fake. 
Naturally you would want to stop her. But 
suppose the jeweler who was selling it was 
a friend too. He didn't know it was a fake, 
or care very much. He had to sell it or go 
out of business. But at the same time the 
girl who was buying it was spending every 
cent she had." 

This was a masterpiece of idiocy. He 
didn't know just what Sandy's going out of 
business represented. 

“Don’t go butting in," Mrs. Washington 
said, taking the glass from him and putting 
it on the shelf. Maybe she'll find out and 
maybe she won't. It ain't your business to 
go round showing up fakes. How come you 
know so much about diamonds?” 

How come he did? 

“Ah don’t know anything about diamond 
rings, but Ah know enough to mind my own 
business.” 

He carefully folded up the wet dish towel 
and put it in the drawer. It seemed like 
excellent advice. He was the one who was 
being melodramatic now. People don’t 
marry people they don’t want to marry. If 
Tracey wanted to marry Leon, she would. If 
she didn’t she wouldn’t. And what business 
was it of his? 

(Continued on Page 142) 
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"| adore the silky-soft skin a Woodbury Facial 
Cocktail gives me," says Beall. *I cream on the 


lather—so wonderfully mild—rinse, and skin's 
simply radiant!" Radiantly lovely! Know why? FO R A N OT H E R WO 0 D B U RY D E B | 
"Cause Woodbury's extra mild. Contains a rich в 


beauty-cream ingredient. It’s so gentle! 





FOR THE SKIN YOU LOVE TO TOUCH 





0-00р5! Roller Coaster at Palisades Amusement Park has Beall in a Follow the debs’ beauty routine . . . Woodbury Cabin-for-two cruising off Manhasset Yacht Club. Camera catches 


panic! As for Vinny, he’s been “panicked” by Beall’s beauty—ever Facial Cocktails daily. See your skin look “beautiful sparkle" of Beall’s complexion . . . misses 4-carat 
since he arranged introduction, at the Stork Club. “Her glow regis- clearer, softer—enchanting! Woodbury’s made sparkle of marquise diamond engagement ring! Not surprising 
tered with me,” laughs he, “and my courtship opened—officially!” for the skin alone, by skin scientists —made . +. With you so eye-catching, Beall! “That’s Woodbury-sparkle,” 


See, girls? Cupid works fast, for girls with Woodbury-smooth sparkle! with a beauty-cream ingredient. It’s extra-mild! she counters. “Any girl can have it, with this true beauty soap!” 
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GOLD STRIPE 


BEAUTIFUL STOCKINGS 





GOTHAM GOLD STRIPE 
adjustables* 


THE LONG STOCKING THAT FITS EVERY LEG 


Tall, medium or small, Adjustables fit you 
perfectly! All sheer nylon, 30 denier, 
adjustable top. PRALINE, a dark shade as 
exciting as your lowered hemline. Buy these 
stockings at your favorite store. If not ob- 


tainable, use coupon below. 


GOTHAM HOSIERY COMPANY, INC. 

200 Madison Avenue, New York 16, N.Y. 

Gotham Hosiery Company of Canada, Limited 
Dominion Square Building, Montreal 


GOTHAM HOSIERY COMPANY, INC.—DEPT. LHJ12 


200 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 


I would like to buy the stockings illustrated “On 
A Pedestal.” Please send me, through a local 
store, one pair Gotham Gold Stripe Nylon 
Adjustables in 30 denier, PRALINE, Style 4365, 
at $1.65 a pair. My size із....... I enclose 
Check....... or Money Order. .. (Don’t 
send stampe.) 








NAME 


ADDRESS 





cee Pee! 
e Coupon orders filled only in the U. S. A. 


REG. U.S, PAT, OFF PAT. NOS. 1728924-1824636 
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(Continued from Page 140) 

He went down to the docks, found an old 
fellow who was trying to mend his engine. 
Helped him lose a couple of pieces overboard 
and makea mess of the whole thing, had a fine 
afternoon and came home dirty as a stoker. 

Leon was on the terrace alone when Curtis 
arrived. He turned and leaped to his feet. 
“Say, where you been? Heard the news? 
Boy, are you a sight! We're going to be 
married next Wednesday. What d'you think 
of that?" 

At the sound of the voices Tracey came 
out. “Is this true?" he asked her. 

She nodded, smiling. “I’m not sure it will 





be Wednesday; someday next week. Mother 
is planning to come at the end of the week 
and we want to be married before she gets 
here." She didn't even remember he had 
been there that morning trying to prevent 
it. “But there is going to be a lot to do.” 

“Just a few clothes," Sandy said behind 
him. “There are good shops in town, in the 
summer. We can go over tomorrow, buy them 
out. This is all on me, remember, Tracey. 
Just because I wear pants doesn't mean I 
don't know how to buy dresses. I never had 
а chance to marry off a daughter. d'Oro, with 
all her weddings, never had one at home.” 

d'Oro had warned them of trouble. Why 
had she gone? This would never have hap- 
pened if she had stayed. 

He congratulated them, inadequately no 
doubt. They didn't seem to notice. But while 
it was on his mind he took Tracey to one side. 

“Do you remember d'Oro?" 

She didn't. She said d'Oro was in school in 
Geneva the first time she came North. 

*'She's a wonderful woman. If you should 
ever want someone to talk things over with 
she's just the person." 

She thanked him, but it seemed like a silly 
idea to have brought it up. 

Supper was what might be called gay. They 
discussed where they would be married—at 
church, here, even at Leeward. Leon thought 
that would be a great joke—a wedding at a 
home for wayward girls. He laughed, his 
eyes flashing, his head thrown back. His voice 
was a little louder and his manner surer. He 
rested his hand on Tracey's shoulder and 
called her Honbun until even she must be 
sick to death of it. He was the white-haired 
boy, he was the grandson-in-law. He was the 
bridegroom-elect. “How about some more 
butter, Mrs. Washington? ”. ..“‘Sandy, you're 
shivering. Let me get you a coat.” . . . “So 
you took an engine apart, did you, doc? Find 
any broken bones?” 

They discussed who would marry them, 
what everyone would wear, who would be in- 
vited. Tracey had wired her mother, it 
seemed. She had said merely that she could 
not give Leon up. Nothing about the coming 
wedding. Although announcements of the 
engagement had gone to the local and Boston 
papers, they felt sure Belle would not see it. 
The Finucanes would, Sandy said. They’d 
start raising a rumpus as soon as the morn- 
ing papers were out. 

“How about this Dora?” Leon asked. 
“She’s your daughter, is she? Will she come 
to the wedding?” 

“No. She will not.” 


Leon roared at her tone. “Why won't 
Dora come?” he persisted. 

“Tf she came," Sandy told him, “апа you 
called her Dora there would be no wedding. 
You would be found at the bottom of the 

) harbor. Or you wouldn't be found—she’s 
too smart for that—but that's where you'd 
be—neatly anchored. She was christened 
Dorothea. ‘Thinking, in my innocence, that I 
had given birth to a reasonably normal 
female infant, I gave her a reasonably normal 
name. I think it was the second day she 
spoke to me about it. Explained what effect 
the name had on her digestive system. Il- 
lustrated it, no doubt, too. d'Oro always 
makes her point. Ever since she has been 
d'Oro. Small d, apostrophe.” 

Leon was all choked up from laughing. 

“There were other names for short pe- 
riods," Sandy went on. “She was Dolor one 
summer and went around looking anguished. 
Horribly unbecoming. But then almost any 





expression was.” 


“She may not be pretty," Curtis began, 
“but she has tremendous ——” No one was 
listening. 

“This girl is married, is she?” 
asked. 

“Tf you can possibly mean d'Oro, yes. 
Three times, I'm told.” 

Leon whistled. “Must be quite a looker,” 
he said. d 

“On the contrary." Sandy left no doubt 
about it. 

“Well, can you beat it!" Then with out- 
rageous cruelty he turned to Tracey. “I sup- 
pose you'll get yourself all fixed up for the 
wedding, Honbun. A perm and all that. I 
saw a movie once, showed a girl—gosh, was 
she awful! Then some beauty company gave 
her the works. You wouldn't believe it. She 
was a knockout.” 

Sandy was studying Tracey. The girl 
looked up, colored and looked down again. 
"No, I don't think a permanent," Sandy 


Leon 














By Marjorie Lederer Lee 


We're kindly folk and gentle folk 
And social-minded, too— 
And we've never tripped our 
mothers, 
And we've given dogs their due; 
And we're very fond of babies 
(We adore the wee papooses!) 
But there comes a time when even 
saints 
Will dwell on gas and nooses. 


We've memorized the formulae 
By heart, we'll have you know, 
Of every babe from Scranton 
To the south of Jericho; 
And the albums that we’ve gazed 
upon, 
If laid out end to end, 
Would ring the rim of Saturn, 
With a ten-mile dividend! 


How cute that Susie’s sitting up! 
How sweet that Stevie’s teething! 
Incredible that Linda laughs! 
How nice that Billy’s breathing! 


We're both berserk with ecstasy! 
But lady, time has flown— 

And we've only got three hours left 
To rave about our own! 

















said. “Perhaps a center part, or with a veil 
maybe your hair should be worn high like 
d’Oro’s.” 

“For myself,” Curtis said—it was almost 
the only time he had spoken—“‘I like Tracey’s 
hair just the way itis." He didn’t even think 
how her hair was, he just wanted to stop this 
picking on her. Even Tracey laughed. Her 
hair, it seemed, was still in pigtails and they 
had a lot to say about wearing two veils, one 
tied to each pigtail. 

He left their hilarity to mail a letter, had a 
little talk with a fisherman in a dory under 
the bridge and then went back to his room to 
read. He had brought Leon’s Moby Dick up 
from the rocks. Tracey liked it, did she? He 
hadn’t read it in years. He opened it, won- 
dering as he turned the pages what she had 
liked especially. But not even Melville could 
make him forget this monstrous thing Sandy 
was planning, and he threw it down and put 
out the light. 

Immediately the moonlight streamed into 
his window. He raised his head and looked 
out. The harbor was one vast shimmer of 
silver, quivering as though the water were 
alive with millions of silver herring. The roofs 
on the point opposite were painted with 
phosphorus. The air was filled with that 
weird, astral silence that accompanies moon- 
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light. The oarlocks in a dory rattled and on 
the beach the waves sh-h'd it. 

Somewhere out in that loveliness, in that 
beatific loveliness, Tracey and Leon were 
making plans for their wedding. Down on 
the rocks, probably. Or perhaps beyond, on 
the beach. Or they might be on the bridge 
where he had talked to the fisherman. The 
moon would make the tidal river fathoms 
deep; leaning over the rail, you could see in 
the depths an upside-down world, similar in 
outline but vague as to substance. In that 
world each filled in his own desires. Tracey 
would be beautiful, dazzlingly beautiful. 

He wondered if she was shy with Leon, or 
did she respond to his love-making? Did he 
keep up his continual joking when they were 
alone? Did he enlarge on the fact that a 
bride ought to be pretty and what did she 
intend to do about it? Did he ever show her 
real affection? Curtis tried to imagine it and 
then he tried not to—out there in that moon- 
light, that pervasive, restless moonlight. She 
who was starving for love. How appealing 
she had been, telling that story about the 
doctor! 


Tr was late. His ears strained, listening for 
steps on the bricks, for whispers outside his 
door—good-nights. A tug went out of the 
harbor with hollow wheezes. It must be 
nearly dawn. If you were to be married next 
week, he-asked himself, if you had found that 
girl who was to share your life, and you were out 
there together, heaven just a few days away, 
would you come home? Would you tear your- 
self from her because of figures on a clock? 
When he fell asleep at dawn they still had not 
come in. 


Tracey came to breakfast looking as 
bright and fresh as though she had slept 
right through the night. 

“So you buy your trousseau today,” he 
said. 

“No. We have put it off.” 

“Put off the wedding!” 

“Oh, no, the shopping. Leon wants to see 
Leeward, so we are going over today. Shop 
tomorrow.” 

“And the wedding is to be Wednesday just 
the same?” 

“Yes, I guess it is.” 

“Today is Thursday. That means there’s 
less than a week to the wedding.” 

“Yes. We have a boat and we're going to 
row across. Sandy said we could take her 
car, but we thought this would be more fun.” 

"More fun but hard work. You should 
have had a good night's sleep before such 
exercise.” 

“Oh, I did. I went to bed before dark. 
Leon had a headache and Sandy was in her 
room, so I went to bed too.” 

The moon had poured its invitation, its 
benediction, its torture, and they slept, 
oblivious! 

Again they breakfasted together. Her 
skin had turned golden as he thought it 
would. It made her eyes larger. Her teeth 
whiter. He would be glad when they were 
married and gone. It had been peaceful be- 
fore they came. 

When they had pulled off, Sandy sat over 
by the door. “Time for the phone to start 
ringing. I don’t want to miss it. The Finu- 
canes will want to know who in thunder 
Leon Paluchek is. They’ll ask what his 
great-grandfather’s maiden name was. Row- 
ena will. Cato will want to know what busi- 
ness he is in. So will Howard. Donoghue 
will see it too. He may come over. I didn’t 
even tell them Tracey was here." No phone 
rang. “Donoghue always reads the paper at 
breakfast. Fallon’s wife misses nothing. Do 
you suppose it was left out of some editions? ” 

Not out of all, for their copy was on the 
table. Sandy had read it aloud to them: 
““Mrs. Alexandra Finucane announces the 
coming marriage of her granddaughter, 
Therese Carrére Finucane, to Mr. Leon 
Paluchek.'" No more. They didn’t want 
either New Orleans or Redding papers to 
copy. And it made it more mysterious to the 
Finucanes, Sandy explained. 

Too mysterious, perhaps, for by eleven no 
phone call had come. Sandy went off angrily 

(Continued on Page 144) 
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The gift set de luxe! Bottle of Evening in 
Paris Perfume, Talcum, Face Powder, 


A perfectly gorgeous gift chest containing 
Perfume, Eau de Cologne, Talcum, Face 
Powder, Rouge and Lipstick 





Evening in Paris Perfume in purse flacon, 
Eau de Cologne and Talcum, in holiday 
package. uie aa vr ne cere $2.00 


One of the most beautiful Evening in Paris 
sets. Perfume, Toilet Water, Taleum, Face 
Powder, Rouge and Lipstick. .. .. . $10.00 


Evening in Paris Perfume, Eau de Cologne 
and the new “2-0-8” Face Powder, in star- 
studded blue-and-silver box...... $2.75 








Evening in Paris Perfume $1.65, $3.00; Metal Perfume, Eau de Cologne, Talcum, Rouge Evening in Paris Eau de Colog 


encased Lipstick 75c; Triple Vanity $6.75; and Lipstick, in a beautiful package . . . a Powder E re еи» жаы; 
other Vanities $3.00, $5.00 fragranf way to win her heart....$4.00 All prices plus tax. 
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GIRL'S DATE RUINED 











ESCORT AGHAST! Car splashes girl’s party dress. Her evening has been spoiled 
but fortunately she knows there is a sure way to make that dress look like new again. 


DAY CLEANERS DISCOVER 


Better way to clean your clothes... remove 
stubborn spots and stains... get out more dirt 


A dry cleaning discovery is doing an amazing job for millions of women 
across America. That discovery is Sanitone—the better kind of Dry Cleaning. 

Sanitone Service means not only a better dry cleaning job which gets out 
more dirt, revives dull faded colors, removes spots and stains, leaves no dry 
cleaning odor . . . it also means better pressing that lasts longer . . . buttons 
sewn in place . . . buckles secured . . . minor mending jobs done. Yes, careful 
attention to all details, yet Sanitone costs no more than ordinary cleaning. 

To get this better kind of dry cleaning, look for the Sanitone Seal of 
Approved Service. It has been issued to local dry cleaners who have met 
and continue to maintain the rigid standards of the Sanitone complete 
service. Sanitone is a division of Emery Industries, Inc., Cincinnati 2, Ohio. 
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WHAT A SURPRISE! Mother and daughter say SANITONE DRY CLEANERS are listed in classi- 
thanks to Sanitone—the dress looks new again. fied directories. Look for the Sanitone Seal. 
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(Continued from Page 142) 
to do her marketing. To have missiles all 
piled and no enemy to hurl them at! To 
work up a splendid defense against an attack 
that never came off. Didn’t Finucanes care 
who Finucanes married any more? Poor 
Sandy! 

Curtis didn’t want to take the calls if they 
came, so he went down to fish. The water 
was gray and greasy with patterns of fat and 
lean, like a repulsive kind of sliced meat. It 
was hot and low tide. The kelp stank. Out- 
side on the horizon a line of freighters dirtied 
the sky. The gulls made so much noise he 
couldn’t think. Not that he had anything to 
think about. 

He went back up the banking. A perfectly 
strange girl stood on the terrace; she turned 
as he came up the path. She was extraordi- 
narily beautiful. 

“Ah’m lookin’ for Mrs. Finucane,” she 
said. A sister come to save Tracey! She had 
read of the coming wedding. 

“Tm Curtis Phelps. You are Lamar?" He 
greeted her delightedly. 

“Auriole.” 

“I met you in New York, Auriole. At the 
Harveys’—Bank Street. Years ago. Sit 
down. I don’t know whether Sandy is back 
yet or not.” 

“Wait a minute befo’ you call her." She 
had rich chestnut hair—pounds and pounds 
of it, all curls—heavily lidded eyes as though 
just waked from a lovely sleep, full, pouting 
lips wide to the corners. Her face was broad 
through the cheekbones, her chin deeply 
dimpled. She was slightly heavy from the 
waist up, but her hips, thighs and legs were 
slender. She stood before him refusing the 
chair he offered. “Did Tracey come?” That 
roller-coaster Southern in- 
flection! “Mother tele- 
phoned me last night and 
said Tracey was comin’ 


here.” 
“Yes. Tracey came two women's birthday, but never 
days ago.” remembers her age. 
“And that terr-ible The Golden Treasury of the World's 
man?” and Wisdom. Edited by Norman Lockridge 
“Er—yes. Leon came 
too.” 


“Ts he simply aw-ful?” 

“They aren’t here just now,” he said 
quickly. The temptation was to shout Yes, 
yes, yes. "They've gone for the day. To Lee- 
ward." No mention of the wedding. Ap- 
parently she hadn't seen the morning paper. 
How on earth could he tell her? 

His indecision was interrupted by Sandy's 
entrance. "Such a surprise, Auriole. How 
do you happen to be up here? Is your 
husband with you?" 

“Frannie’s down in the car. We're drivin’ 
to Bar Harbor with the Twitchells. It was 
miles out of our way, but mother said Ah 
just had to come. Ah don' know what she 
expects me to do. Ah can't imagine Tracey 
havin' an affair with a taxi driver." 

“Nor can I,” said Sandy calmly. “She 
isn’t having an affair.” 


“Bur he is a taxi driver. We know that. 
Mother hasn’t been a bit well, but she says 
she’s comin’ right up here next week unless 
Ah can do something." 

“Just what do you expect to do?” 

“Well, Ah thought Ah could tell her what 
we think. Or Ah could talk to him, maybe. 
Ah'm sure he's marryin' her fo' her money." 

“You would think so, Auriole. You have 
always underestimated Tracey. It is quite 
possible for men to fall in love with girls who 
aren't pretty. As a matter of fact ——" 
Whatever poisonous truth Sandy was about 
to pronounce was interrupted by a voice at 
the gate. 

"You said you'd be only a minute, 
Auriole. The Twitchells are wild." He came 
forward, his hand out. “How-de-do, Mrs. 
Finucane. Remember me? I'm Frannie." 

He was a most peculiar combination of 
twenty-one and fifty-one. His thin body 
could have been either, but his clothes were 
youthful and he wore a youthful crew cut. 
His face was deeply lined, his eyes so sunk 
they were hardly more than indications of 
where eyes had been. His smile might have 
been a boy's, it was so guileless. 


A diplomatist is a man 
who always remembers a 
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“You remember my husband, Sandy. This 
is Doctor—it is Doctor?— Phelps. Tracey's 
here,” she explained, “but she's gone for the 
day. We'll just have to leave a message fo" 
her." 

Curtis was sunk. Leave a message! 

"Ah've never heard mother so upset," 
Auriole was saying. “The phone people 
finally had to just cut her off, she talked 
so long." 

“You should have become accustomed by 
now to your mother's inability to stop talk- 
ing," Sandy said. 


Franne let out a cackle of laughter and 
patted his two hands at Sandy in silent 
applause and looked at Curtis and grinned. 
But he subsided suddenly as though he had 
already forgotten what he was laughing at. 

“You are quite right in thinking there is 
nothing you can do," Sandy said, unper- 
turbed. “Tracey is old enough to make 
her own decisions. I'd be delighted to have 
you both stay; it is a good many years since 
you have visited me. I prefer to know in 
advance when guests are coming, but I shall 
be very happy to have you here. However, if 
you merely came to cause trouble, I see no 
necessity for you to wait. I don't care for 
scenes. And for you to presume to tell 
Tracey who she should marry, Auriole, 
makes you look very foolish." 

Frannie waved his straw hat as though his 
horse were winning. “That’s me she means." 
He was delighted. “Га like to hear you talk 
more, madam. I like ladies with snap. But 
we must go. And you, sir"—he put up a 
finger of warning in Curtis’ direction— 
“drive that taxi carefully.” 

The scene was utterly disheartening to 
Curtis. Her family should 
be his allies, they could 
help him stop this wed- 
ding, and this was all they 
were capable of. The girl’s 
life about to be ruined and 
they spared a few minutes 
it to leave a message! 


(Black Hawk Press), 


—FROST: 





The two came back from 

Leeward earlier than ex- 

pected. Curtis saw them 

pulling around the anchored boats and no- 

ticed through the glasses that Tracey was 

rowing. When they came up the path he could 

see she looked worried. Leon's sunburn, it 

seemed, had come out full strength, and he 

did indeed look like a boiled lobster. The 

dashing manner was gone. He looked thor- 
oughly sick, limp, deflated. 

Curtis got him to bed and did what he 
coud to take the sting out of the burn. Leon 
groaned and cursed. He was extremely un- 
attractive, and unappreciative too. Tracey 
was torn with pity. It was all her fault, he 
hadn't wanted to row. She sat by his door 
and every time he groaned she raised 
anguished eyes to Curtis. Couldn't he do 
something more? 

"Oh, he'll live, he'll live," Sandy said. 
“Teach him not to fall asleep in the sun." 

Talk about feeling guilty! Curtis knew 
perfectly well it was his fault. A fine doctor 
he was! 

"Come eat your supper," Sandy said to 
Tracey. “He'll fall asleep. That's one thing 
about men, they can always sleep. And 
Leon's no exception, I notice. Some people 
around here have been wondering if you were 
in love," she added, her eyes twinkling. “Let 
them look at you now." 

It didn't prove she was in love at all, but 
Curtis could hardly argue it. She would act 
that EM if anyone was sick. Especially if 
she felt responsibility. Gradually she re- 
laxed and it proved a most delightful meal. 
So peaceful! So lacking in bright jokes! So 
free from the belittling remarks that followed 
every serious thought Tracey expressed. 
They didn't even talk much about the wed- 
ding. And ahead was a whole evening with- 
out Leon! Tracey and he could take the 
boat—thus eluding Sandy—and row about. 
Or they could find that old fisherman and 
discuss life with him. He was a great old 
boy. Tracey would be amused by his thoughts 
on summer people. And then —— 

(Continued on Page 147) 
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UNITED STATES RUBBER COMPAL Y 
SERVING THROUGH SCIENCE 














“NEVER LET THE WEATHER INTERFERE” 


U.S. Gaytees make the weather just 
another excuse for dressing up. Gaytees offer 
more than dry, trim protection. They're 
smart fashion accessories— styled. to go 

with suave town clothes or rugged 

tweeds. You'll find Gaytees to. please you 


at your favorite Stormy Weather Shop. 


Luxury Look of VELVETEEN GAYTEES with the vanity of fur ‘round the top. 
Sympathetic to luncheon, the theatre and festive evenings. Lined to cherish your pretty 
shoes and keep lightly shod feet dry and warm. Slide fastened at the instep. Black. 





Matinee Look of PEERLESS Velveteen Town Look of OXFORDS, left, for rainy, muddy days. 
all shoes. Women’s, misses’, children’s. Black, brown, red. Gaytees with fur banding around top and down Trim and neat, sculptured for snug fit. Black, brown. 
Sporting Look of SPECTATORS, right. Fur cuffs, warm front. Laces give you snug fit at instep. Black. Trim Look of CAMEO KWIKS, right. Easy and supple for 
lining shut out raw weather. Flat sole. Brown, black. driving. Kwik slide fastened. Black, brown. 
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Fashion-Over-The-Shoe 
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COMPLIMENTS “THE IMPORTANT NEW ә 


STYLE TREND" ESTABLISHED BY THE 
KAISER AND THE FRAZER 


Designer and member of New York's world-famous 
fashion firm of Traina-Norell, Norman Norell is 
distinguished for the many new trends in women's 
fashions that have come from his drawing board. 
Dramatic simplicity is the keynote of his success, 
and of the influence his firm exerts on what the well- 
dressed woman will wear. Norell admires the dis- 
tinctive lines of the KAISER and the FRAZER. He 
says: "These cars establish an important new trend 
in modern automobile styling — a most admirable 
trend, combining beauty with purpose." 


















A red silk taffeta dinner dress 
with a fur border. 
by Norman Norell of Traina-Norell 





There ıs a purpose behind the dignified simplicity of line that makes the 
KAISER and the FRAZER so outstanding in exterior beauty. That purpose is 
twofold— more interior roominess, and better vision for driver and passen- 
gers. The entire width of these cars is utilized, inside! The fenders sweep in 

unbroken lines from headlamps to rear deck. The industry will follow this 

postwar trend! You will admire the beautifully tailored interiors, too. Here is 
KAISER-FRAZER CORPORATION © WILLOW RUN, MICHIGAN truly luxurious transportation ... with the glamorous touch of tomorrow. 


THE BEAUTY AND DISTINCTION OF CUSTOM CAR STYLING??? 


WEEK OF THE WEDDING 


(Continued from Page 144) 

“You look as though you were sharpening 
the knife for a nice juicy appendix,” Sandy 
said. “ What deviltry are you up tc?" 

He felt the guilty flush spread from chin to 
forehead. A doctor exulting in a patient’s dis- 
abilities so he could spend the evening with 
the sick man’s wife—practically! He was so 
ashamed he rushed to town and into a news- 
reel theater as though Tracey were chasing 
him. When he got home he hurried to bed. 
He tossed and turned, cursing Sandy for 
questioning his integrity. There were so few 
evenings left. He had merely wanted to talk 
to Tracey. He had no interest whatsoever 
in sleep and finally got up. Sandy could 
have no objection to his sitting on the terrace 
alone. 

The sky was patterned with huge clouds 
that turned the place from night to twilight 
in rapid sequence, as though time had lost 
its bearings. The moon had had a slice re- 
moved from the temporal bone, but seemed 
oblivious of its disfiguration. It was just as 
haughty, took the earth’s infatuation just as 
much for granted. If you disassociate the 
moon from all the nonsense written about it 
in the last thousand years, it is really rather 
an objectionable object. Suppose it had been 
called Old Bloater or The Blob. Not even 
Keats could have written about sitting in 
the light of The Blob. Anyway, there was 
nothing sillier than a lone man sitting star- 
ing at the thing. He got up to go back to 
bed. 

“Isn’t it beautiful!” 


He turned with a start. Someone was sit- 
ting back in the shadows. It wasn’t Sandy— 
or Leon—or Mrs. Washington. He pulled 
his chair over by her. 

“Beautiful. Perfectly beautiful,” he 
agreed. 

“It’s so wonderful,” Tracey said, “that 
there should be a planet with just enough 
light to make night more beautiful, more 
nightlike, but not enough to spoil it the way 
the sun does.” 

“Well, that's an odd idea. The sun just 
goes around spoiling the night.” 

“Tf the moon were twice as large it would 
be frightening. If it were smaller it would be 
insignificant. Do you think that’s just acci- 
dent?” 

“Definitely not. Because the moon is the 
size it is, the earth is populate? If there 
were no moon, love-making would have to be 
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enforced by law. That would result in boot- 
legged bachelors and criminal chastity.” 

“Are all doctors so bitter about love? 
They can’t be.” 

He turned to her in amazement. That was 
what Sandy had said—Doctors are the 
mechanics. They can’t fly. “On the contrary, 
doctors — Tracey, I must talk to you.” 
He should have thought up some innocent- 
sounding subject that would not startle her 
or make her suspicious but would lead in- 
evitably to why in thunder she wanted to 
marry this blob of a Leon, but he hadn’t had 
the patience. “I want to talk to you, 
Tracey.” She didn’t answer, and he was 
sure he saw tears on her cheek. “Come down 
to the rocks where no one will hear us.” 
Silence. “You must talk to someone; you 
are being rushed into this.” 

She shook her head. “I’m not," she 
whispered back. “I want to marry him." 

“Come.” 

He took her arm and she put up no resis- 
tance. They went down the path over the 
rocks. Heaven zive me wisdom, he prayed. 

«Then yor came,” he began, “you didn’t 
plan to marry Leon for some time.” 

“Next yoar, after I graduate. But this 
last year at college doesn’t matter much.” 

“Tt isn’t that year I’m thinking of. Sandy 
has persuaded you to rush into this mar- 
riage. I’ve been watching you and I’m sure 
you are being rushed into it against your 
better judgment.” 

“No, that isn’t so at all. I want to marry 
him. And if I am going to I might as well do 
it now. There’s no sense waiting to get con- 
fused and let things interfere. Sandy is right 
about mother—she’s very difficult.” She 
had such a lovely flutelike voice. 

“Tf it’s the right thing for you to marry 
him, it will do no harm to take time to be 
sure. But on the other hand you might find, 
not that you had changed exactly, but that 
what you took for love was . . . something 
else.” No quick denial. That was something. 
“That often happens. After a while you 
would get a perspective, understand yourself 
better." Still no answer. He sensed her 
tenseness. 

When she spoke she sounded not angry, as 
he had feared she might be, but horribly 
weary. “1 don't want to talk about it. I'm 
going to marry him. Nothing can stop me.” 

“Why the insistence? And the very ob- 
vious unhappiness? You know you aren't 
happy." 
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“I am," she said almost with anguish. 
“Tt’s not the way you think at all. I couldn’t 
find out I had made a mistake.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T mean I have already.” 

“You have found out that you don't love 
him?" He turned to her in surprise. 

“Not the way I thought I did. It's hard 
to explain. It seems such ages ago, back in 
Redding. I wasso . . . young. Have you 
ever been in love?” He stuttered a no. “It’s 
hard to describe, or believe in—after it's 
over. You are really insane. I simply 
couldn't bear it when I wasn't with him. 
And when he was there I acted so silly. I said 
things that made no sense. Nothing else 
mattered. If I'd seen an earthquake right in 
front of me and everyone swallowed up, 
it wouldn't have been as important as having 
him drive up and stop and say hello. And 
then ——" 

He had to urge her to go on. 

“I can’t tell you this. It's not fair to him.” 

“You really ought to tell someone.” 

“As soon as we got here, right away, al- 
most at the station, it just went. Like a 
balloon blowing ир.” 

“But you foolish girl, then of course you 
can’t marry him.” 


Sue ignored him. “I think the world we 
were on was just large enough for two. As 
soon as anyone else came onto it—you and 
Sandy—it collapsed." 

He felt absurdly happy. “This can be 
straightened out. Naturally you felt em- 
barrassed, but of course you'll have to tell 
him.” 

“Oh, no. I’m going to marry him. I still 
love him in a way, in a way that is much 
better for marriage. I understand myself 
and I understand him and why he is the way 
he is. Like today at Leeward.” 

“What happened?”  ! 

“He told everyone that his fiancée used to 
live there, like a small boy showing off.” 
There was tenderness in her voice. “It 
means so much to him to be someone." She 
hesitated. “It’s like joining a club he had 
always been shut out of. An’ he isn’t very 
subtle about hiding his feelings or saying the 
right things. When he's like that I could hate 
anyone that laughs at him. Money and 
power and, well, the name Finucane—all 
that. He wants it so much. It seems so won- 
derful that I can help him get it. That's lov 
ing him," she said defiantly. “He doesn't 
know any better than to act the way he does. 
And somehow it seems my fault." 

“But my dear girl, that's neurotic,” he 
protested. “To assume guilt for another's 
faults. To look at a leper and say 'How 
wicked of me not to be a leper too.’” 

“But I only feel it for him.” 

“That’s because you feel guilty that you 
no longer love him.” 

“No—no. Because I do love him. It's ac 
though you had adopted a child, a child who 
seemed perfect to you, and then you dis- 
covered it had several quite serious faults. 
You wouldn't give it up. You'd love it all the 
more because it needed you." 

“That’s nonsense—absolute nonsense.” 
He couldn't say it strongly enough. “In the 
first place, you don’t argue yourself into 
loving anyone. In the second, he isn’t your 
child. You have no responsibility whatever 
toward him. He’s just a man you met, like 
a million other men you might meet.” 

“Oh, no. He always will be different. He 
asked me to marry him. I said I would 
There was all that in Redding. You couldn’t 
understand unless you loved someone the 
way I loved him. What is left is really a finer 
kind of love. Much better for marriage. I 
could never, never give him up. Lamar was 
engaged once to a boy she’d known all her 
life and she broke it off to marry Tom. I met 
him downtown one day and he drove me 
home and talked to me. He said he was go- 
ing to kill himself, she had ruined his life. He 
had been drinking, I think. I begged Lamar 
to go back to him. It’s like a nightmare to me 
that I might hurt Leon that way, that some- 
thing might happen that would make me 
give him up.” 

“Look, Tracey, you have a right to be 
happy. You won't be, married to him." 
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She denied that quickly. “So many things 
make me happy that have nothing to do with 
Leon. All this.” With her head back she 
surveyed the moon battling the clouds. “Апа 
it makes me very happy to do things for him.” 

“He doesn’t understand you, your feel- 
ings, your ideas. "Marriage should be give 
and take. This will be all giving on your 
part.” He was on dangerous ground. Did 
she know Leon didn't love her? 

“Giving is a kind of taking. To be allowed 
to give." And then the poor child answered 
his question. “I know—he can't give me 
anything but that. But that's enough." 

Her sobs that night had been not merely 
the realization that she did not love Leon 
any longer, but that he never had loved 
her. What a crash that had been for her! 
But by the next morning she had remade her 
world, this pitiful world in which she was 
merely grateful that she could give. Perhaps 
she even knew that it was Sandy's money he 
was after. She would merely be sorry that 
money should mean so much to him and glad 
that she could give it to him. 

“Suppose you marry Leon," he said, try- 
ing desperately to think up arguments 
against such a barren philosophy. “Then in 
a year, two years, maybe in just a few 
months, someone comes along who falls in 
love with you. And you love him the way you 
once thought you loved Leon. Here is a 
chance for real happiness, complete, whole 
happiness, but it’s too late.” 

She considered this, but not for long. “You 
ask me to suppose something I can’t. Not 
any more. It’s as though I were to believe 
the moon is looking down 
on me with the same awe 
and wonder that I feel for 
it. It couldn’t be. And"— 
she hesitated for just a 
breath—“ I wouldn't want 
it to be like that. I’drather 
sit and worship the moon, 
knowing it doesn’t even 
see me.” 

“You mean you don’t 
want to be loved?” 

“No, I don't. I couldn't 
bear it." She said it softly; 
it was a horrible confes- 
sion of failure. It wasn't 
that she had given up her 
dream—she was still starving for love—but 
with this blow she had lost courage, she had 
persuaded herself that to continue to search 
was hopeless. 

He pointed out one flaw. “You say you 
wish to sit unseen adoring the moon, but you 
just said Leon was no longer your moon.” 

“Anyone you are faithful to, anyone you 
consecrate your life to, becomes your moon. 

It must be like that.” 


twelve. 


ever dreamed. 


You adore that which you serve because it 
allows you to serve it. What a groveling, 
barren belief for a young girl. What a 
desperate giving up of any future! She had 
completely lost all faith in herself as any- 
thing but an instrument of service. What 
could he say? What mere words would break 
down such a monstrous prison as she had 
built for herself? And the time was so short! 
Minutes ticking by would become hours, 
hours would become days and Wednesday 
would be here and it would be too late to 
save her. 

“Let’s forget all this moon business and 
get down to earth.” He shifted to a rock 
opposite her so that he might see her face 
better in the occasional stretches of moon- 
light. “What is Leon going to do? What 
about this studying to be an engineer?” 

Her head was on her raised knees. She 
shook it without looking up. “Не isn't study- 
ing. He never will. He just said that to make 
a good impression. Oh, please don't dis- 
like him for that." 

“Of course I dislike him for it," he said 
brutally. “You can't go around asking the 
world to change its values for Leon. What is 
he going to do? Where are you going to 
live?” 

“He thinks we can stay with a cousin for 
a while—he has a two-family house. He will 
get a gasoline station, maybe. What dif- 
ference does it make what he does?” 
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“What will he buy it with?” 

“T think he has some money saved. Then 
we'll try to get a house. It will be a small one, 
of course.” 

“A darling little white house all covered 
with roses and ruffly curtains at the window, 
and you in a darling little apron " 

She turned on him angrily. “I can paint a 
house white. I can plant roses and make 
curtains and aprons." 

“But suppose Leon prefers a dark flat with 
no curtains, and tin cans instead of roses.” 

“Then we'll have it," she said quietly. 
“You can live in a house no one sees, a 
house you have built ——” 

“You'll live in it alone, so why marry?” 

“TIl never—never—never give him up. 
Га hate myself all my life.” 





He was asking her to face facts; he might 
as well face a few himself. Her grandmother 
would undoubtedly give her money now and 
leave her more later. She could get her white 
house with roses from cellar to chimney, and 
swimming pools thrown in. Leon would join 
the country club and have a blue car with 
yellow wheels and a horn that played Hail, 
hail, the gang's all here. Somehow, that 
seemed worse for her than the little house, or 
the flat, with Leon in a gasoline station, and 
her washing his overalls. 

He suddenly remembered a nurse who 
married a man crippled from polio. She was 
devoted to him, he loved her. It seemed like 
a happy marriage. Contrary to all expecta- 
tions, he recovered and a year later there 
was a divorce. Women who confuse marriage 
with binding wounds. 
Don't they realize that 
men, normal men, have 
the same urge to bind 
wounds too. 

Tracey was acting as 
though she would leave. 
It must be Friday already. 
Saturday . . . Sunday... 
Monday . . . Tuesday. 
And írom now on she 
would be too busy to 
think what she was doing. 
What could he say? He 
had a chance to save 
Tracey and he didn't know 
what to dc. Se 

She stood up and shrugged off the stiffness 
of the hard rock. He reached up and took 
her hand. “Don’t go. I'll say no more about 
Leon. Tell me more about yourself. We've 
had so little chance to get acquainted. Darn 
funny Sandy never invited me to Leeward 
while you were there. Tell me what you've 
been studying at college." 

She did sit down ‘and she talked for a 
while, but in some mysterious way she 
turned the tables. He had been talking a 
long time before he realized it. She listened 
as though she were interested, but there was 
no reason why she should be. It was all 
about Paul and how he was realizing more 
and more what a nuisance he must have 
been, remembering incidents like that fishing 
trip. He felt sure, he told her, Paul would 
have lived years longer if he hadn't had a 
rambunctious great nuisance of a boy to bring 
up. She didn't think so. She had an idea 
that Paul might have died right away, but 
he kept on living for his stepson. “Think 
what satisfaction he got knowing he had 
done something for your mother!" He'd 
never thought about it that way. And then 
when he told her about wondering if he 
hadn't made a mistake trying to be a doctor 
she was almost angry with him. She said he 
was born to be a doctor. He of all people. 
And as for that job in Baltimore, it didn't 
matter whether he took it or not, because he 
would do either one so well. He'd be a mar- 
velous general practitioner, she said. Every- 
one would like him and have confidence in 
him. 

She was a remarkable girl. He was glad 
they had that talk. It was the last one they 
would have. After she was married they'd 
both remember it. They went up the path 
slightly ashamed—at least he was, at keep- 
ing her up so late. But it was a kind of 
good-by. He could feel that he had at least 
tried to stop her, even if he had failed. 
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“Here you sit chattering and a thousand 
things to do," Sandy said. “Four days! 
Great guns, when I think of four days before 
my wedding day! My trunks were packed 
and we haven’t even bought your clothes. 
Find the clothes list here, Tracey.” She 
dropped a bunch of papers on the breakfast 
table. Announcements, invitations, flowers. 
Where is that list of clothes? How’s Leon?” 
she asked suddenly as though a groom might 
be almost as important as flowers and clothes. 

“He’s much better, although it still hurts 
horribly. When I brought up his breakfast 
he had fallen asleep again, so I took it back. 
Maybe I ought to wait.” 

“Nonsense. Mrs. Washington is a better 
nurse than any lovesick girl. We ought to 
go right along. The shops are jammed later. 
Who's that at the gate?” 

It was the telegraph boy, and the telegram 
was from Belle. It said: 

HEALTH PREVENTS MY COMING NORTH 
NEXT WEEK. RETURN HOME IMMEDI- 
ATELY. 

“She isn't coming." Curtis jumped up, 
making no bones of showing his delight. 
*'She isn't coming. They don't have to get 
married now." 

“Why should they change their plans?” 
Sandy asked acidly. “Everything is ar- 
ranged. You're the most cold-blooded chap, 
Curt. Or you have been lately. I don't 
understand you." 

Tracey was studying the telegram. “Do 
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you think she is sicker than she says? ‘Re- finale of Mignon. Look at her hands! 
turn home immediately’ might mean that They're strong—but smooth and softly 
she was seriously ill. Perhaps I should go.” feminine. The hands of an artiste that 

*When your mother is sicker than she seem to make music of their own. And, 
says I'll buy you a tin horn. If she were as with every other feature of this famous 
really sick someone else would be sending star, her hands have that fresh, flawless look. 
the wire." 

Tracey agreed to that. 


“Look,” Curtis said. “The only reason for 


them to get married so suddenly was Belle’s | 66 : = 

threat to come take Tracey home. Tracey, 

you know that. You never thought of get- 

ting married until next June. You said that 7 
was ће reason, Sandy. The only réason for 

rushing it. Well, Belle isn’t coming.” He 24 ЖЯ А H 
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and no show window. There were innumer- 
able antique shops, sure indication city peo- 
ple were about. The dress shops they were 
headed for were the equal of any in Boston. 

Everyone knew Sandy's car and she was 
called to and waved to, all the way down the 
street. The Finucanes were neither fish nor 
fowl. They had lived in Barmouth all the 
year round for three generations, but they 
behaved like summer people. All but Sandy. 
And she didn't act like a native either. 

They let him off at Commercial Street. 
He hadn't spoken all the way in, overcome 
with guilt at what he was about to do. And 
shame. He was remembering that d'Oro had 
said they would get into trouble without 
her. 

A red-haired girl at the telephone office 
helped him, not at all staggered by the name 
of the lake or the name of the nearest post 
office. In less than half an hour she re- 
ported that his party was on the wire. 

“What in the world, Curt ——" d'Oro 
began, hardly giving him confidence. 

"d'Oro, we need you here. Right away.” 
And then he added quickly that there was 
nothing wrong with Sandy. “А situation has 
developed," he said cryptically, “that needs 
to be tackled by a diplomat.” 

“That’s a crack. What's wrong?” 

“Tracey is here with her man, and Sandy 
has decided that they are to be married right 
away—for no reason that makes any sense 
at all. For them to marry ever would be 
downright tragedy, and. 
in time she'd see that.” 
But I can't get anywhere 
with Sandy. Or with 
Tracey either.” 

“Tf she wants to marry 
him, idiot, why should you 
stop her?" 

“Come meet him, you'll see. You read her 
letter—she's a fine, sensitive, intelligent girl. 
He's a clown." 

“And what am I supposed to do?" 

“T don't know. I just know if you were 
here the thing would blow up. People would 
come to their senses. You are not afraid of 
situations, you understand people, you are 
frank. If Tracey could only talk to you, you 
would make her see what she is doing. I just 
go around in circles." 

There was silence at the other end, then 
d'Oro said, “Sorry, you'll have to think of 
someone else. I don't believe in that sort of 
thing." 

“But, d'Oro"—his fingers whitened as he 
squeezed the phone— "d'Oro, I wouldn't 
have called you if I hadn't been sure you 
were the one to do it. The only one who сап.” 

“Look, Curt, you can't run people's lives 
for them. Because Tracey is the way she 
is, she does what she does and she gets what 
she gets. I learned that some years ago. 
Interfere and worse things may happen." 


birds 


Her voice was unnaturally tense and he 
suddenly realized that it was d'Oro who sent 
Denis to Atlanta and to his death. Inter- 
fering, trying to make up for the trouble she 
had caused, she only made things far worse. 
She would never take a chance of interfering 
with Denis' daughter. 

d'Oro had switched to a light note. “Pack 
your little bag and leave, darling. Go back 
when the wedding is over. I suspected he'd 
be a lemon. Next time she'll make a wiser 
choice." 

“d'Oro, don't hang up,” he said frantically. 
“Promise me you won't hang up. Maybe she 
will, maybe you're right. Maybe I'm crazy, 
but come! Please—please come!" 

The receiver was silent. He could see her 
there, studying her nails, drawing little things 
on paper. He listened for her breathing. 

*' d'Oro," he called desperately. 

“TI think it over, pet,” she said in 9 
a different voice. 

“You'll have to come right away. The 
wedding is Wednesday." 

She hung up. He didn’t know whether 
she heard or not. But she would come, of 
course she would. He went out so relieved 
he forgot to pay. The redhead called him 
back and smiled at his beaming face. 

He stood on the sidewalk not knowing 
what to do next. There was nothing else to 


One must ask children and 
how cherries and 
strawberries taste. 
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do. It was out of his hands. He lighted a 
cigarette and walked down the street. He 
didn’t want to go home and feed breakfast 
to Leon. What he really wanted was to find 
Tracey and tell her d’Oro was coming and 
everything would be all right. He could 
hardly do that. He would find them and 
watch them buying clothes and gloat, know- 
ing the wedding would never come off. 

He looked into shop after shop and finally 
found them at MADEMOISELLE ET MADAME— 
New York, Paris, Miami, Hollywood, Bar- 
mouth. Sandy was talking to the proprietor, 
somehow giving the impression—in her blue- 
flannel-trousered suit—that she wore a train 
and feathers in her hair. 

“Oh, hello, Curt. Tracey is trying on a 
dress. Sit down." 


НЕ stood. It seemed symbolic. Sandy's 
reign was over. He walked about the great 
semicircular, mirrored room studying dresses 
on figures. “This is pretty,” he said, pointing 
to something pink, all fluff. * Why don't you 
buy her that?” 

“Now, Curt, if you have come to make 
suggestions, please go. She'd look hideous 
inthat. . . . The wedding is to be Wednes- 
day." She went on with her conversation 
with the dapper little proprietor. (Ha-ha. 
Ii is, is it?) “The alterations will all have 
to be completed Monday for the trunks to 
be packed. However, I think there will be 
very few alterations. She has a nice little 
, figure. Size nine seems 

about right." 

“Size nineteen,” Curtis 
corrected her. 


—GOETHE. Curtis, shut up. 


“ Misses’ sizes ——” the 
proprietor started to ex- 
plain. 


There was a throaty laugh from behind 
the partition. “ Look!” Tracey came running 
out. "Look at me." Seeing Curtis, she 
stopped suddenly, standing tiptoe, arms out, 
her look of excitement changing to surprise. 
To more than surprise. This was the man 
who told her her doll was stuffed with saw- 
dust, that her dream was bogus, fake. 

It was a picture he knew he would never 
forget, though he lived to dotage. The wed- 
ding dress was of muslin, as simple as a baby 
dress, full and long with a narrow schoolgirl 
collar. Its innocence was cruel. It was a 
dress for a child to pretend in. Don’t tell her 
it’s real, don’t let her know she's being trapped. 
sold. She wore a short veil, held with a tiny 
muslin crown of scallops and points; in her 
sudden stop it had slipped to one side. She 
stood, her eyes wide, scared. 

"Ah, yes," the proprietor said coyly. 
“The groom is not supposed to see the bride 
in her wedding dress before the wedding." 

"My nephew, Doctor Phelps,” Sandy 
said offhand, studying the dress, indifferent 
to the man's idiotic mistake, and to Tracey's 
startled look. "I think it's just the thing, 
Tracey. Simple. Plain. It suits you. Turn 
around. I wish to heaven you had more 
bosom. You're as bad as d'Oro. Stand up 
now—head up. Take а few steps. No—no— 
no. I see we'll have to practice this.” 

“TIl go along. I have to see . . . some- 
one." At the door he turned. “Tracey,” he 
said solemnly, distinct with his sincerity, 
“you are beautiful." Then he hurried out. 

He knew now, seeing her in her wedding 
dress, that d’Oro wouldn’t come. Sandy 
couldn’t be beaten. She was invulnerable. 
He would follow d’Oro’s suggestion and 
leave town. He had given Tracey as a wed- 
ding present a truth, a truth that had just 
come to him. She was beautiful. 

He went down the street as though a ghost 
with white dress and veil were chasing him. 
Out over the curb to pass groups on the 
narrow sidewalk—the summer people were 
out in full force now—dodging trucks coming 
from side streets. Ahead he saw Doctor 
McLeod, who was to marry them. The 
minister advanced with outstretched hand. 
He, too, must think Curtis was the groom. 
Curtis stopped and faced the opposite side- 
walk as though he had been hailed. 

“Oh, hello,” he called. "How've you 
been?” and he plunged across the street to 

(Continued on Page 152) 
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(Continued from Page 150) 
where no one stood but a small girl sucking a 
hunk of candy on a stick, staring at him 
stupidly. 

He packed his bag and a half hour later 
was on a train to Boston. With a week’s 
supply of clean clothes, he saw a movie. 
Then he took the next train back. d’Oro 
might come. He had to believe in someone. 


d'Oro came Saturday afternoon at five 
o'clock. The four were on the terrace, Sandy 
and Tracey addressing envelopes. Sandy had 
just offered to let the two take her other car, 
her presentable car, for their honeymoon. 
She was also talking about their coming back 
to Barmouth afterward. She thought she 
could find a little house for them there in the 
town. Leon could get a job there easily, any- 
one as smart as Leon could get a dozen jobs 
easily. Leon said he would think it over; he 
had never had much use for small towns. And 
as for the car, he'd like to see it first. He had to 
have a car in first-class condition before he 
drove it. He’d hoped to get a new car, but 
he’d had no luck so far. But he had friends 
with pull, he might still get it. His ideas 
had gone up since he arrived. It was a new 
car now. He’d probably find one at the door 
as a wedding present from Sandy. And it 
wouldn’t be a surprise to him. 

All day Curtis had told himself d’Oro 
would come. He hadn’t left the terrace for 
fear she would arrive and talk to Tracey 
before he saw her. He should explain a little 
more, although she would see through Leon 
right away and appreciate Tracey. After 
their talk—probably with tears on Tracey’s 
part, and warm understanding and sym- 
pathy on d’Oro’s—Tracey would yield and 
postpone the wedding. That would be the 
first step. There would be a scene with 
Sandy, but d’Oro would manage it somehow. 
He had complete confidence in her. 

They sat on the terrace. The taxi stopped 
below. Curtis pretended not to hear. Then 
when all heads had turned he said, “А taxi. 
I wonder who it can be?" 

“I hope it isn't Auriole back," Tracey said. 
She had been so thankful she missed her 
sister and had been afraid she might return 
after reporting her failure to her mother. 
"It certainly can't be mother," she said, 
startled. 

“Take care, Renaldo, that you do 
lose your footing.” 


not 





Sanpy’s eyes met Curtis’ and he looked 
away quickly. “Sounds like d'Oro," he said. 

“Hello, my loves." She stood with both 
hands high, in about as false a gesture of 
greeting as could be struck, her long fingers 
dripping from upturned palms. She wore a 
short jacket of black-and-white stripes, a 
long black cylinder of a skirt, an orange 
lighthouse on her head. Curtis wouldn’t 
have cared if she had worn all of Norman’s 
Point on her head. She was an angel of 
mercy. He remembered to show surprise as 
well as pleasure, however. d’Oro held her 
pose for a full minute and then walked 
directly to him. “Му dear," she said, “1 
have come.” 

His face must have shown his confusion. 
He had thought she would understand that 
his phoning must be kept secret. 

She raised an eyebrow and then nodded. 
“Very well"—as though the others were 
deaf—''I'll say nothing until you wish.” 

Renaldo—who was Mike Reynolds to 
everyone but d'Oro—stood watching, grin- 
ning. 

“The third door." She waved him on with 
twiddling fingers. *I am still housed in the 
third door?" No answer from Sandy. “Аз I 
expeck-ted," d'Oro went on, "the lak-ke 
stank-k." Then with startled surprise she 
noticed that there were others present— 
not two feet from her. Others beside Sandy 
and Curtis. “Тгасеу—ту dear cousin. Wel- 
come to Bismuth.” 

“Oh, sit down—sit down," Sandy said 
wearily. “Tracey has been here for days. This 
is Leon. You heard before you left that 
Tracey and Leon were coming." 

Leon had been staring, mouth open, 
slumped in his chair. Now he stumbled to his 
feet. “‘Say—I’m glad to meet you. I’ve heard 
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WEEK OF THE WEDDING 


all about you.” Wide grin. “I guess you’ve 
come for the wedding.” 

“Wedding?” d'Oro gave Curtis a quick 
look. *A wedding! Not you and Tracey?" 

Leon nodded, his dark eyes flashing wick- 
edly. “Wednesday.” 

“Kindly tell us why you are here,” Sandy 
commanded. “The lake took a long time to 
stink, it seems to me.” She was looking at 
Curtis suspiciously. 

“T cannot tell you why I have come.” 
Mystery in her downcast look. “Just revel 
in the јоу of seeing me.” Leon blatted. “Yes, 
Renaldo,” she called shrilly, “that, too, goes 
in the third door. Also the jewel case. Also 
the two hatboxes.”” 

She tossed her hat onto the bricks—her 
hair was never such a strange ginger color— 
and settled back. 

“‘So-o-o—Leon and Tracey are to be mar- 
ried Wednesday. How fortunate that I have 
come! I am a wedding expert," she told 
Tracey. “I have been married three times,” 
she explained to Leon. "At Vevey in the 
morning. At noon in Paris—ah, my dears, if 
you could be married in Paris! And one 
jeweled night in Venice. I will plan your 
wedding. I cannot perhaps cover all the 


little matters—I have certain affairs of my. 


own to attend to. Is it to be at the prefec- 
ture—the mayor's office? Or perhaps here. 
That is an idea, is it not? A wedding here, as 
the sun rose and the 
fishers put out to sea. 
What do you think? 
she asked Curtis, 
putting her hand on 


his. Song Mn Ae anging 


Think? He thought 
her whole perform- 
ance stank. Worse 
than any lake. He 
thought she was 
laughing at him for 
taking Tracey’s mar- 
rying so seriously. 
He wanted to leave 
and shuffled his feet 
to rise, but d’Oro 
held to his hand. 

“This wedding -is 
all planned,” Sandy 
said violently. “Ifyou 
are still here Wednes- 
day’’—double em- 
phasis on this 
thought — '' Tracey 
will probably invite you to be present. 
Otherwise, keep your hands off.” 

“Shall I be here Wednesday, Curtis?" 

“Why—I don't know.” 

“ Well, we'll see. When does your mother 
arrive, Tracey?" 

“Mother isn't coming, d'Oro." 


home, 


Sue looked unhappy and Curtis realized 
that it was troubling her to be married with 
none of her family here. That was a good 
point, bringing that up. Tracey was deeply 
attached to them and might be persuaded it 
was unfair to go ahead without having some 
of them present. She would regret it later. 
It was a point to work on, certainly. 

“Good,” said d'Oro. “A great mistake to 
have her here. Families at weddings! Flies 
in ointment.” 

Curtis’ heart sank. He should have met 
d’Oro in Boston and briefed her. She was 
going at everything wrong. Her manner 
would shock Tracey—this frivolous attitude 
toward marriage, this affected, patronizing 
air. Tracey would never take advice from a 
woman who talked like this. 

“Mothers should be barred from wed- 
dings by law,” d’Oro went on, “Think, if 
Sandy had been at my first wedding! To 
Humbert. Her hair would have whitened 
and fallen, hair by hair. Mine almost did. 
I cannot think why I married him. The men 
one marries in one’s youth! Fortunately it 
was quickly remedied. A week later I met 
Tolly. Dear Tolly. Your family will be here, 
Leon?" She changed subjects so quickly— 
they followed her like sheep with a hare- 
brained leader. 

Leon's grin faded. “No. But I wrote them 
it was coming off Wednesday. Was Tolly 
your second husband?” 


4 ae We X X KEE 


By Bernice Bunn Christman 


Never a bird against the sun 
On wild and lyric winging 
But, breaking through my heart, 
there comes 
Your sweet and crooked singing. 


Never a nightfall blues the road, 
Never a star-caught tree, 
But down the shadows, trudging 


Your heart comes back to me. 
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“Tolly?” She looked blank. “Oh, Tolly. 
No. Unfortunately Tolly was not eligible. 
He was married to a minor princess. India, I 
think.” She smiled vacantly. “I must go. 
That train!” She brushed germs from her 
jacket. “How you Americans endure travel 
without the first-class carriage!" Before she 
left she leaned over Curtis’ chair. “We must 
have a talk, my love. In an hour? Or per- 
haps after supper on the beach.” She 
couldn’t have made it plainer that they were 
conspirators. 

Sandy was stiff with anger. She sat, her 
elbow on the table, biting on her thumb, the 
words she wasn’t saying making her face pur- 
ple. Did d’Oro have to irritate her so? 


Tracey’s eyes followed d’Oro to her door, 
wide, troubled. Leon’s did too, with a front- 
row-on-the-aisle grin. “So that’s d'Oro! I 
seewhy the men fall for her, all right. I wouldn't 
mind taking her out myself. And I bet she’s 
old enough to be my mother—almost.”” 

What in thunder is she up to? Sandy asked 
the checked table cover. She raised her eyes. 
“What is it, Curtis?” she challenged him. 

He flushed. ‘‘Did you ever know d’Oro to 
tell anyone what she was up to?" 

“Did your family want to come, Leon?" 
Tracey asked. “I never thought." 

“No, they couldn't of come," Leon told 
her. “Ра couldn't get away. And ma wouldn't 
come without him. 
Nick's wife might, 
but she's having a 
baby and no one 
to leave the kids 
with." 

“Of course I wish 
mother could соте,” 
she said pensively. 
“Any girl would 
want her mother at 
her wedding—ordi- 
narily." 


The evening was 
like the interior of a 
shell—pearly, trans- 
lucent, .undefiled. 
From some high 
planet, freshly dis- 
tilled air had come 
gently down, replac- 
ingallthat wasearthy 
and spent. Quiet had 
descended even to the 
little shore waves, the quiet of ocean 
depths. Perhaps, Curtis thought, the earth 
had left its usual path and was on an ex- 
cursion up into new firmaments. The fish- 
ermen, he remembered, called evenings like 
this weather breeders. “Weather” meaning 
bad weather, of course. Were storms due? 
It would take a very heavy storm to stop a 
wedding. 

Only Curtis and Tracey seemed to notice 
anything special about the evening. Sandy's 
anger at d'Oro could not be cleansed by any 
air from the planets. Curtis suspected she 
was thinking back, remembering that d'Oro 
had wrecked Denis' life and now had come to 
wreck his daughter's. And she was wondering 
why d'Oro was the way she was, whether 
something in her upbringing had caused it, 
some favoritism for the boys, or perhaps 
some poison of Sandy's own coming out in 
her daughter. 

Leon was enjoying the show—loudly. He 
sat with his eyes on d'Oro, his mouth 
slightly open or stretched in a grin. Now 
and then he wagged his head back and 
forth in pleased commentary. Occasionally 
he leaned back and roared. 

d'Oro chose this evening, this serene eve- 
ning, which called for meditation and quiet 
discourse, to tell them of her life in Europe, 
of her oh-so-amusing friends and of incidents 
which revealed their characters—if what 
they had could be called character. Little 
Willi Zeucchi—nasty little Willi Zeucchi— 
who married old Madame Mondraine. 
Carmen Teitlebaum and her six daughters. 
Bébé Brooks and the Brazilian tenor. It was 
like selections from the worst in European 
novels of a generation ago. Curtis found 
himself laughing occasionally. d'Oro was an 

(Continued on Page 155) 








MI JCC UCHK Ой dau 


Fair Weather tailor suit of stripe seersucker woven by 
Russell of Alabama. Brown, red, black with white, about $11.00, 
sized 10 to 20 and 12% to 20%. For nearest store and color brochure (out Jan. 1) 
write Nelly Don Store Service, Kansas City, Mo 


Photo, Rawlings, 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL December, 1947 





Compounded and Copyrighted by Coty, Inc., in U. S. A. 


WEEK OF THE WEDDING 


(Continued from Page 153) 

expert at innuendo, at surprise endings. Now 
and then he thought he recognized charac- 
ters—the Teitlebaum grandmother who 
thought she was a monkey, wore red-and- 
gold vests and leaped from table to chair. 
He could swear he had read of such a charac- 
ter in a novel. 

He studied d’Oro as she talked, to try to 
discover why she was doing this. She had 
come there for a definite purpose. Either she 
had forgotten why she had come or she 
completely misjudged Tracey. 

The girl was obviously shocked. Once she 
asked, “But d'Oro, what do these people do? 
Is their only idea in life to enjoy themselves? ” 

d'Oro's answer had been a smile at Curtis. 
“Isn’t she too sweet?” she asked him. It was 
an obvious insult. 

She told them of an extremely vulgar 
Cuban from whose apartment she had es- 
caped only through the fortuitous arrival of 
a telegram announcing his mother’s death. 
While he stood in the middle of the room 
crying, “Ма-та, та-та, ma-ma,” she had 
fished the door key from the pocket of his 
dressing gown. 1 

“Who does he remind me of?” she asked 
suddenly. “‘Who—who—who? Those eyes, 
black as plums." She poked her finger at 
Leon's face. “You, you, Leon. My love, you 
are very like my naughty Juan." 

Leon couldn't have been more delighted. 
It made Curtis wonder if all this was merely 
to make Leon look cheap. Did she think 
that Tracey would cancel her wedding plans 
because of a few leers from Leon? What she 
did not seem to realize was that she was 
making herself so vulgar in the process that 
any influence which she might have had 
with Tracey was quite hopelessly lost. 

d'Oro seemed, he 
thought, like a caricature 
of herself. A caricature 
done by someone who des 
spised her. She had always 
been slightly vulgar, but 
it was an amusing, as- 
sumed vulgarity, with her 
innate decency showing through. She had 
never been cheap. She had told rather broad 
stories—to tease her mother or to amuse 
Curtis—but underneath was always evident 
her warmth, her fineness, her tremendous 
compassion for mankind. 


SuppENLv d'Oro looked at him. “I am 
offending Curt," she said. “Impatience is a 
virtue—in a man. Shall we take our walk 
now? Curt," she said to the others, “is very 
like one of Prince Olaf's sons. When he came 
to Paris the streets ran with broken hearts. 
He was tall, too, and as blond as you, with 
that same transparent skin. His eyes per- 
haps not so blue. But he was a stupid boy. 
You haven't found our Curt stupid, have you, 
Tracey? Au contraire. Shall we go, Curt?” 

But on the path she remembered letters 
that must be finished first and she returned 
him to the others, promising to meet him on 
the beach in one half hour. He never felt 
like such a fool in his life. In one half hour 
d'Oro would be made to explain what in 
thunder she thought she was doing. 

Tracey left—out of embarrassment 
surely—taking Leon. 

Sandy immediately attacked him. “Why 
is d'Oro meeting you on the beach?" 

“Why not? We often used to walk, eve- 
nings before she went away." 

“Tf her plan is to flirt with Leon and make 
trouble ——” 

“By meeting me on the beach?” 

“Why in thunder did she come back here? 
Did you wire her to come?" 

“No, I didn’t.” And then, ashamed of such 
quibbling, and with Sandy of all people, he 
told her, “But I did telephone her. Why I 
phoned her and what I said is her business 
and mine. We are both over twenty-one and 
free. You who are so set on freedom don't 
allow much to other people." He stalked off 
up the road angry with all three Finucane 
women. 

He decided after he was calmer that love 
was their trouble. Sandy fell in love with the 
wrong man and now was a tyrant and a 
rather absurd rebel against everything con- 


What is the world to a man 
when his wife is a widow? 
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ventional. She had undoubtedly made d'Oro 
the way she was, sneering at love and mar- 
riage. And Tracey—poor unhappy Tracey— 
was so starving for love that she grabbed at 
a wretched imitation. Love raises Cain with 
women, he concluded. Thank heaven I'm not a 
woman! His legs took longer and longer 
strides. He kicked the pine needles in his 
path and sent stones rolling. When I fall in 
love it will be a simple, natural process with 
none of the torture women go through. 

d'Oro was not on the beach. Not in 
twenty-five minutes. Not in forty-five. Not 
in an hour and a half. Perhaps she had taken 
Leon off somewhere with some end in view. 
Perhaps she had found a chance to have a 
talk with Tracey. But when he went up 
Tracey was in her room; he could hear her 
opening bureau drawers. Leon, behind his 
door, chased a mosquito with a towel. d'Oro's 
windows were dark. 


SUNDAY-MORNING breakfasts were special. 
Everyone rose at the same time and ate 
calves’ brains and scrambled eggs, waffles 
and sausages. All but d’Oro. Silence from her 
room. She might even have returned to 
Maine. Curtis was noticing that Tracey ate 
little and stared off at the distant horizon. 
She looked pensive, troubled. After her talk 
with Curtis she had seemed actually happier 
about her approaching marriage, as though, 
having put her philosophy into words, she 
was right with herself. But now with the 
wedding coming nearer she looked as though 
she might be questioning her decision. He 
kept glancing at her, thiuking he would give 
hundreds of dollars to know what she was 
thinking, what outrageous argument of 
justification she was working out for throw- 
ing away her life on this worthless boy. 

Leon had eaten enor- 
mously and now studied 
the Sunday funnies. Noth- 
ing was troubling him. He 
had gained at least five 
pounds since his arrival; 
his sunburn had faded and 
the skin underneath was 
pink and fleshy. 7 suppose when you sunburn, 
Curtis told himself, the new skin comes in 
marble-white, or perhaps blue from your fine 
blue blood. He wasn’t sure which he disliked 
more this Sunday morning—this last Sunday 
before the wedding he had failed to prevent: 
Leon Paluchek or Curtis Phelps, who was a 
failure at everything he attempted. 

Tracey’s face, still studying the water, 
showed sudden interest. Following her eyes, 
he saw it had turned a strange green. A 
small boat heading out of the harbor came 
about and turned back. The Coast Guard flag 
was stiff with fear. He turned his head. In 
the west black and green clouds were swirl- 
ing in a frenzied mass, miles high. He had no 
sooner called Sandy’s attention to it than a 
crash of thunder tore the sky apart. They 
jumped to carry chairs to the shelter beyond 
the house, to help Sandy collect envelopes 
blowing across the terrace, and free and fold 
the tablecloths held by the books and ash 
trays. 

“The geraniums,” Sandy called. “Let that 
Sunday paper go, and get the geraniums.” 

Leon flew to obey, trying to carry one of 
the enormous plants to the house. 

*No—no—no. Lay them down. Against 
the wall. Show him, Curtis.” 

The rain struck before they were through 
and they ran for the house—all but Tracey. 

“Tracey,” Sandy yelled. “Come inside.” 

She stood, letting the wind blow up her 
sleeves, looking up at the clouds, smiling. 
The heavens opened again with a white flash 
and an instantaneous crack followed by a 
roar that echoed to the town and back. 

“The silly little fool,” Leon exploded, 
standing in the door. “Look at her. Wet to 
the skin. What's the matter with her any- 
way?" He called and called. 

She did not turn her head. The wind blew 
her hair back and her dress was tight against 
her slight figure. She seemed to be reaching 
up as though expecting to be borne up into 
the clouds. She was a creature from another 
planet waiting to be taken back to her home 
up beyond that black curtain. 

(Continued on Page 158) 
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new riore 


You'll find “Counterpoint” utterly unlike any brassiere уой ve ever 

worn before. Its ingeniously interlocking seamless breast-sections adjust 
themselves to the exact requirements of your bosom. These unique 
breast-sections, therefore, have no fixed “points” to mar their accurate fit. 
Hard to imagine? Well, try on “Counterpoint” . . . because you really 
have to try on this sensationally different brassiere to see what 

wonderful uplift and accentuation it gives youl 


“Counterpoint” combines Satin and Nylon Marquisette . . 
in Tearose, White or Black, sizes 52. 54. 56. 58 


"There is a Maiden Form for Every Type of Figure!” 
Send for free Style Folders: Maiden Form Brassiere Company, Inc., New York 16, N. Y. 


$2.00 








BASIC BLACK — party pretty, yet classic. 
'The magic pump that will dress up or down, and 
is fashioned with his heart in mind. Wapeka — 
wonderfully well-fitting in black suede or patent. 


E rude FUCO 


BRAUER BROS. SHOE CO., ST. LOUIS 8, MO. - WRITE FOR NAME OF NEAREST DEALER 
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zmportant announcemen 
ever made about an 


AUTOMATIC 
WASHER 


ow there is an entirely new kind of auto- 
matic washer, bringing you a new freedom 
from washday work and trouble. 


It is the new FRIGIDAIRE AUTOMATIC WASHER, 
a washer that is completely automatic. Home- 
tested for more than 5 years, it has been proved 
in hundreds of thousands of washings. The 
Frigidaire Automatic Washer operates so easily 
—you can see for yourself, right here, how little 
you do... how much it does for you: 


Here’s all you do 


Put in clothes and soap. Set a single dial just 
once — and you can forget your washing until 
it is completed. 


How the Frigidaire 
Automatic Washer Works 


All by itself, the Frigidaire Automatic Washer: 
1, Fills with hot water at water-heater temper- 
ature, or warm water—whichever you prefer. 


2. Washes clothes clean with “Live-Water” 
Action, revolutionary new surging action that 
gets clothes really clean — fast. 

3. Spins out wash water — and along with it, 
the dirt that was in the clothes. 

4, Fills itself again, with rinse water auto- 
matically mixed to 100 degrees, ideal tempera- 





NEW FRIGIDAIRE AUTOMATIC WASHER 


ture for effective rinsing and thrifty use of 
hot water. 


5. Rinses clothes thoroughly, with the same 
surging "Live-Water" Action that washes 
clothes clean. 


6. Spins out used rinse water. 


7. Fills itself again, with clean rinse water at 
100 degrees. 


8. Rinses clothes second time with “Live- 
Water" Action — leaves them bright. 


9. Spins this rinse water out with the unique 
and effective Frigidaire “Rapidry’” Spin, and 
continues to spin until clothes are damp-dry, 
many of them ready for ironing; empties itself, 
cleans itself and shuts itself off —does this 
all automatically. 


Remember, the Frigidaire Automatic Washer 
does all this without attention from you! You 
simply set the single control. It does all the 
rest — washes clothes completely by itself, in 
exactly 2914 minutes from start to finish. 
Your hands need never be in water. 


"Live-Water" Action 
Gets Clothes Really Clean—Safely! 


“Live-Water” Action brings clothes up toward 
the surface of the water, then over and deep 
down into the water again ... over and over 
again, flexing them all the while. Five and 
one-half water-pulsations every second — 330 
per minute — send cleansing currents of soap 
and water surging through and through every 
square inch of fabric, searching out and carry- 
ing away every last bit of soil and dirt. And 
the same “Live-Water” Action that gets 
clothes clean — rinses them bright! 


So thorough is *Live-Water" Action that 
even the dirtiest work clothes “come clean.” 
Yet it's so gentle that your most precious 
things will come safely through washing after 
washing. 


*Rapidry" Spin Leaves Clothes 
Far Dryer. . . Easier to Handle 


After clothes have been washed clean and 
rinsed bright, the unique Frigidaire ““Rapidry” 


Spin gets them really damp-dry — so dry you 
couldn’t squeeze another drop of water out of 
them if you tried! “Карійгу” Spin is two to 
three times as fast as the "spin" of the usual 
automatic washer, so a great deal more water 
is removed — and out with the water goes 
soap scum that makes clothes gray and 
dull-looking. Clothes come out pounds lighter, 
much easier to handle; white clothes and 
linens actually are white, colored things look 
bright and new. Your washing is ready to iron 
much sooner; many things may be ironed 
right away. 


Completely Automatic— 
Yet Fully Flexible 


One of the most remarkable features of the 
Frigidaire Automatic Washer is that this 
completely automatic washer is fully flexible, 
too — for unusual articles that require special 
handling. You may lengthen, shorten, repeat, 
or omit any washing, rinsing, or drying opera- 
tion. Clothes may be added to the wash or removed 
at any time. 


So, you see, the Frigidaire Automatic Washer 
doesn’t take away any of your control over 
how "special" things are to be washed — it 
just takes away the work! 


Two more new Frigidaire products 
for your home laundry 


Frigidaire Automatic Electric Dryer. Eliminates 
drudgery of hanging clothes up to dry... 
danger of exposure . . . uncertainties about 
weather . . . worry about soot, dust, insects. 
Dries clothes fluffy-soft, ready to iron, in 15 
to 25 minutes! 


Frigidaire Electric Ironer. So simple, you'll learn 
to operate it in 10 minutes — and iron more 
than three-fourths of your wash the first time 
you try. New “Prestoe-Matic” Foot Control, 
exclusive with Frigidaire; choice of ironing 
speeds; many other important features. 


Listen to ‘‘The Man Called X" 


SAVE "A DAY A WEEK" WITH THIS 


COMPLETE FRIGIDAIRE HOME LAUNDRY 
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Why you will want the new 
FRIGIDAIRE AUTOMATIC WASHER 


Washes Cleaner, Rinses Brighter, 
Spins Dryer 
“Live -Water” Action, “Rapidry” 
Spin found only in Frigidaire Auto- 
matic Washer. 


Takes the Work and Worry 
Out of Washing 


Loads from top. Only one control 
dial. No soaking: saves time, trou- 
ble, hot water. No heavy, water- 
logged clothes to handle. No wringer. 
No wet, slippery floors. 


It’s Fast! 
Just 2914 minutes, start to finish. 
Washes Clothes "Your" Way 


Completely automatic, or control as 
you choose. Hot or warm wash 
water. Add or remove clothes any 
time. Use any soap or detergent. 
Add blueing and bleaches any time. 


No Bolting to Floor — Vibration Free 
Exclusive “Harmonizer” automatic- 


ally adjusts washer to load, keeps it 
steady. 


Easy to Install, or Move 


Simple connections. Adjustable to 
uneven floors. Install in basement, 
utility room, kitchen. 


Lifetime Porcelain, Inside and Out 
This finish is exclusive with Frigid- 
aire Automatic Washer; rust-proof, 
corrosion-proof, easy to keep clean. 
One-piece cabinet. One-piece top. 


"Unimatic" Mechanism 


Direct-drive; no belts, pulleys, extra 
motors — exclusive with Frigidaire 
Automatic Washer. Lifetime-lubri- 
cated. Clog-proof water pump. Auto- 
matic apin top. Automatic electri- 
cal gro 
Dependable — Made by Frigidaire 
Division of General Motors 


Made and backed by Frigidaire Di- 
vision of General Motors, trusted 
name in American homes for more 
than a quarter-century . . . makers 
of Frigidaire Electric Ranges, Water 
Heaters, Home Freezers, Kitchen 
Cabinets, and more than 8 million 
Frigidaire Refrigerators ! 


Frigidaire's outstanding dealer organization brings you the new Frigid- 
aire Automatic Washer, assuring you the same dependable installation 
and service that owners of Frigidaire Refrigerators enjoy! Ask your 
Frigidaire dealer for a free demonstration, complete information. 
Find name in Classified Telephone Directory under “Refrigerators”; 
or write Frigidaire Division, General Motors Corporation, Dayton 
1, Ohio. In Canada, Leaside 12, Ontario. 

Demand for the Frigidaire Automatic Washer is great, but dealers 
are being supplied as rapidly as possible. If your dealer hasn’t one to 
show you right away, please wait. Do not decide on any washer until 
you have seen a demonstration of the Frigidaire Automatic Washer. 
A short wait now will mean years of greater satisfaction, as you 
enjoy carefree washing the Frigidaire Automatic way. 
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New Frigidaire П] New Frigidaire 
Avtomatic Electric Dryer Electric lroner 


You’re Twice as Sure with Two Great Names 


Ёле uns General Motors 


HOME LAUNDRY EQUIPMENT • REFRIGERATORS œ ELECTRIC RANGES • WATER HEATERS • НОМЕ FREEZERS 
KITCHEN CABINETS * COMMERCIAL REFRIGERATION AND AIR CONDITIONING EQUIPMENT 
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Separate Vegetables 
in | Can 


For Salads... Garnish... Family Variety 


HERE'S LAYER-PAK FOR FESTIVE MEALS, 
A choice of five delicious vegetables 
. .. separated by thin dividers of 
parchment . . . they please individual 
tastes, satisfy everyone. 

—tender, perfect-sweet. 
— golden, garden-good. 
vory, tender. 
cate. 
the-crop. 
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—dainty, deli- 
—succulent, pick-o'- 





















ns unflavored gelatin 
5 minutes. 


Soak 2 tablespoo 
id from 2 cans 


i ld water 
in М cup CO eaten 
boiling water e e es sar 
Layer-Pak to MET dissolved. Add 2% 
dash cayenne, 
mild vinegar, % CUP lemon. 
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uart mole 
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‘old on lettuce: 
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THE LARSEN COMPANY 
Dept. J1247, Green Bay, Wis. 


Please send me FREE: 
O Make Salads at the Table 
Star Veg-All Recipe Book 
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(Continued from Page 155) 

If she should decide she could not go 
through with it and if she could not with 
self-respect give Leon up—what then? 
Would she not be looking for escape? It 
would be so easy to slip down onto the rocks 
at night. The reaching arms of the sea would 
seem friendly as now this storm seemed to 
be her friend. She was like Denis, they said, 
and Denis escaped when life was unbearable. 
She must be watched. 

Curtis hurried out. She turned to him 
with a start. “Come inside," he said. 

She nodded and then she looked down at 
herself. “I’m wet," she said as though sur- 
prised. 

“You might have been struck,” Leon told 
her angrily. "What were you trying to do, 
anyway? Didn't you hear me calling you?” 
She shook her head. Haven't you any 
sense?" 

She stood silent, then turned and entered 
the house. She went to the great windows 
and peered out like an animal that finds 
itself caged from its natural element. She 
wanted life with Leon to be difficult, she 
had said. Did she truly want that? Could 
she stand to be called crazy, and scolded 
whenever she asserted herself? 

She turned to him smiling. “I’m sorry, 
Leon. I'm sorry you were worried. I just 
like thunderstorms. I like to feel wind and 
rain. It is crazy, I guess. I'll go get dry 
clothes on." 

“That’s right, Honbun. You might catch 
cold and we'd have to postpone the wed- 
ding." 

"We won't have to." She smiled at him. 
Curtis turned his back. 

“ Нопеѕі — ог a while there I thought she 
was nuts. Sometimes she does the queerest 
things. I can't figure her out." 

“Girls in love ате nuts,” Sandy said calmly. 









Kome Made lemon Fee 
Thati My-F Fine 


For a special treat, delight your fany a 
cious lemon pie made with My- 

r Pie Filling. So quick and easy 
ple directions on the 





a lust 
Lemon Flavo! 
.. . just follow the sim 


package. They'll love it! 


Lemon Fiavor Pie Filling 


She had not been bothered by the incident. Chocolate MON FLAY, 
Butterscotch PIE FILLING 
Looxinc through the great windows was Vanilla 


like looking into the depths of the sea. It was 
as dark now as late evening. The lighthouse 
had seemed to be cut out of white paper 
against the darkness of the sky and water. 
Now it was gone, the point was invisible, the 
harbor and the boats. A snake of lightning 
struck from the zenith to the horizon and the 
thunder cracked and roared, shaking the 
rocks and the walls of the house. He would 
watch to see that Tracey did not harm herself 
before the wedding, but what about after- 
ward? Who would protect her then? 

She came back into the room in blue j 
jeans and a striped shirt. Her hair was Р 


lastered to her head, h heeks glowed z 
from’ the raine beating. "Would you Ше Givelef? overs” 
4 real taste lift! 


to play checkers, Leon?” she asked. 
“Gosh, no. I couldn't put my mind to it.” 
“Silly time for a thunderstorm,” Sandy Put 5 drops of Frank’s Red Hot Sauce 
said. in each serving, You'll rate raves 
hope Heh i » pba taaten that tantaia 
А I hope it won't rain Wednesday,” Tracey cover this zesty sauce, you'll want 
eee lize Wednesday ix Gui | ee eid e ato ees eat 
ay, со you realize: wednesday is опу and fish, Just a few drops make 
three days off? ” Leon stretched and grinned a BIG difference ! Ten cents for a 
“Guess I’ll have to go into town tomorrow саш OME PO 
night and hit the high spots. How about it, 
doc?” 
Curtis stood motionless, his head against 
the window. The heavens were protesting 
this horrible wedding, but they were helpless 
too. Fate had decided that this outrage was 
to take place and neither man nor Nature 
could stop it. 
The voices went on behind him. “ We must 
remember to order the lobsters for Wednes- 
day we must order the cake for 
Wednesday.” We must order sunshine for 
Wednesday . . . and happiness. Let us not 
forget to order happiness and God's 
mercy—an extra large order of God's mercy. 
She'll need it, heaven help her. 
“How уеду, veddy appropriate!” d'Oro's 
voice was as sharp as a cymbal. It rang out 
suddenly like the bell buoy when a lost ship 
was trying to find the harbor. The thunder 
growled at her for taking the center of the 
stage and she laughed. “I have always been 
good at sound effects.” 
For the first time in her life she seemed to 
have been careless about her appearance. 
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free New Recipe Booklet: 

“The Way To Your Man's 
Heart." Write Frank Tea & Spice 
Co., Dept. 12L, Cincinnati 2, O. 








Amazing Savings ON ALL TYPES OF 
100% PURE VIRGIN WOOL 
Baby Yams 50¢ 2 oz.... Knitting Worsted 70¢ 4 oz. 
WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLE FOLDER 
WINNISIMMET YARNS - Box 91 + Chelsea, Mass. 
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Her hair was scrambled up in an untidy mess, 
her lips were colorless, which gave her whole 





WEEK OF THE WEDDING 


face a greenish hue—or maybe it was the 
storm. She wore a most hideous black 
sweater, too tight, but loose about the throat. 

She seated herself regally on the couch as 
though she were holding a reception. She 
had looked directly at him when she came in 
and it occurred to Curtis that perhaps he was 
showing how wretched he was. 

“The storm is nearly over, my love,” she 
called to him. “Soon the sun will shine." 

He looked at her sharply. Was she promis- 
ing something? His heart began to beat 
madly. Did she mean that? 

“Come sit here,” she said, and he went and 
sat beside her. She leaned toward him. “I 
am going to tell them now.” It was ad- 
dressed to him, but perfectly audible. 

Sandy looked up quickly. 

“ Му dear family"—d'Oro spoke in a loud 
announcing voice, looking from Sandy to 
Tracey to Leon—''tomorrow Curtis and I 
are to be married." Her hand tightened 
fiercely on his, anticipating his jerk of 
astonishment. “ We weren't going to tell you 
until after Tracey’s wedding, but you were 
sure to guess. I am afraid I am too happy to 
hide it.” Her voice was sirupy. “So last night 
on the beach we decided to wait no longer.” 

Curtis sat like a piece of the couch, no 
mind to reason, no voice to protest. The 
room was silent as though her words had been 
a physical blow, landed squarely on the solar 
plexus of each listener. 

“Of course a double wedding would be 
frightfully amusing, it's-one kind I've never 
had. But I am afraid it wouldn't be fair to 
Tracey, and I was never much good at sharing 
the spotlight. So we decided we would just 
run up to town in the morning and find a 
little church. Curtis insists on a church." 
She smiled at him. “His first marriage. He 
is so sentimental about it." 

Sandy sat motionless, her work dropped 
in her lap, her eyes like electric sparks. 
Tracey seemed to be paralyzed, too, but had 
pulled back slightly like a small animal that 
sees a python coiled before it. J must tell her 
it’s just a joke, he thought, but d'Oro's hand 
seemed to be across his mouth. 

“You seemed surprised, Sandy," d'Oro 
went on. “You know I have always adored 
Curtis. Of course he isn’t in love with me— 
no, my dear, you aren’t. He was in love with 
a girl once—very well, I’ll tell no more. But 
he is very sure he will never fall in love again. 
He thinks we will make a very good team. 
Isn’t that the expression you used when you 
phoned me?” 

Things were beginning to take shape as 
d’Oro ran on. To make sense almost. He 
nodded yes to her question. 

“We shall live in Paris—we sail on the 
Elizabeth next Tuesday. He will give up 
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this silly doctoring, of course. I have my 
apartment there, and money enough for us 
to be very comfortable.” She certainly had 
it all worked out. Was it possible that she 
really meant it? Might he actually find him- 
self married to d'Oro tomorrow? “I’m so 
anxious for Curt to meet my friends." 

“Dorothea Finucane"—Sandy had found 
her voice—“as a joke this is infernal.” 

“We expect to be veddy, veddy happy." 

You fight fire with fire. If this wedding is 
unsuitable so is that one. Or maybe she meant 
to bargain with Sandy. We won't get married 
if they won't. Whatever she was up to, he was 
backing her. 

He put his free arm about her shoulder. 
“Expect to be? We are happy.” It didn’t 
ring out with much fire, but it brought 
Sandy out of her state of shock. 

“Curtis, you are not to marry her. I abso- 
lutely forbid it.” 

“Im afraid you can’t do that, Sandy.” 

“Of all the unsuitable, ridiculous mar- 
riages! You're right at the start of your 
career. She'd wreck your whole future. 
She's years older. You— you've always been 
more to me than my own sons. d'Oro, if you 
go ahead with this, I warn you, I never want 
to.see you again. I’ll never ——" She 
stopped, her threat unfinished. Did she hear 
Belle's voice echoing through her own? We 
never want to see you again. She got up, started 
to speak, hesitated, her hands twisting help- 
lessly. Then she went slowly out of the room. 

Curtis pulled away to go after her. He 
couldn't stand it to see Sandy like that. 
“No-no-no-no,” d'Oro whispered. 

“d’Oro, you can’t do this.” Tracey had 
jumped to her feet. The little creature was 
attacking the python, with fury and with 
scorn. Curtis looked up, astonished. Why 
should Tracey take up Sandy’s fight? 
"You're a horrible, horrible woman. You 
can't do this to Curt. I won't let you.” 

“Well—for crying out loud!" Leon 
reached out and pulled her back. “Неу— 
why should you get into this?” 

"Leave me alone," she blazed at him. 
How could this be Tracey—the docile child 
who never spoke up for her own rights? 
Curtis stared at her amazed. Her head was 
high, her mouth was set, she looked at d'Oro 
as though she would strangle her with those 
two small hands. “This is all your idea. 
Curt never thought of it. I know he didn't. 
You talked him into it. You took advantage 
of him when he was discouraged—when he 
couldn't decide what to do. He just needed 
to have someone believe in him ——" 

“Well, re-eally !” d'Oro commented shrilly. 
"And what does this exhibition mean? Just 
what has this to do with you, Tracey?" 

"That's what I'd like to know," Leon said. 


“If that’s the sale price Pll take it, but I wouldn't 
want to pay that much if it's the regular price.” 





For additional Treet and Canned 
Meats recipes, write Marie Gifford, 
Dept. 178, P. O. Box 2053, Chicago 
9, Illinois. 











Tremendous food values are concentrated 
in Treet—so rich in proteins and 
calories, minerals and vitamins—so 
full of all the nutritious goodness 
of two favorite meats, tender pork 
shoulder plus sugar-cured ham—so 
wonderfully good-tasting ! 





The best and nothing but the best is labeled ARMOUR X 
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AIXMASTER 


Mau craton 


has all these advantages ... 


"t сөт, 
ehem canes J 


MIX-FINDER DIAL 


You have the correct 
mixing speed right at 
your finger-tips. All 
the every-day mixing 
speeds are plainly in- 
dicated. Easy-to-see, 
easy-to-set and 
scientifically right. 
And you know the 
results will 
have that 
“success se- 
cret" of deli- 
cious foods— 
EVEN mixing 
every time. 
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JUICE EXTRACTOR 


You don't attach it— 
just set it on when 
needed. Gets all the 




































AUTOMATIC 
BEATER EJECTOR 


Tilt the handle—out drop beaters 
individually, for easy cleaning. No 
pulling. No messy fingers. 


POWERFUL MOTOR 


PORTABLE 


Pull trigger and lift 
off motor-and-beat- 
ers for portable use. 


Until you've used the famous Sunbeam Mix- 
master you've no idea how fast and easy your 
cooking, baking, food-preparing can be. That's 
because it has something EXTRA in the way 
of features that has made four million enthusi- 
astic users its best advertisements. They have 
made it America’s most popular food mixer. 
So be sure the mixer you give (or the one you 
receive) is a genuine Mixmaster. There's only 
one by that name. The supply is increasing, 
but the demand is greater than ever before. 
Your dealer will take care of your order as 
soon as possible. 


© SUNBEAM CORPORATION, Dept. 50, Chicago 50, IIl., Canada: 321 Weston Rd., So., Toronto 9 


DFFEEMASTER, SHAVEMAS1 


Because Mixmaster has a 
powerful, patented-governor 
controlled motor, the beaters 
automatically maintain Full 
Power on all speeds at all 
times. The beaters never vary 
their speed as batter thins- 
out or thickens-up whether set 
slow or fast, for EVEN mixing. 
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Tracey’s fire went out. She stood staring 
at Curtis. She looked as surprised, as puz- 
zled as they. “I don’t know. . . . I don't 
know.” She turned and ran out the door. 

Curtis jumped to his feet, but d'Oro 
pulled him back. “Leon, go see if Tracey has 
gone to her room. Don't speak to her or go 
in, just listen outside her door, make sure she 
is there." He bolted out and d'Oro finally 
let go Curtis' hand, shaking the circulation 
back into her own. “Well—there you are. 
Take it from here." She looked at his face 
and then she threw back her head and 
laughed. “Yes, my sweet, Tracey is in love 
with you. She wouldn't face it. She 
wouldn't so much as cast a glance at it." He 
stared at her. "And I suppose you didn't 
even know you were in love with her!" He 
jumped up and started for the door, but she 
stopped him again. “No, not yet. This has 
been a terrible shock to her. She won't see 
you. She has announced to the world— 
except to Leon, he didn't get it—that three 
days before her wedding she is in love with 
another man. Announced it to the world and 
discovered it at the same time herself. She's 
going to be a pretty upset girl." 

“But, d'Oro," he grinned foolishly. “How 
did you know I was in love with Tracey 
when I didn’t know it myself?” 

“You told me so over the phone. And I 
figured, unless the girl was stuffed with 
sawdust, and blind ——” She smiled into 
his eyes. "I thought of just pushing you off 
the rocks to bring her to, but I felt she would 
think me the greater danger.” 

Leon stuck his head in the door, said 
Tracey was in her room and went discreetly 
out again. 

“Now pull yourself together, Curt, and go 
and see Sandy. That was terribly cruel. I’m 
sorry she had to come into it, but I couldn’t 
figure any other way. We have to hurry. 
My timing was a little close. The taxi will 
be here any minute.” 

"Who's leaving?" he asked dumbly. 

"I suppose you expect Leon to stay on 
and be best man at your wedding. He and I 
take the twelve-two. Now goon. Get Sandy 
back into shape.” 


He stood outside Sandy’s door. I am in 
love with Tracey. Tracey's in love with me. 
I am —— He would have gone on indefi- 
nitely, but he heard Mrs. Washington’s 
voice inside. 

“How come you start believing Miss 
d’Oro’s jokes? Don’ you remember the time 
she tol’ you she was goin’ to marry that 
Chinese man in the circus?” 

He knocked and went in. Sandy was ly- 
ing on the bed staring at the ceiling. He 
pulled up a chair. “I guess it didn’t seem as 
funny as we thought it would. We'll think up 
a better joke the next time we want to take 
your mind off a thunderstorm.” 

“T knew she didn’t mean it. I came in 
here to see the storm better. d’Oro always 
had a streak of cruelty in her jokes. She 
knows I’ve always been fond of you.” 

Someday Sandy would understand, see 
what a big, generous thing d’Oro had done, 
deliberately making herself everything 
Tracey would despise, acting so silly and 
cheap and old. And Sandy wouldn’t mind 
that Leon was out of the picture now that 
he and Tracey were to be married. At that 
his own pulse jumped so Sandy’s wrist 
slipped from his fingers. 

“Fine strong heart you have,” he said. 

“Fine strong stewpots. Put him out. He’s 
a fake.” 

“You may sit up ten minutes morning and 
night. Take a long walk twice a day. Soft 
diet—after meals.” 

“What’s gotten into you, Curt? I don’t 
believe I’ve been told the truth yet. Come 
back here.” 

He blew her a kiss and bolted. Surely he 
had waited long enough now! What did 
d'Oro think he was made of? But she stood 
outside the door with Leon, waiting for him. 

“Leon has a problem," she said. “Не'а 
like your advice." 

Leon wiggled his foot on the bricks. 
“Look, doc, I’m in a funny sort of fix. Only 
a louse would run out on a girl a few days 
before the wedding, and if you say the word 
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WEEK OF THE WEDDING 


Cll go through with it, but here's how it is.’ 
He looked to d'Oro for confirmation. “We 
don’t think Tracey is well enough to get 
married this week, and maybe for some time. 
I don’t know what brought it on—maybe 
she studied too hard—but it looks as though 
she was getting set for a nervous break- 
down. As a matter of fact, I’ve always been 
the quick, nervy type myself and I’m 
not so sure Tracey ought to marry a fellow 
like me at all. d'Oro says she has been won- 
dering about that too.” 

Curtis nodded, his head bobbing up and 
down, impatient to get away. 

“And then this opportunity came up." 
Leon ducked his head at d'Oro. “She knows 
a woman, a widow you said." d'Oro nodded. 
"She's going to South America on this trip 
and she wants someone to drive her. She's 
got a big car and she has to have someone 
who understands fine cars. d'Oro thinks I 
ought to go up for an interview." 

Curtis raised an eyebrow at d'Oro. Where 
on earth had she dragged this rich widow 
from? “It certainly seems like a splendid 
opportunity," he said. "And I'm afraid 
Tracey couldn't see уди if you stayed. Not 
for some time." He tried to sound com- 
pletely professional. 

“That’s just what I thought. The poor 
kid! I wouldn't want to upset her more. I 
could write her a 
note." 

d'Oro quickly 
produced pencil 
and paper and Leon 
wrote what was > 
probably the only 
note Tracey ever 
received from him. 
Poor little Tracey! 
The end of that 
sad, strange dream. 
With d’Oro’s help 
Leon wrote a note 
to Sandy too. 

“And now, my 
darling," d'Oro 
said. 

“Со right 
ahead," Leon told 
them. “T’ll look the 
other way." He 
walked over by the 


special.” 


“T never played 
a pleasanter role,” 
d'Oro said. “You 
would have made 
a wonderful fourth. I don't know why I 
didn't think of it sooner. Be happy, Curt. 
She's a lovely child.” 

“You're the most wonderful woman that 
ever lived.” He kissed her. “All these years 
I’ve been keeping to my ten feet behind you. 
I thought for a minute you had raised your 
finger for me to come closer. . . . We 
sound so final," he said, laughing. “ You'll be 
right back.” 


Sue shook her head. “Sandy won't want 
me around. Not for a bit. Don't be too soft 
vith her. She needs a gadfly. When she 
‘tops fighting Come, Leon, my love," 
she called. “ Renaldo waits below. You may 
carry this bag, but take care—lest you fall 
on the steps.” 

Curtis watched them drive off and then he 
turned. The sky was such a sharp turquoise 
as he had never seen. Never had he really 
felt beauty before, as a part of life, as a 
substance to nourish one. Now the whole 
world would cease to be just a chaos of peo- 
ple struggling against the whims of an idiot 
fate. Now life assumed order and divine in- 
tent. He would take that Baltimore job right 
away. He could swing it. With Tracey be- 
hind him he could do anything. 

He put his hand on the latch. “Tracey.” 
There was no answer and he opened the door. 
She was lying flat on her stomach on her 
bunk, her two arms stretched straight up, 
her face turned to the wall. 

“Please go. I'm all right. I don't need a 
thing." 

How should he start? There must always 
be complete honesty between them. He'd 
best explain everything. "It was a cruel 
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that’s too bad 


"I never tattletale because I 
have too many things I could be 
tattled on, so I fi 
ГЇЇ set ‘a sample.” Anyway, the 
older you are the more you 
know that other people's bad- 
bags. ness never does you any good." 
—KATHRYN COFFEY GLENNON, 
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thing to do,” he began. “I didn’t under- 
stand what she was driving at myself. I 
mean—you know it isn’t true, don’t you? 
You know I never thought of marrying her?” 

“T hate her. Why did she have to come 
here?” She had been crying so long the 
words came out in gulps and half-breaths. 

What nonsense all this explaining! Why 
not take her into his arms, hold her to his 
heart, kiss her wet cheeks? With any other 
girl—not with Tracey. It must all be 
cleared up first. 

“Where is Leon?” she asked in muffled 
tones. The Penitente taking up her cross. 


“Leon has gone. He left this note for 
you." He put it into her hand, but she 
dropped it. She buried her head in the pil- 
low and writhed with the humiliation she 
could not endure. “It’s all right, Tracey. 
Read his note, you'll see. He isn't hurt at all. 
He has a chance to go to South America and 
he thinks you aren't well enough to consider 
marriage for a long time. He doesn't 
know id 

"Doesn't know what?" 

*"That I love you. That you love me." 
Awe filled him as he said it. Completion for 
them both. Consummation. He would 
bring her all the love she had ever dreamed 
of, multiplied a thousand times. And her love 
would make him 
whole. 

There was com- 
plete silence in the 
room. The wind 
stopped, the waves 
were silent. The 
clock by the bed 
made no more 
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you do when you get it.” 
sound. 

"Some people tell their chil- “What did you 

dren that babies = вечны and say?” she asked 

those children 4 

don’t know the truth, because quietly. 

it’s much nicer to know you were That I love 

made by the ones who love you——" Hegotno 

you most—it makes you more farther. She burst 
into sobs. 


“Don’t say 
that—don't say it. 
Go, please— go." 

"But I do love 
you." 

“Tt doesn't mat- 
ter what happens 
to me. I'll go back 
to college. I'll go 
home to mother. 
Please— just go.” 

He laughed and then he choked. "My 
darling, will you never get sense into your 
crazy little head? You still don't believe two 
people can love each other. You said you 
couldn't bear it to be loved, but you'll have 
to. I shall sit at your feet and adore you all 
the rest of my life. Whether you know I'm 
there or not. But if you do love me, if such 
a wonderful thing could be, we'll be married 
right away." 

“Oh, по—по—по.” 

He had been stupid to say that, to think 
she could turn so lightly from her hurt. 
"Listen, Tracey." He spoke very gently. 
“Tt is not a disgrace to have found the mis- 
take you made. You have done Leon no 
harm. You have been true to yourself, and 
that is as important as being true to another. 
If you won't marry me now I shall keep right 
on trying to persuade you. I shall court 
you." 

She turned her head slightly, but the hand 
clutching the crumpled handkerchief did not 
relax. 

“T shall write you love letters every day. 
I shall come up to college every chance I 
get . . . and send you flowers . . . and 
take you to dinner and dancing. We 
have never danced together. I shall spend 
every cent I earn calling you on the 
phone to hear your voice, your lovely, lovely 
voice.” 

From her lashes he could see that her eyes 
were open and she was gazing at the opposite 
wall, but she didn’t turn to him. 

“Oh, Tracey, Tracey,” he burst out, “I 
need you so.” 

Her hand reached back and found his and 
he gathered her into his arms. THE END 
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“The more kids, the more fun.” Peg and Al have two of their own, five as boarders and “love enough for a baker’s dozen.” 


Never lo Many Ki 


Meet the Welches, of Kennebunk, Maine 


BY BETTY HANNAH HOFFMAN 


HEN a wife is just crazy about kids and the hus- 

band just isn’t, you have a situation which can 
easily disrupt the happiest marriage. Peggy Welch 
had both her children before she was twenty-one. And 
that, announced her husband with the bulldog tenac- 
ity which made him featherweight champion of Maine, 
is that—no more kids, ever. Today, when Al Welch 
drives back from work to his home in Kennebunk, Maine, 


he’s greeted at the door not by two kids, but by seven, 
the oldest only ten. Peggy, a willowy blonde of thirty, 
rushes to kiss him as if they had been parted for weeks, a 
toddler in her arms, the rest dancing around like the 
multiple family in the shoe. 

The five smallest children aren’t hers—merely bor- 
rowed from working parents—but Peggy’s love shines on 
one and all like the summer sun. Al can’t see why his wife 


9.3% of American families have yearly incomes between $3000 and $3500. 


PHOTOS BY J. DI PIETRO 











































































































































































































































































































“When you've got the guy you love 


and kids—you’ve got the breaks.” 


PHOTOS BY J. DI PIETRO 





“The one thing I don’t want the kids to be is skinny or lonely.” Peg keeps 
doctors’ bills at low $50 a year, takes baby to free Kennebunk clinic (left) for 
checkups and shots. In shared bedroom (right): “What she gets, we get.” 





“The only time I get a day off is to go to a funeral.” Al helps Peg do big 
weekly shopping (left), joins tub brigade when “Junior” (right) needs bath. 
But chores are her job: “Home’s where а man should take a load off his feet." 





“I like to wait on him hand and foot—it keeps us out 
of trouble.” Peg's never too busy to shine Al's shoes, 
scrub his back, or "help get a chip off his shoulder." 











shadow of the lovely Christopher Wren steeple on the ancient white 
church across the street. The six rooms which they rent for $16 a month 
have no central heating, no bathtub or hot water. Two oilstoves heat 
their cramped quarters through subzero Maine winters. Upstairs are 
three small bedrooms and a room with a toilet, but no sink, so the whole 
family washes and bathes and brushes teeth in the kitchen. 

Three of Peggy's five charges stay overnight—the other two are de- 
posited by their parents before 7 A.M. as they rush off to work. Peggy 
is up regularly at 6:15, fixing her husband's lunch box and giving baby 
Betty Anne Dixon, a toddler of fifteen months, the first installment of her 
breakfast. Al Welch is off to the shoe factory at ten of seven, and then the 
children come clattering downstairs to join the others for breakfast. 


Ta four girls all have long hair which must be brushed and plaited 
and tied in ribbons; their ears and knees and elbows well scrubbed in 
turn by Peggy. As they line up at the sink with toothbrushes, the baby 
sits in the high chair mauling the black kitten, Bizerte. The dog, half 
Spitz, half chow, has sense enough to hide under the stove. Comparative 
quiet descends when most of the children get off to school and Peggy is 
left with the baby, three-year-old Patsy, and Sharon Dixon, four, and the 
realization that she hasn't had any breakfast and it's time to start washing 
clothes. This mother to seven frequently skips breakfast and lunch too. 

Peggy washes some clothes every day of the week, and does a stagger- 
ing load in the washing machine, first heating the water on the stove, on 

* Mondays and Thursdays. The ironing is continual; in the wintertime the 
long black kitchen stovepipe leading over to the chimney is never cleared 
of piles of freshly pressed rompers and shirts and underwear. Peggy just 
accepts it like the weather and taxes. "When I was a kid, mother was al- 
ways at the ironing board when we went to bed. When we got up, she was 
still at it. I used to think she ironed all night." 

Peggy dry-mops and dusts every room in the house every day in the 
week, and scrubs the kitchen linoleum on her "prayer handles" twice a 
week, the rest of the floors once a week. Somehow she finds time to make 
practically all the children's clothes—whether they're hers or not makes 
no difference. On her ancient sewing machine she does a magnificent 
tailoring job of girls’ wool suits and coats, and flannel sports shirts for 
the men of the family. For $1.50 she made matching red wool jerkins for 
Gloria and herself. But ordinarily she doesn't make anything for herself. 
“Those dresses are old enough to vote," she indicates the crepe party 
frocks in her closet. "When Al was at the shipyards, we used to go 
dancing in Portland every week end, but we can't afford it now.” 

Al worked two war years, from '43 to 45, fitting pipe covers down in 
the ships’ engine rooms. “We broiled in summer and froze in winter— 
seven days a week I worked and twice did a forty-eight-hour stretch 
during a rush job." Although the pay was high—as much as $140 a week 
sometimes—he was glad to quit and go back to his old job. Al is a rougher 
over at the York Wood Heel Co. in Biddeford, about nine miles away. 
He scrapes the bottoms of women's wedgie heels so they will stick to the 
soles. With an electric wire brush he does about seventy-two heels every 
four minutes—one of the fastest operators the shop has ever had. His 
over-all weekly earnings last year averaged around $48. 

"We don't make much money, but we have a lot of fun," Peggy and 
Al remark at least once a day. The rug in their living room, new five years 
ago, is now worn right down to the threads from jitterbugging—their pet 
pastime. This is a pleasant, sunny room with flowered curtains that look 
so handsome you have to touch them to tell they are crepe paper. The 
furniture is sturdy rock maple—the overstuffed chairs often substituting 
for beds when the Welches get a big crowd overnight. They've had 
twelve at a time in their little house, "hanging from hooks," says Peg 
happily. Skeeter Welch is overjoyed at the opportunity to pop into his 
sleeping bag on the floor. 

At noon the children flock home from school for a hot lunch, and by 
the time she's cleared up the dishes, it's time for Peggy to get the baby up 
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from her nap. The baby is the only person who sleeps during the day. 
Peggy is supposed to get two hours’ rest every afternoon—a bout of 
rheumatic fever laid her up a whole summer two years ago—but if she 
dozes off for a half hour on the couch, Patsy or Sharon is sure to wake 
her up with questions every ten minutes. 

She's usually mending socks or at the ironing board when the children 
get home from school at 3:30. Skeeter, her son, is apt to disappear im- 
mediately. He's a husky boy of ten, with a big toothy grin, full of 
enterprises. Although an attack of scarlet fever left him with a slight 
heart murmur, he plays both football and basketball with the fourth- 
grade team. He's learning to play the guitar, and he likes to crayon the 
local scenery too. In the summer he loves to go blueberrying or swim- 
ming off the rocky beaches four miles away, or he can ride a rich 
neighbor's Thoroughbreds, provided he shovels enough manure in their 
stables first. 

His sister, Gloria, is an intensely domestic little girl of nine, with a 
pink-skirted dressing table covered with bottles of powder and cologne 
presented her on birthdays and Christmas. She is plump and blue-eyed, 
with lovely curly blond hair. She helps her mother keep the young fry 
under control; but as the afternoon wears on, they get tired and quarrel- 
some, as children do. Peggy issues crisp ultimatums with no shilly- 
shallying, and no perceptible effect upon her sunniness. Although she 
races through the day with the precision of an adding machine, she makes 
it all seem effortless, even gay. She starts cooking at four, as her husband 
likes to eat promptly when he gets home at five. He also likes peace and 
quiet to read his newspaper, and this is the only time of the day that 
Peggy rides herd on the noisemakers. “Al is the center of the wheel,” 
Peg describes her household. "He comes first, always. The kids are 
the spokes, and me—I guess I’m the rim, going round and round.” 
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At five o’clock the Boiler—the Welches’ 1931 Ford sedan with droop- 
ing running boards and temperamental brakes—roars into the driveway. 
Al comes in wearing.a red-and-black lumberman’s shirt and carrying his 
lunch box, a cocky, good-looking Irishman with tremendous shoulders 
and humorous gray eyes. Peggy waits on him hand and foot, she admits 
freely, cajoles him and kids him, and acts as buffer between the children 
and his explosive temper. His passengers come in to collect two of 
the children left with Peggy for the day, but are usually persuaded to 
draw up a chair to one of her delicious meals first: steaming fish chowder 
made with plenty of milk and onions, hot biscuits, and meringue-topped 
cream pie. In the summertime the Welches and their friends often sit 
down to fifty or sixty lobsters, which are given to them free by their 
fisherman friends. 


I CAN remember,” says Peggy, "when Al was earning fifteen dollars a 
week at the factory during the depression when we had to catch our own 
fish in order to eat. I used to spend three dollars a week for groceries. 
Al was off every week end, fighting in some match. Га be home Satur- 
day night with the ironing, and boy, I’d feel guilty spending a quarter 
for some love magazine and a bar of candy.” 

Peggy Welch was born Gertrude Clara Lesuer in Eastport, Maine, the 
most easterly city of the U.S. and near the Roosevelts’ famous summer 
home, Campobello. Peggy’s father was an electrician who also played the 
drums. When she was sixteen and going to her first dances, she always 
had to go home with papa, who was right up there with the orchestra 
keeping an eye on her. Peggy’s family, French in origin, dropped the 
last u in Lesueur, which was Joan Crawford's maiden name. Peggy has 
written to and received several letters from the movie actress, who thinks 
they may be distantly related. (Continued on Page 200) 


“When we're flush, we find us a juke box ; when we're broke, we roll back the rug.” But 
Saturday nights, the Welches have a "steady date,” get Dixons’ mother to sit the kids. 
Summers, the two take Al's guitar to the beach—" where no one cares if we sing flat.” 





How the Welches Spend Their Money 





Food oon уз o жже $9. aie). атаса $1475.00 
Hent oo os . Mom om om om om om n n n 192.00 
Insurance. ә» ә» seen о ә 18.00 
Fight. а еаресе а абое а” а. & E 52.00 
Income tax... een sss ee» v v 88.10 
Clothing а 9999 E 939 e lore E ас 200.00 
Children’s allowance . ... 22 ee ee eee 52.00 
БАЙЛ SS эз» 99 азе due Lees Ta) ects 315.00 
Medical. «sec oon o ж (а) (e 9716) 79 [6:16 50.00 
Car upkeep. e. s u so ore ê e © t n n m 150.00 
Enel opiate vieta. sens cave co) ere) 4: өе De . 178.00 
Newspapers and magazines . . ... 4.4... 30.00 
Poll and radio tax. . . . sesso .2 
Recreation ... . es ss eee wee oon 
Christmas and birthdays . . . 
Miscellaneous. . . . . se ee 
Al'ssmlaty . . „хех e жэ v э әк э $2513.79 
Peggy’s salary (3 mos. 194б).......... 216.32 
Board received for children June-Dec. 1946 . . . 662.00 
$3392.11 





























Al makes $48 a week as a “rougher” in Biddeford shoe factory. 
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LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 





LISTEN! THERES BIG COMPLEXION NEWS FOR US GIRLS... 


Ivory’ improved.. Sudsier than ever! 


Something sudsy has happened to Ivory! 
Baby’s pure, mild Ivory makes extra suds faster. 
Just swish improved Ivory around in the water 
and watch! Up come heaps of cuddly, smooth 
suds in a jiffy! They last longer, too. Yes, the 
most famous soap in the world has been improved. 
The same pure, mild suds—and more of 'em— 
faster than ever! 


That's "sudsational" news for baby, too! 
More suds—more fun in the tub. Baby loves 
pure, mild Ivory—it's so kind and gentle to her 
tender skin. More doctors, you know, advise 
Ivory than any other soap. 


Your skin never outgrows lvory! Mil- 
lions of Ivory-pampered babies have grown up to 
be Ivory beauties—girls with naturally lovely 


complexions. You'll find that the pure, mild soap 
that's so right for baby's tender skin is just the 
soap for your skin, too. 









You can have That Ivory Look! If you'll 
promise never again to be careless about your 
complexion—if you'll change to regular care with 
pure, mild Ivory Soap—you can have That Ivory 
Look in just one week. Yes, a lovelier, younger- 
looking, more radiant complexion can be yours 
just one week from today. Use Ivory for baby, 
for you. Pure, mild, faster-sudsing Ivory! 


More doctors advise Ivory 
than any other soap / 


Dean Cudionee:—Be sure to tune iw LOWELL THOMAS, sation best-known, 
nowscaster, Men. thou Fu. evenings Columbia Broadcasting, System... Joy 
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WHEN CHILDREN QUARREL 


Sy Tuma Simonton Elack 


its a new kind 0 
Vacuum Cleaner! 


ANY a mother, looking at her scream- 

ing and entangled brood, wonders if 

her ideal of a companionable family 

was just a wild, unattainable dream. 
Right now the children are acting more like 
a group of cannibals squabbling over a kill 
than like supposedly loving brothers and 
sisters. Certainly this can’t be the way 
families should behave. 

Peggy Welch and, to a lesser extent, Al 
have a vast amount of practical experience 
with children. Peggy has handled dozens 
of children, usually in batches of seven or 
eight at once. And over long periods of 
time. Al, while he pretends utter astonish- 
ment at the idea of voluntarily taking on 
such a job, is, you feel, deeply fond of all 
the youngsters. He blusters humorously, 


„^1 don't know how she stands it,” but you 


know that Al isn’t very fierce when you see 
him, as I did, at his cousin’s farm, scratch- 
ing the back of a baby pig, or feeding the 
young rabbits grass. Al has sympathy 
and warmth, and much of his bluster is a 
way of handing the disciplinary problems 
to his wife. She takes it all smilingly and 
goes on in her own good-humored way. 

When we rode back 
through town and saw 
a scrawny, pathetic 
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more concern than the one who has his 
fair share of fights. The nonquarreler is 
either extremely timid and passive, or he 
has almost no social contacts at all. Neither 
of these is a desirable state of affairs. As a 
matter of fact, studies of nursery-school 
children show that the most friendly, 
sociable children are the ones most often 
involved in squabbles. This apparently 
paradoxical finding is perfectly sensible if 
you stop to think about it. In childhood, 
quarreling is a legitimate form of social 
contact. Squabbles are the natural result 
of children’s social trial and error. 

The Welch method of handling quarrels 
was stated by Al with characteristic vigor: 
“Keep out of 'em. That's my motto.” 
Peggy smiled. “I do when I can,” she said. 
“Often they work out of a fuss by them- 
selves. So when they’re evenly matched, 
I try to let them settle it.” 


This is a sound policy. Children learn 
through their quarrels. When three-year- 
old Sharon tries to grab three-year-old 
Patsy’s stuffed dog, she finds that Patsy 
gives forth visible and audible signs of 
displeasure. Patsy, 
on the other hand, 
learns that she has 





“IT EMPTIES AS NEATLY 
AS AN ASH TRAY!" 


ow baby naps... you chat or listen to the radio right while 
N you clean house top-to-bottom! Lewyt’s new “Purr-fect 


(rhymes with "do it”) 
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Silencer hushes its powerful motor to a whisper. And watch 


the Lewyt get way under, clean way up, reach way in to grab 
dust and dirt everywhere! Beautifully built, beautifully bal- 
anced—so light, easy to use. Don’t miss seeing the Lewyt—get 


a peek at tomorrow’s home cleaner today! 


Every Lewyt feature is “NEWS”! 


V NO MESSY BAG TO EMPTY chemical- 
ly-treated paper filter is neatly poured 
out with the dirt from Lewyt’s smooth 
metal “Dust Bowl”! 


V CYCLONIC SUCTION “all-out” power 
that gets the embedded dirt and grit! 
31-ft. “cleaning-range” from 1 outlet! 


У NO SMELLY DUST leaks back to film 
your rooms—Lewyt's exclusive Triple 
Filter controls the dust! 


М/ All connections GASKET SEALED! 


M AUTOMATICALLY ADJUSTS to rug 
contours—flick of Dial Control read- 
ies it for thick rugs, thin rugs, all 
kinds of rugs! 

У PRESS-TOE SWITCH taps on and off 
easily—it's rugged, can't be broken off 
accidentally! 


У Genuine FULLER BRUSHES used 


throughout—new Wonder Brush elim- 


inates hand-dusting! 

У STORES AWAY NEATLY in attractive 
dust-protected container—takes little 
closet space! 


Approved by 
Underwriters" 
Laboratories, Inc. 


LEWYT CORPORATION 





66 Broadway * Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 


SINCE 1888, MAKERS OF FINE PRECISION EQUIPMENT 





eight-year-old drift- 
ing along the street 
at 10 P.M., Al said, 
""There oughta be a 
law against lettin' a 
kid go neglected like 
that. He don't get a 
decent break." 

Al isn't long on 
theory. Neither of 
the Welches is aca- 


b In 4000 B.C. someone inscribed 
on a stone in Egypt these words: 
Our earth is degenerating in these 
latter days. There are signs that the 
world is coming to an end. Children 
no longer obey their parents. 
Everybody wants to write a book. 
The end of the world is manifestly 
drawing near. 
—A. RUTH FRY: Ruth's Gleanings 
(Andrew Dakers, Ltd.). 


to be ready to defend 
her possessions. No 
amount of adult talk- 
ing could take the 
place of this expe- 
rience. 

What about quar- 
rels that arise from 
genuine lack of under- 
standing? In the 
early preschool years, 





demic in approaching 

a problem. Their ideas are severely prac- 
tical but they reflect sense and experi- 
ence. 

“Kids are just born that way," said Al 
about quarrels. We were sitting in Peggy's 
neat kitchen, watching Al put a patch on 
the screen door. Al talked the way he 
worked—directly, with no waste motions. 
But if you dress up his statement in psy- 
chological language, you come out with a 
fact experts have stressed: that quarrels 
are perfectly normal and that parents need 
not get unduly excited about them. 

Peggy was a little more articulate than 
her husband. She put it this way: “It’s 
the differences in their personalities that 
start quarrels, I think. They're bound to 
clash when they're just learning to get 
along with other kids.” 


Many parents less experienced and mat- 
ter-of-fact than the Welches are shocked by 
the frequency of their children’s quarrels. 
They tend to judge the children’s behavior 
by grown-up standards. Fighting and bick- 
ering as a permanent method of settling 
differences is certainly not desirable. But 
because a child quarrels is no indication 
that he will always quarrel. Just as he 
must crawl before he runs and babble be- 
fore he talks, so he must have his share of 
squabbling and fighting before he can 
learn to reason and to compromise. The 
healthy aggressiveness that makes an 
adult outgoing and forthright may show 
up at first as a willingness to wade in with 
both fists. This trait should be guided into 
desirable channels, but certainly not elim- 
inated. 

Peggy often encourages a timid young- 
ster to talk back, she says, or even to fight 
back. She would prefer to see a child stick 
up for his rights than to give up without a 
struggle. The child who never quarrels 
under any circumstances should cause 


this kind of quarrel is 
frequent. Often a few words will ex- 
plain one child to another so that both are 
satisfied. Take the youngster who tries to 
hitch his wagon to his sister’s tricycle. 
She doesn’t know what his plan is—she 
only knows that she is stopped from riding. 
She pushes him away and screams. A 
grownup can explain, "Johnny wants to 
make a train, Betty. Wouldn't you like 
that?" and the chances are that Betty will 
be intrigued at the prospect. She just 
didn't know what it was all about. 

“Oh, yes," Peggy said. "I often act as 
peacemaker when I see that the children 
don't understand each other. A few words 
at the right moment can stop a real brawl." 

An interesting insight into the mistakes 
parents make in handling quarrels emerged 
from Peggy's frank statement of what she 
believes is her commonest fault. Skeeter is 
likely to be a storm center, she said. And 
since she expects to find him at the bottom 
of many troubles, she feels that she has 
often blamed him when actually he had no 
more to do with starting the quarrel than 
the other child. She tends to jump on the 
noisiest and most active child, in other 
words. Many mothers do that without 
realizing that the quieter one who always 
seems to be picked on has incited the other 
child's wrath in small subtle ways. 

When Chibby dances teasingly around 
Skeeter and pretends he won't give Skeeter 
his football, Skeeter will stand it just so 
long. Then he starts to attack Chibby. It 
may look like a violent and unnecessary 
explosion, but the teasing that preceded it 
is certainly part of the picture. 

The fact is that it is usually pointless to 
try to assess blame in children's quarrels. 
It's much better to be calm and sympa- 
thetic with both fighters—the attacker as 
well as the attacked (if you can sort them 
out). When Skeeter grabs the ball Chibby 

(Continued on Page 214) 
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... for every woman who dreams of more 
time to do things outside her home 






























Yes, this gift is more than a beautiful, stream- 
“Just couldn't resist lined piece of modern equipment. It is a short 
the temptation!” cut to a new freedom. It is re/ezse from the 
ceaseless drudgery of ironing by hand. It is 
the dramatic difference between tense exhaus- 
tion and having—at the end of ironing day— 
sparkle and energy left over to enjoy your 
home, your family, the many outside things 
you'd like to do and see. 

For the Horton Ironer takes the ache out of 
ironing—lets you s/t at comfortable ease, rest 
your feet, rest your back, while it does the work. 

See these Horton Ironers before Christmas 
—try them. And tell your particular Santa 
Claus what their streamlined magic can mean 


to you—and him. 
е e . 
The peautiful Horton Console Ironer—once a 
week it's a marvel of efficient ironing perform- 
ance, the rest of the time a handsome, useful, 
desk-high work surface. Designed by Van Doren! 





THE LIFE OF THE PARTY . . . That's уой when you finish 
your easy, sit-down Horton ironing. You're full of pep and 
zest for any sort of fun with the family, because the Horton 
does all the work for you. 









IT'S AUTOMATIC. . . Clothes simply fly through (and we 
do mean simply) as the touch of your knee or elbow on the 
single control puts the Horton through its paces almost 
like magic. 


MORE TIME FOR LIVING . . . You have leisure to enjoy : А А * 
your hobby, whether it's hats, hikes, or hemstitching—and This beautiful automatic portable Horton has all Portable but manually controlled—a little won- 
all because the Horton's a glutton for work, rolls its way the wonderful operating features of the console der of an ironer that tucks away into any space, 
ibroughi2.539t equare/ibchesiof ironing ener moet! Junt plus the advantage of small size that makes it easy fits the most modest budget, brings ironing luxury 
compare that with what the most modern hand iron can do. Д R S 
to iron in the pleasantest room in the house! to any home. It's a beauty, too! 
Horton has been In Canada, the trade name HORTON ELECTROHOME distinguishes products manufactured and 
making fine ironers sold by Horton's affiliate, Dominion Electrohome Industries, Ltd., of Kitchener, Ontario. 


ever since they 
looked like this. 


*2,156 square inches 
for the automatic port- 
= able. 3 


HORTON MANUFACTURING CO., FORT WAYNE 1, INDIANA 
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Color contrast in Textron's Hostess Pajamas... 
about $20 complete 


Now— Aurora Borealis colors in Textron's new Hostess Pajamas to warm her heart 


at Christmas time . . . brighten her “at homes” all winter. Of finest rayon satin, 
with a softly quilted tunic top and sleekly-cut trousers. See the Textron tailoring . . . the new, 
naturally rounded shoulders, that generous pocket. Apple Green with Tangerine, Aqua or Cerise with Black. 


Sizes 10 to 18 at leading stores throughout the country. 


T E XT RO N TEXTRON, хс., Textron Building, 401 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 


REG. U, S. PAT. OF Fe 


LINGERIE BLOUSES HOME FASHIONS . MENSWEAR HOSTESS COATS 





Blue velveteen jumper with a blouse for daytime; without 
for evening. Jumper only, Vogue Design No. 6245, 12 to 20. 








Pretty full-sleeved blouse, Vogue 
Design No. 5724, 12 to 20; 30 to 40. 


Checked wool skirt and cummerbund, Vogue Design No. 6160, 24 to 32 
-aist. Wear with a blue bolero, Vogue Design No. 6017, 12 to 20. 





PHOTOGRAPHS BY SIMONE 


MAMMA’S DATE DRE 


Peggy Welch loves to go out with her husband, and her date dress is the most 
versatile dress she owns. That is the way she planned it. It is blue because 
that is his favorite color. It is velveteen because it can look very dressy or 

quite tailored. It is a jumper because it lends itself to endless combinations. 
When Mrs. Welch goes dancing on Saturday night, she wears it without a 

blouse and dresses it up with a pretty necklace and a gay scarf. She might even 
wear her bolero jacket, too, if it is a chilly night. By making a full-sleeved 

white blouse to wear under it, she has a perfect afternoon dress. Her 
blue-and-white checked wool skirt makes the jacket and blouse do double 


duty. She has found that making her own clothes cuts the cost more 





than in half. Mrs. Welch proves the practicability of combining patterns 
Bolero worn over jumper makes a pretty suit; the 
jumper with the white blouse to be worn as a dress. 





by her effective use of four interchangeable pieces. — * BY NORA O'LEARY 


Buy Vogue Patterns at the store which sells them in your city. Or order by mail, postage prepaid, from Vogue 
Pattern Service, Putnam Avenue, Greenwich, Conn.; or in Canada from 21 Dundas Square, Toronto, Ontario. 


Other views, prices and sizes are on page 197. 
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How about a hug or two for Christmas? 
Try hanging Hughes sparkling brushes on 
a few trees around town! For every her or 
him on your list...belles and beaus, 
helpmates, cousins and classmates. 

See the Hughes selection at your 


favorite drug or department store. 


THE МІМІ-КІТ* ... Glamor-groomer for 
gals. Miniature hair brush, clothes brush 
and comb. (Lucite with nylon bristl 
Unbreakable mirror (not shown) 

pered case for pocket or purse. 

306 fed. tax on case. 


-> 


TT*...For the men in your 
ze hair brush and clothes brush 
(Mock Tortoise Shell with nylon bristles). 777 
omb and nail file. Zippered case, 
enough for other articles. $5.00, plus Л! 
356 fed. tax on case. 


7 

^, 

~ Uy, ) 
TN 





)* HAIR BRUSIT... Hughes sensational “deep- 
. first of the feminine loves. Lucite handle, completely 
encircled with nylon bristles. In dressing table case $5.00 and $7.50. 


*Mini-Kit, Male-Kit, All-a-round are trade-mark names of Tek Hughes, 
Inc., 500 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. Makers of a complete line of Quality 
Brushes, popularly priced. 





HAIR-DO'S UNLIMITED 


A new switch from an old hair-do can be made with the 
clever rearrangement of your own hair—or with supple- 
mentary hair pieces if your locks are lazy about grow- 


ing! This page of hair arrangements is designed 





А 
BRUSH your hair back from your face 2 
and clip together at top of head so that 
ends fall smoothly. For extra length, pin 
* switch underneath place where ribbon ties. 


especially for the woman who has difficult, unmanage- 


able hair—and who longs for a beautifully groomed 





look. Flyaway hair can be twisted into sleek braids, 


interlaced with ribbons. A too-high forehead can hide — - gu b y ала Fav iden 
behind softly waved bangs. A sophisticated chignon helps switch) with ribbon, and pin securely 


camouflage the strawlike ends of an unsuccessful per- from top.of head do bottom, as SER ICCA 


manent. Theillustrations show a number of different hair- 















































do’s which can be achieved with your own hair exclu- 


















































sively—or with the help of extra switches made to match 











your hair. They may be a solution to, your hair prob- 


lems—as well as fun to try. х BY DAWN CROWELL 
Beauty Editor of the Journal 


























i» BANGS can be real or make-believe. Cut 
/ á them from your own hair or devise with 





supplementary hair piece. Pin under- 
neath your own hair, add pretty ribbon. 





М 

COMB your hair over to one side of 
your head, brush into chignon, and hold 
with trim hair net. (Extra hair piece 
adds fullnéss.) Use ribbons for dress-up. 





ртт "d : PHOTO BY HAL REIFF - 
Mrs. Elton Welch has the kind of fine, blond hair that, in her own 
words, "is impossible to do anything with!" Here, Mrs. Welch is 
shown with her artificial switches twisted into braids over her ears. 





SOFT CURLS make a pretty frame for 





\ your face. Unmanageable manes can be 
IF YOUR own hair is long enough, braid combed smoothly to one side, the ends COMB your own hair into a smooth hair- 
the ends, then make a coil out of them. trimmed and turned into individual curls. . do. Then braid switch, arrange it over 
If not, an extra switch braided into the crown of your head from one ear 
a flattering chignon can do the trick. to the other, then add two ribbon bows. 
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Keep goodness up and food bills down 





You expect walnuts to inspire you—in an exciting new cake like this. 
But use any thrifty recipe—salad, hot-bread, main course or dessert 
—add Diamond Walnuts, and discover a brand new goodness! 


TWO-IN-ONE LOAF CAKE 
WITH CHOCO-WALNUT FROSTING 


% teaspoon salt 
chocolate, melted % cup finely chopped 
2 tablespoons hot Diamond Walnuts 
water % cup milk 
%4 teaspoon soda 1 teaspoon vanilla 
2 cups sifted cake flour Уз cup shortening 
2 teaspoons baking 1 cup sugar 
powder 3 egg whites 
Diamond Walnut halves and 
pieces for use on frosting 


1 square (1 oz.) 


Here's a bright idea in cake baking... 
but don't forget, Diamond Walnuts 
make all cakes, cookies, and candies 
taste and look better. For Two-In-One 
Cake grease bottom of pan (about 
8"x 8" x 2"), line bottom with waxed 
paper, grease the paper. Stir hot 
water and soda into melted chocolate, 
set aside to cool. Sift flour, baking 
powder, and salt; add the flavorful 


unded 
DIAMOND 
WALNUTS 


SHELL 
не 


chopped walnuts. Add vanilla to milk. 
Cream the shortening, gradually add 
% cup of sugar. Cream them together 
until fluffy; alternately add small 
amounts of milk and flour-and-walnut 
mixture, beating smooth after each 
addition. Beat egg whites stiff; gradu- 
ally beat in remaining % cup sugar. 
Fold into batter. Pour about half of 
batter into separate bowl;.add choco- 
late mixture to one portion, mixing 
thoroughly. Spread chocolate batter 
in prepared pan; over it spoon white 
batter. Bake in moderate oven (350°) 
about 45 minutes, until done. Cool on 
rack. Frost with chocolate frosting— 
press crisp, coarsely chopped walnuts 
generously onto sides of cake and dec- 
orate top with beautiful, big Diamond 
Walnut halves. 


How fo buy the best walnuts—look for the 


‘Diamond brand on eyery shell. You'll get 


more plump, usable kernels per pound, crisp 
and fresh, California's finest. 






€ 





Back Again — Vacuum Tins 


Same high quality as Diamonds 
in-the-shell. Mixed halves and 
pieces in 4-ounce and 8-ounce 
tins, ready for instant use. Keep 
a supply always on hand. 






SHELLED 
WALNUTS 





















Skeeter, Gloria and three of their borrowed sisters, putting away 
a good hot lunch! Chibby and the baby have already had theirs. 





puotos MY у. Di PIETRO: 








BY LOUELLA G. SHOUER 


OON recess! Here are some inexpensive hot dishes to serve 

the youngsters for lunch when they troop in red-cheeked and 

snowy. Peggy Welch's brood go for good Maine stand-bys: 
soups and chowders; scalloped potatoes with cheese; and shep- 
herd's pie: The $5 a week that Peggy is paid for the care of each 
boarding child barely pays for its food, but Peggy doesn't 
is a labor of love. Cost has been figured on retail 
prices as of early fall, 1947. These same dishes could be adapted 
for large-quantity service in the school lunchroom—and at much 
less cost per serving. To complete a meal built around these 








mind. Hers 





dishes, add 14 to 1 pint milk for each child, a citrus fruit or some 
raw vegetable or fruit, enriched or dark bread and spread—a 





simple pudding or cooked fruit for dessert. 


Фасон Corn Bread 
with Creamed Codfish 


Serves 6 


Approximate cost, 93¢ 


Soak 3 pound dried codfish in cold 
ater overnight. Drain. Cook un- 
til tender in fresh water. Drain 
and flake the fish. Add to 1 quart 
thin cream sauce. Season with a 
little pepper and paprika. 

Bacon corn bread: Beat 2 eggs 
light. Add 4 cup sugar, % cup 
milk. Sift 1% cups flour with 25 
cup corn meal, 3 teaspoons bak- 
ing powder and !4 teaspoon salt. 
Add liquids to the dry ingredients. 














Mix just enough to make a smooth. 


batter. Pour into a greased square 
pan. Lay 4 raw slices bacon over 
top of batter. Bake in hot oven, 


425? F., about 25 minutes. This corn 
bread has no fat in it, as the bacon 
on top takes care of that. If you 
ever want to make this without the 
bacon on top. add М cup melted 
butter, margarine,bacon drippings, 
salad oil, or other shortening, with 
the milk, eggs and sugar. 

Cut corn bread in squares and 
serve with the creamed codfish. 





Vegetable Rice Pudding 


Serves 6 
Approximate cost, 60¢ 


Scald 2 cups milk and add gradu- 
ally to 3 eggs, slightly beaten. Add 
1 cup grated cheese, and when it is 
melted combine the liquids with 
1% cups cold cooked rice. Season 
with 3{ teaspoon salt and a little 
pepper. Poür into a greased bak- 


x HOW 


ing dish. Cover with 4 cup cooked 
or canned peas that have been 
thoroughly drained. Season lightly 
with salt. On top of the peas 
spread 1 cup riced cooked carrots. 
These should be drained too. Sea- 
son lightly with salt. Sprinkle 1 
teaspoon sugar over the top. Dot 
with butter or margarine. Set 
baking dish in pan of hot water 
and bake 1 hour in moderate oven, 
350° F. 


Hambarger-and- Macaroni 
Casserole 


Serves 6 
Approximate cost, 98¢ 


Cook 2 large onions, chopped, and 
є pound hamburger in 4 table- 
spoons bacon drippings until meat 
browns and onions are golden. 
Season with 1 teaspoon salt and a 
little pepper. Add 4 cups canned 
tomatoes, 1 green pepper, diced, 
and 1 package elbow macaroni 
cooked until tender in boiling 
salted water, drained and rinsed 
with boi 
Season n 
Pour into c 
moderate oven, 


ng water. Mix well. 








ure well, to taste. 
role and bake in 
350* F., 1 hour. 





Maine Potato Балаби 
Serves 6 


Approximate cost, 55¢ 


Into a greased casserole put alter- 
nate layers of thinly sliced pota- 
toes, thinly sliced onions and 
l-inch pieces of raw filleted fish 
(cod, halibut or haddock). $ s 
each layer with salt and р 
dust lightly with flour and dot with 
butter or margarine. Have the top 
layer of potato. (Note: To 4-5 po- 
tatoes, use 2 onions and 4 pound 
fish fillets.) Add enough milk to 
come almost to the top layer of po- 
tatoes (about 1!4 cups). Bake 
in moderate oven, 350? F., until 
the potatoes are done—about 1% 
hours. 








Serves 6 
Approximate cost, 66¢ 


Cut 4 pound salt pork into small 
pieces. Fry until crisp. Add 1 
onion, sliced, and cook until 
golden. Add 2 cups diced potatoes, 
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1% cups water and 1% cups canned 
corn. Season with 1!4 teaspoons 
salt and a little pepper. Cook 
until the potatoes are tender. 
Add 2 cups rich milk and 1 
cup thin cream. Add 1 tablespoon 
butter or margarine. Reheat. 
Place a split common cracker 
in each bowl. Pour chowder over 
crackers. 


Pamburger-Stuffed 
Potatoes 
Serves 6 
Approximate cost, 74¢ 


Fry М pound hamburger in 5 table- 
spoons shortening or salad oil. Add 
2 small onions, chopped. Cook to- 
gether and season with 4 tea- 
spoon salt and a dash of pepper. 
Bake 6 large baking potatoes. Cut 
a slice off the top of each, length- 
wise of the potato. Scoop out the 
potato. Mash the potato while hot 
with 5 tablespoons milk and 1/4 
tablespoons.butter or margarine, 
heated together. Add 1 well-beaten 
egg and the hamburger and onions. 
Whip up well. Reseason to taste. 
Put the mixture back in the 
potato shells, heaping them up 
appetizingly. Bake in mod- 
erate oven, 350? F., until nicely 
browned. 


Ham-and- Egg Cuctard 


Serves 6 
Approximate cost, 80¢ 


Cut 4 slices bread into 4 strips per 
slice. Leave crusts on. Arrange 
half the strips a well-greased 
shallow ca; Sprinkle 4 cup 
over the bread. Ar- 
ng bread over the 
top. Add àj teaspoon salt and a 
little pepper to 4 eggs and beat 
slightly. Add 3 cups scalded milk 
gradually. Then add a 3-ounce can 
deviled ham and blend in well. 
Pour over the bread and let stand 
30 minutes. Sprinkle top with an- 
other 4 cup grated cheese and 3 
stri cooked bacon, crumbled. 
Set custard in pan of hot water and 
bake in a moderate oven, 350° F., 1 
hour or until knife comes out 
clean. 
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Economy Steu 
Serves 6 


Approximate cost, 54¢ 


Soak !4 pound dried navy beans 
overnight. Fry 4 pound bacon, cut 
into pieces, and 2 onions, sliced, 
Add to beans with 1 teaspoon salt, 
1$ teaspoon pepper, !4 bay leaf and 
1 No. 2% can tomatoes. Cook un- 
til beans are almost tender. Add 
1% cups water, 4 green pepper, 
diced, and 1 cup diced potatoes. 
Cook until all is tender. Reseason 
to taste. Serve in deep bowls. 
THE END 


There's nothing wrong with 
Skeeter's appetite—ever. Likeall 
boys, he's always ready for a sec- 
ond helping. Ten isa hungry age. 





bake Beans for 









For six cents or less per serving 
(including all ingredients), simply 
wonderful tasting baked beans 
with our easy Washburn’s recipe 


e Start with our Washburn's Fancy 
Beans, the kind that cook tender and 
rich as butter. Follow our recipe — 
and bring to table the best eating 
baked bean feast you ever tasted. And 
the whole dish costs less than 34 cents! 

Our Washburn's Fancy Beans come 
in your favorite bean variety— and 
are the choice of the crop. We sort all 
our Washburn's beans by hand. We 
clean and polish every bean. Your 
grocerhasWashburn's in red-and-blue 
cellophane packages and in cartons. 
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WASHBURN’S BEANS FOR BAKING 
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Copyright 1947, 
by Washburn’s, 
Moscow, 


LOOK FO 
Irt 


nan 





ac 





You And Your Folks Never 
Tasted Such Good Bean-Eating, 
Unless You've Been Baking Your 


Own Washburn's Right Along 





Pour one pound (214 cups) of our 
Washburn's Fancy Beans into 
8 cups cold water. Cover; cook 
slowly until tender, about 2 hours. 
Drain, saving liquid. Pour beans 
into 2-qt. bean pot or casserole 


EN 





Pour over beans Vj, cup molasses, 
and 2 cups of the bean liquid mixed 
with 11% tbsps. brown sugar, 1 tbsp. 
salt and 4 tsp. dry mustard 


Press into top of beans a scored 
' V4 Ib. chunk of salt pork or bacon. 
Cover and bake in very slow oven 
(275°) 4 hours, adding water if 
needed to keep beans moist. Uncover 
last 15 minutes to brown 


Ш Serve your baked beans bubbling 
hot— makes 6 hearty platefuls 





NATURALLY FINER 


Beans in your favorite varieties, Split Peas, 
Whole Peas, Lentils, Pearl Barley, Rice, Popcorn 


Listen to Don McNeill 
and the Breakfast Club 
Monday to Friday, 9:45 A.M. 


in the East, 8:45 A.M. every- 
where else; ABC Network. 



















































































Don McNeill, and the Breakfast Club start the day for millions of loyal listeners 
with a smile, a song, a friendly thought. And a few wise words about the finest 
refrigerator of all time... Philco Advanced Design...the most completely equipped 


refrigerator your money can buy. "See it . . . compare the features", says Don 


McNeill. Judge for yourself. P m | LC O 
fena for Lhasy t Veti Gre: 





HAROLD FOWLER 


An ordinary little room was made over into a combination playroom and dining room 
with a three-section toy cabinet and a sturdy trestle table for meals, games and study. 


IL 


BY HENRIETTA MURDOCK 
Interior Decoration Editor of the Journal 


8 OULDN’T it be wonderful to turn over a whole room to the 
children’s activities and then forget about it?” This was Mrs. 

Peggy Welch's wistful appeal as we stood in the doorway viewing the 
assortment of toys, skates, porridge bowls and schoolbooks, jum- 
bled together in what was originally the Welch family dining room. 
We thought so, too, and straight off got busy planning such a 
room for tlie children of the Welch household. A more mature 
version of a nursery-playroom seemed about right. There were 


lots of toys, games, sports equipment and books, and neither shelves 
nor closets to hold them. So, right off, we designed a toy cabinet to 
hold this assortment of playthings, making it in three sections 
for easy handling if it has to be moved into a new setting later on. 
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Since the Welch children eat in their playroom, we had built a 
trestle table with a linoleum top to s 
as a study and game table between meals. Children use a floor for so 
many purposes, we kept our decorations pr: 1 and covered the 
old boards with jaspé linoleum, which is both decorative and easy 
to keep clean. 

Here are the particulars of the Welches’ children's room, any 
feature of which can be adapted to the odd room in an average 


e both as a dining table and 


home. An entire household is more easily managed if children's 
activities are centered, and housekeeping is certainly simplified. 
Thé decoration scheme. We chose green for our basic color, as so 
many tones combine with it (Continued on Page 211) 


* 
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In selecting a washer, consider how big it is, as well as how beautiful 
„ „ Боз fast it is, rather than how fancy. And, most important of 
all, determine how easy it is on your clothes! The Norge "Rotator" — 
washer qualifies splendidly in the matters of capacity and speed— 
and your clothes will actually last longer. These, and many other 
interesting facts about Norge washers, will be explained to you—gladly 
—by your Norge retailer. You can find him easily, for he is listed in 
yout classified telephone directory. Norge Division, Borg-Warner 
Corporation, Detroit 26, Michigan. In Canada: Addison Industries, Ltd, — 
Toronto, Ontario. 











EE 


NORGE 


BEFORE YOU BUY 


Norge products, distributed worldwide, are 
typical examples of the values made possible. 
by the American system of free enterprise. 
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GRAPHICS INSTITUTE, N.Y.C. 


NUTRITION AND INTELLIGENCE 


GLUTAMIC ACID 


(Continued from Page 40) 


generally supposed to be accompanied by 
some gradual lowering of intelligence, the 
experimenters noticed that the patients re- 
ceiving the drug which contained glutamic 
acid seemed, on the contrary, to become 
more alert. It was on the basis of this slender 
clue that Doctor Zimmerman and his asso- 
ciates began their epoch-making series of 
experiments. 

They first used a group of white rats, and 
employed the old familiar test in which a 
rat is placed repeatedly at one end of a 
fairly complicated maze with food at the 
other end. A record is made of the time it 
takes him to learn the maze, the number of 
trials necessary and his speed and degree of 
accuracy in traversing it. The rats were di- 
vided into two groups, one of which was 
given a normal diet, while the other was 
given a special addition of a very unusual 
amount (for a rat) of glutamic acid. The re- 
sults were astonishing. All the rats which 
received the extra glutamic acid solved the 
prcolem of the maze substantially faster 
than those on a standard diet, some of them in 
half the time. The maze involves the ability to 
make successive choices correctly, and feed- 
ing glutamic acid resulted in a maximum 
increase in this ability of 200 per cent. 

The next series of tests was conducted with 
a number of children drawn from the list of 
patients at the Neurological Institute and 
the Vanderbilt Clinic in New York City. 
These were all children who had been on the 
rolls of one institution or the other for a sub- 
stantial period of time, and their intelligence 
levels had been recorded on several occasions 
over a number of years. There were seventy- 
two of them, of all ages up to adolescence. 
Twenty-eight were of fairly normal mental- 


| ity, but suffered from convulsive seizures. 


Thirty-three were without such seizures, but 
were mentally retarded, and eleven suffered 
from both these handicaps. The parents of 
these children were told about the experi- 
ment, and in all cases they gladly co-operated. 
Over a period of many months, substantial 
amounts of glutamic acid were added to the 
children's diet. At frequent intervals they 
were brought back to the Neurological In- 
stitute and were given tests of various sorts, 
including those for the level of their intelli- 
gence. 


In all these cases, both the testimony of 
the parents and the results of examinations 
at the Institute showed decided improve- 
ment, both in intelligence and in the whole 
personality of the child—his co-ordination, 
alertness and ability to get on with those 
about him. 

At this point it is necessary for me to ex- 
plain the meaning of the phrase “‘intelli- 
gence quotient," which is now in daily use, 
although many people do not understand its 


precise significance. Over many years, a 
whole group of highly standardized tests 
have been developed and have been given to 
many thousands of children of all ages. As a 
result, there have been developed rather pre- 
cise standards of achievement which can be 
expected of children of any given age. If a six- 
year-old child, for example, can perform the 
tests expected of a six-year-old, no more and 
no less, he is said to have a mental age of six 
years or an intelligence quotient of 100. If, 
on the other hand, he is able to perform the 
tests that are normal for eight years, he is 
said to have a mental age of eight; or, divid- 
ing his chronological age into his mental age, 
an I.Q. of 133. 

The astonishing result achieved by Doctor 
Zimmerman in his experiments was to dis- 
cover that with glutamic-acid therapy ad- 
ministered daily over a period of many 
months the mental age increased on the aver- 
age about one year. It grew, in many cases, 
twice as fast as is expected of a normal child. 
This is more remarkable when you know that 
children who are mentally retarded show, asa 
rule, a slight progressive deterioration in 
intelligence with the passage of time. 

Let me illustrate this amazing result with 
a couple of case histories, beginning with 
"Alice"—which is not her name. 


Atice is nine and a half years old. She was 
a premature baby, and was born with serious 
mental and physical deficiencies that are 
often associated with the well-known prob- 
lem of the “Rh factor,” incompatibility of 
the blood types of the father and mother. 
Her I.Q. was only 69; her speech was almost 
unintelligible becausé of bad enunciation. A ` 
few months' treatment brought the following 
results: her interest in reading improved 
markedly; she could now jump rope and 
bounce a ball with substantial accuracy; for 
the first time she showed an interest in 
arithmetic; friends of her family who had not 
seen her since the treatment began com- 
mented on the “remarkable improvement." 
Нет 1.Q. went up 18 points, from 69 to 87, 
which means a decided lessening of lifelong 
problems to herself and those around her. 

Or take the case of “John,” age sixteen 
and with an I.Q. of 50—that is, a mental age of 
eight. After glutamic-acid treatment, John's 
disposition was much improved; he was more 
alert and got on better with his playmates. 
For the first time, he began to read news- 
papers, and to play checkers with his grand- 
father; he could now be trusted to travel on 
the streetcars alone. His I.Q. went up 16 
points, to 66. 

Many similar records can be given regard- 
ing other members of this group. 

Why does glutamic acid have this extraor- 
dinary effect? We now know that intelli- 
gence—which the scientists prefer to de- 
scribe, since it is a rather uncertain quality, 
merely as the "ability to act in intelligent 
ways"—is associated with the number and 
health of the brain cells. If these cells are 
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How thiamin speeds development of normal children 


Wl Thiamin fed 


Bi Control 
ADDITION } 


SUBTRACTION | 
MULTIPLICATION } 
DIVISION } 
UNDERLINING A's | Я 
CODE LEARNING } 


seriously undernourished, so that some of 
them are partly or wholly atrophied—either 
before a baby is born or afterward—the result 
can be an inferior mentality. Children taken 
out of a bad physical and cultural environ- 
ment sometimes appear to show a definite 
improvement in their I.Q.'s. There is now no 
doubt that feeblemindedness in a baby, in 
varying degrees, can be created by a diet on 
the part of the expectant mother which is 
gravely deficient in some of the elements 
necessary to a healthy life. 

Though the scientists are not yet entirely 
sure, their theory is that glutamic acid has a 
beneficial effect upon the changes in the 
electrical potential of the brain cells; these 
changes take place during the nerve activity 
that is the physical accompaniment of 
thought. It is significant that glutamic acid 
is the only one of the aminos which is known 
to be metabolized—that is, altered in its 
character—by brain tissue. Glutamic acid 
increases the effectiveness of a substance 
called choline acetylase. This substance in 
turn synthesizes in the body another sub- 
stance, acetylcholine, which is definitely 
known to be useful in the functioning of the 
rain. 





In Doctor Zimmerman’s experiments, it 
was necessary to give rather substantial 
amounts of glutamic acid, due to the fact 
that there is such strong competition for it 
in the body. Much of it, for instance, is used 
by the liver or by other organs aside from 
the brain. The dose varies from one fifth toa 
maximum of approximately four fifths of an 
ounce each day, taken by mouth. The 
standard procedure is to begin with a small 
dose and increase it steadily until the patient 
shows symptoms of restlessness or over- 
excitability, at which time it is slightly re- 
duced and then maintained at a constant 
level. The increase in intelligence, co- 
operativeness and general personality con- 
tinues steadily for about two years, after 
which there is a leveling off. It is not yet 
certain whether it is necessary to continue to 
administer glutamic acid in order to main- 
tain the improved condition. 

There are several types of glutamic acid 
that are commercially available, but only one 
of them has the effect I have described. I am 
deliberately omitting the name, because this 
therapy is one which should not be adminis- 
tered without the advice and constant watch- 
fulness of a physician—and, moreover, a 
physician skilled in this particular technique. 
One should not, however, think of glutamic 
acid as a drug, since it is a food, and an essen- 
tial one. There is no reason to believe that it 
increases the number of brain cells. What it 
probably does is to improve the functioning 
of those which are partially inactive. 

The glutamic-acid therapy is as a rule 
much less effective with adults than with 
children, and with those of normal or su- 
perior intelligence than with those who are 
subnormal. Sometimes, however, there is a 
startling improvement even in a normal 
person. One subject, for example, age seven- 
teen and a half years, recorded an increase in 





1.Q. from 107 to 120. This is a development 
sufficient to remove an individual from the 
average group to that considered definitely 
superior. ` 

The experiments with glutamic acid 
(which have been supported by the Putnam- 
Salzer and Commonwealth foundations) are 
still in progress. Their importance to the 
whole future welfare of the human race 
speaks for itself. 

Do the experiments with glutamic acid 
which I have described suggest that we 
should all eat quantities of the foods contain- 
ing this substance, such as wheat, milk and 
beans? Unfortunately, they do not. The 
normal individual gets slightly less than half 
an ounce of glutamic acid in his daily diet, 
and it is desirable for the sake of his health 
that he should; but there is no evidence that 
his intelligence level would be improved if he 
tried to take a larger amount. As already 
mentioned, other parts of the body than the 
brain make tremendous demands on the 
supplies of glutamic acid that are received, 
and these demands appear to take preced- 
ence over those of the brain cells. And re- 
member, only one type of glutamic acid has 


the effect specified, and only in a highly puri- | 


fied form. 

What should be done by the parents or 
other guardians of a mentally retarded child 
who wish to take advantage of this therapy? 
The answer is: consult your own physician, 
and tell him that the Neurological Institute, 
Fort Washington Avenue at 168th Street, 
New York City, will be glad to give him full 
particulars on request. Don’t be discouraged 
if he happens not to be fully informed about 
this work, of which the present article is one 
of the earliest public announcements. Many 
busy doctors have not yet had time to fa- 
miliarize themselves with its details. 


THIAMIN 
(Continued from Page 41) 


The second experiment was undertaken 
because the results of the first were so strik- 
ing that the experts in charge wanted to 
make sure there could be no doubt that these 
results were produced by the thiamin alone. 
The second experiment confirmed the results 
of the first; for the sake of clarity, I shall 
describe here what was found in the first 
series of tests, unless otherwise indicated. 

Both experiments were conducted with 
scrupulous attention to proper scientific 
methods. All the children received pills 
every day, but those given to the control 
group were like “bread pills,” or "sugar 
pills,” but without nutritional value. After 
a certain interval some of the children were 
secretly switched from one group to an- 
other in order to make sure that no acci- 
dental factor of superiority of certain indi- 
viduals was involved. The two groups had 
been selected in advance so that each repre- 
sented a comparable sampling of the range 
of I.Q.'s from low to high throughout the 
institution. These I.Q.'s ran from 64 to 142; 

(Continued on Page 183) 
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THE GOLDEN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR 
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Can you tell the shopper? 







The young lady on the left thinks that 
all silverplate is alike so she just looks at 
patterns. (Alas!) 

The other young lady (a smart young 
lady) knows there is a better kind of silver- 
plate. She looks for the mark INLAID at 
the back of the spoon handle. 

This tells her that itis Holmes & Edwards 
Sterling Inlaid, the silverplate that is not 
just extra-plated or reinforced but invisibly 
INLAID with two blocks of Sterling Silver 
at backs of bowls and 2 
handles of her most (е, 
used spoons and forks. Cs 

She knows that the lovely Holmes & 
Edwards pattern she picks will stay lovely 
longer. 

And she is surprised to learn our prices 
are not up like so many other things... but 
are still down! Amazing! when you consider 
the extra quality of Holmes & Edwards. 






HOLMES & EDWARDS 


STERLING INLAID' 
SILVERPLATE 





HERE AND HERE 


It's Sterling Inlaid 


WHICH PATTERN? Three to choose from: Youth, Lovely 
Lady and Danish Princess, all made in U. S. A. 


HOW MUCH? Only $68.50 for 52 pieces, service for 8, with 
chest (No Federal Tax). 


WHERE TO BUY? At jewelry and department stores. 
WHAT ABOUT DELIVERY? More and more sets are being 
delivered, so your chances of prompt delivery are excellent. 


Copyright 1947, The International Silver Co., Holmes & Edwards Div., Meriden, Conn. Sold in Canada by: The T. Eaton Co., Ltd., Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. Youth Lovely Lady Danish Princess 


(Continued from Page 181) 
the average chronological age of the children 
was slightly over eleven years. 

Both groups were given numerous tests 
before and during each experiment. Not 
only were their I.Q.’s taken, but they were 
examined for eyesight, co-ordination and 
other abilities. These tests included: 

Speed and accuracy in reading. 

Speed and accuracy in working mathemat- 
ical problems, such as subtracting, multi- 
plying and dividing. 

Proofreading (for example, underlining 
the letter A on a page of letters, or the figure 
4 on a page of numerals). 

Identifying geometric figures. 

Filling in an incomplete geometric design. 

Throwing baseballs into a pocket eleven 
feet away. 

Throwing darts at a target at the same 
distance. 

In addition, the strength of grip was tested 
for both hands, and especially the left, which 
is usually the stronger. 


. 
A test markedly popular with the children 
was one which uses a machine to simulate 
automobile driving. In this, the child sits 
before a device with an automobile steering 
wheel and brake, and has to solve quickly 
problems of the same sort that would arise 
if he were actually on 
the road. 

These tests proved 
that the children who 
got extra thiamin per- 
formed better than those 
who did not. Their su- 
periority was shown 
in eighteen different 
tests in one experi- 
ment and fifteen in 
another, in which 
more than one million 
separate measure- 
ments were taken. 
Both groups im- 
proved with practice, 
but the one with ex- 
tra thiamin improved 
more—in fact, 27 per 
cent more, on the av- 
erage—in six weeks. 
Here is a table show- 
ing some of these re- 
sults. It shows the 
percentage by which the gains made by the 
group receiving the extra thiamin surpassed 
the gains made by the other children. Al- 
though many of the actual gains were small, 
the thiamin-fed pupils made greater gains on 
the average. 


white 


PERCENTAGE OF 
SUPERIOR IMPROV. MENT 
MADE BY GROUP 


ACTIVITY WITH EXTRA THIAMIN 
Intelligence test . 26 per cent 
Addition » 36 ” 
Subtraction . 14 id 
Multiplication . . 20 a 
Division 3 + Б т, 
Underlining 4’s 47 x 
Underlining A’s 51 ? 


Throwing baseballs à à 42 Ж 


Throwing darts 15 2 
Right-hand grip 31 a 
Left-hand grip . 86 = 


Groups with enriched diet increased their 
scores in one intelligence test by 14 points in 
two years; those without it increased only 9 
points. It will be seen from the table above 
that manual dexterity and co-ordination of 

' various types increased as well as perform- 
ance on an intelligence test. It is reasonable 
to infer, therefore, that even children with a 
high intelligence level may benefit from get- 
ting an adequate amount of thiamin, espe- 
cially if their co-ordination and dexterity are 
rather low. In addition to the results cited, 
those with extra thiamin: 

Gained more in eyesight. 

Had a significantly better memory for 
faces and names. 

Were able to memorize written material 
better. 

Increased their height slightly faster than 
the control group. 


ER ERK Ж * X 


Nears End 


By Elizabeth-Ellen Long 


I saw spring come, I saw spring go, 
And summer follow after, 

I saw the winter put an end 
To autumn’s golden laughter, 


And all within the limits of 
A grassy field and one 
Tall sycamore which leans its 


Elbows on the sun. 


* ck X ck oc Xx ER 
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Weighed slightly more. 

Acuteness of hearing was tested in both 
groups of children. Those with extra thiamin 
showed a greater increase than the controls 
in hearing with both right and left ears. 

Incidentally, children with thiamin re- 
inforcement developed only 80 head colds, 
while the children without it had 117. 


Jake Ж from Santa... 


"It'll be Christmas in our 
kitchen all year long !" 


Should children or adults, on a basis of the 
Lynchburg experiments, take extra amounts 
of thiamin to increase their mental level and 
their manual dexterity? This is a difficult 
question to answer. Thiamin and the other 
parts of the vitamin-B complex occur most 
heavily in meat, milk, eggs, fruit and whole- 
grain cereals. Several of these are expensive 
foods, and others, even while fairly cheap, 
do not occur extensively in the typical diet 
for millions of Americans. 

In general, dietary experts feel that for 
most people, under normal circumstances, 
it is better to take your vitamins in a widely 
varied diet of simple, unprocessed foods. 
There are, however, a number of multiple- 
vitamin capsules on the market which con- 
tain at least the minimum daily requirement 
of thiamin, and of other vitamins and min- 
erals For anyone who is somewhat below 
par, there could certainly be no harm in 
taking such a multiple-vitamin pill. There 
could also be no harm 
in taking two or three 
times the minimum 
daily requirement of 
thiamin separately, at 
least for a short pe- 
riod. Brewer's yeast 
and wheat germ are 
rich sources of all the 
vitamins. It isa good 
idea to consult your 
physician, and cer- 
tainly this should be 
done before taking 
large amounts of any 
vitamin or any group 
of them. 

Great Britain has 
studied this question 
extensively. Even un- 
der her present great 
difficulties, 2,250,000 
school children are re- 
ceiving a daily meal 

in school. They re- 
ceive half an ounce of fat, two fifths of an 
ounce of sugar, four cents' worth of meat, 
and a fifth of an ounce of preserves, plus a 
third of a pint of milk—a diet rich in sev- 
eral important nutrient elements. The milk 
will be increased to two thirds of a pint as 
soon as it is possible to do so. 











































"This KitchenAid is no mere mixer—the 
best is none too good for Mrs. Claus. 
KitchenAid beats, blends, whips and folds 
with a thoroughness all its own. These 
attachments chop meat, slice vegetables, 
shell peas, puree fruits and vegetables, 
make ice cream, produce fruit juice, open 
cans, sharpen knives and silver. Lady, 
you’re going to love your kitchen!” 





"Don't miss this! The bowl doesn’t move—the 
beater travels around it this way, folding 
to the center as it beats. That’s the most 
thorough, consistent mixing you can get, 
Mrs. C.—planetary mixing action. 
What’s more, you’re looking at the husk- 
iest mixer motor built. That means no 
**power-adapters" needed for any job. 
We're all set for even finer meals prepared 
more easily. Here’s your KitchenAid recipe book, 
апа... Say, shouldn't you wait "til I get under the mistletoe?” 


KitchenAid 


REG. U.S, PAT. OFF. 

There are several KitchenAid mixers to choose from 
—and the KitchenAid Coffee Mill for fresh home- 
ground coffee—all husky little brothers of big Hobart 
commercial food machines. Even though we’re pro- 
ducing more than ever before, we're afraid there’ll 
be somé sad Santas because demand still exceeds 
supply. So shop early. Ask for KitchenAid by name 
at your department store or electrical appliance dealer. 


KitchenAid Division 
The Hobart Manufacturing Company, Troy, Ohio 
















We in е United States now have a feder- 
ally aided school-lunch program under which 
millions of children get extra food during the 
school day, and there is no doubt that this 
extra food is of tremendous value to the aver- 
age child. In the light of our present knowl- 
edge, however, of the vitamin deficiency 
which exists in a great part of the entire 
population, it would seem highly desirable 
for the nutrition experts of the Federal 
Government to review this whole situation 
at once and see whether, to the school-lunch 
program, there should not be added supple- 
mentary vitamins. 





The experiments with glutamic acid and 
with thiamin which are recorded in this 
article, arresting and important as they are, 
are less significant in themselves than for 
their future potentialities. It is clear that 
we are only on the threshold of a great era 
of knowledge about the relation between 
human health and nutrition. None of these 
experiments, so far as we know, has resulted 
in raising the intelligence level above what 
ought to be considered normal. In other 
words, what has been done is to offset, to 
some degree, the damage mankind has done 
to itself by departing from Nature’s ways. 
The experiments I have described suggest 
the enormous and exciting possibilities that 
lie before us as we probe deeply into the 
whole field of nutrition and its effect upon 
human life. THE END 







Hospitality in your refrigerator 


Christmas time is hospitality time. For 
friendly visits and unexpected guests, the 
pause that refreshes with ice-cold Coca-Cola 
provides a gracious welcome. There’s more 


Coke now, so keep an ample supply in your 
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refrigerator for visitors, for your family, 


Wto, u. Far. OFF ! 


| 


AEG. u.s. PAT. OFF. ۳ 


B с 


еи Ask for it either way 
... both trade-marks 
mean the same thing. 


and for yourself. 





Music of Percy Faith and his Orchestra... 
Sundays 6:30 P.M. EST Columbia Network. Я МАР COPYRIGHT 1947, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 
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(Continued from Page 45) 


the monastery workshops were closed unusu- 
ally early and the cloistered quadrangle was 
empty. Eleven minutes before, Brother Mon- 
otone, who rang bells for the community, had 
tugged his ropes for general assembly—with 
special excitement, some thought. 

The snow-covered yards showed a pattern 
of footprints leading to the main doorway of 
the monastery proper. All the lights of that 
building were out but the light in the chapter 
room. In the chapter room, before all the 
monks, sat the abbot. The faces that watched 
him were puzzled, and on the table before 
him was an opened letter—he had just fin- 
ished reading it. Now the abbot spoke: 

“Dear Brothers in Christ, I have called 
you together for a special reason. As you 
might guess, the. new cardinal-protector of 
Marysong has been a busy man in Rome dur- 
ing the past year. His work in defense of our 
institute must have made him a tired man. 
He needs a rest. That is а probable explana- 
tion for the letter I just read you. Whatever 
his reason, the cardinal is coming to spend 
Christmas with us. He will stay for two 
weeks. 

“Brothers in Christ, this will be our first « 
meeting with the cardinal. It is only fair to 
our reputation and to our traditions that we 
impress him well with our manner of serving 
God. Not all powers in Rome sympathize 


octets, all sorts of mixed groups, and nothing 
less than the full monastery choir under 
Brother Chironomy himself put climax to 
the program and closed it. This was the 
novena of music. 

While the abbot was privately giving out 
assignments for the novena program, Brother 
Monotone slipped out of the room. He went 
to the chapel, to a side alcove, to a little 
picture of the Blessed Virgin, and there he 
knelt down. 


Or all the monks at Marysong, Brother 
Monotone alone could neither sing nor play. 
His sense of rhythm was limited rather 
closely to an obvious four-four time. His 
fingers were thick and had stubby ends: 
they stopped two holes at one time on the 
flute; on the harp they sounded strings 
above and below the string he aimed at. The 
nearest he came to playing an. instrument 
was as community bell ringer. 

As for his voice, even the vaulted wash 
hall, the most resonant room in the house, 
couldn’t make it sound like anything, not to 
Brother Monotone himself. It wasn’t that 
he couldn’t hit the notes; he couldn’t stay 
on them, he couldn’t carry a tune. But even 
more basic than that, though his range was 
actually six notes wide, he couldn’t make his 
notes follow one another the way they were 

supposed to: re after do, 


 To- In combined 





est Bargain ! 
9 AND FLAVOR 


ESS 
SWEETN ning power of 


| " 
à Your Big 
| 
| twice the sweete 


sugar 


185 






with what we do. From 

time to time our enemies N 
have urged the cardinal- 

protector that we be more Some of our novelists seem 
useful to the world. They to тае all kinds A lira 
T ^ "m ties with the eyes of their 
Say We те still an the Dark characters. For instance: 
Ages. They would have us "Нег eyes roamed carelessly 
make things for market— about the apartment.” 
popular hymns, fancy let- ‘Marjorie would often take 
tering, pious poetry for her eyes from the deck and 
cast them far out to sea.” 


mi after те, fa after mi. A 
new abbot, not knowing 
Brother Monotone, had 
once given him a refectory 
penance for harmonizing 
on an "Amen" when the 
music called for one held 
note. The “Amen” was the 
only part of the whole song 
that Brother Monotone 
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bookmarks—instead of 
giving so much of our time 
to the practice and com- 
position of real music." 

The monks, arms in 
sleeves, sat in broken lines 
about the room. Some 
were tall and bony, others 
were short. Some looked 
healthy, others didn't— 
some looked hungry. Not 
even their habits looked alike: the patches 
on each were of different sizes and in differ- 
ent places; the stains on their scapulars 
came from different foods. But the eyes of 
every man in the room showed the same 
warm alertness. Every man felt the same 
excitement, a live, hot excitement. If anyone 
differed in this, it was Brother Monotone, 
who showed approval and interest by turn- 
ing this way and that way, smiling at the 
others. Brother had made up his mind from 
the first to show he was cheerful under his 
cross, whether he was or not. 


together,” 


“ Broruers, I see you realize how providen- 
tial it is that the cardinal will be here for the 
novena of music. We will begin at once to 
prepare for it. For the next three weeks you 
will do only necessary farm work and no copy 
work on manuscripts whatsoever. Leave off 
doing any work about the house that is not 
essential. In addition to the usual number of 
hours, you will give all your extra time as 
well to practicing. It is important, Brothers, 
that we make this year’s novena the best in 
the history of Marysong.” 

Every year at Marysong, during the first 
nine days after Christmas, the monks would 
march in procession to the Mary shrine of 
their garden. Their march уаз perfect— 
these men lived in rhythm! As they marched 
they sang, tenors in front, basses behind the 
tenors. At the shrine, before the Christmas 
crib, the procession stopped and the monks 
knelt to pray. They followed prayer with 
music, the best music they could make, the 
best music Austria could make. It was 
Brother Chironomy, known all over Europe 
as a judge of good music and a director of 
male voices, who wrote the program. There 
were instrumental soloists and vocal soloists, 
there were duets, trios, sextets, quartets, 


“Their eyes met for a long, 
breathless moment, and swam 


“With her eyes, she riveted 
him to the spot.” 

“He tore his eyes from her 
face, and they fell on the let- 
ter at her feet.” 


had sung. 

Brother Monotone 

didn’t wait for an assign- 
ment because he already 
knew what his was: 
Brother always pumped 
the organ. 
. The picture before him 
showed Our Lady being 
borne to heaven. Beneath 
her was a little cloud, fine, like bleached 
Angora. Among the long naps of the cloud 
were baby angels; other angels were escort; 
all were laughing, giggling and singing. 
Brother Monotone often prayed here; he 
came whenever his feelings encouraged him 
to think he was out of place at Marysong, 
and that was often. 

Tonight after his usual prayer for right 
attitudes and broad-mindedness, he prayed 
for the success of the novena. He prayed for 
the abbot, for the program organizer, for the 
choir and Brother Chironomy, and finally for 
the cardinal. Then.for a long time he just 
looked at the picture. Before he left he said 
half aloud with insistence, “Have angels 
teach us." 


During the two weeks before the cardinal's 
coming, much more practice noise went over 
the monastery walls than was usual. Brother 
Archive put it down in the records that never 
before had the house seen such a thickness of 
melody and rhythm. Pilgrims making the 
Way of the Cross along the road wondered at 
it. The rain-gutter pigeons, ordinarily rather 
self-possessed, never quite got used to it. 

Brother.Monotone was almost everywhere 
at once during those weeks of getting ready. 
The other men, each one absorbed in doing 
his part of the program in the best possible 
way, thoughtlessly took advantage of 
Brother Monotone. He milked cows for 
Brother Pizzicato; he chopped wood for 
Brother Magnacumvoce; he carried water 
for Brother Cadenza. Wherever he went he 
was asked for help: 

“Brother Monotone, would you pump for 
the quartet today?" . . . “Brother Mono- 
tone, I need a new bass string. Could you 
put that down for a minute and ——" . . . 
“We need more copies of the Kyrie. Brother, 
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upstairs in the attic ——” . . . “Brother, 
please pump a little faster.” 

Brother Monotone was fast wearing 
through. His face was sickly pale; the only 
color in it was around his eyes, where gray- 
blue shadows had gathered in the hollows. 
The abbot noticed this and one day spoke to 
him about it. 

“Brother, you look tired. Are you sure 
you’re all right?” 

Brother Monotone suddenly felt afraid 
that the abbot might stop him from helping 
the program. “I am, Father. I’m in the best 
of health,” he said. 

“What’s that you're carrying? It looks 
heavy.” 

“It’s not, Father. Merely some music for 
Brother Chironomy. I’m in the best of 
health, Father,” he said again. 

“Brother, I’m afraid your best isn’t so 
good. You’d better forget about helping the 
others for a while. I suggest you get outside 
for a lot of fresh air.” 


Brotuer had been saying his vow of 
obedience over and over to himself. Now he 
nodded to the abbot, looked to the floor, and 
went off to practice it. 

“And, Brother " There was warmness 
and understanding in the abbot's voice. 
Brother came back and waited. “If you feel 
you must help with the program," offered the 
abbot, “you can gather a load of fir branches 
to decorate the Mary shrine.” 

Brother Monotone left the abbot and went 
to his room for boots and a cloak. He got a 
piece of rope and a hatchet, pulled his cowl 
up over his head, and left the house. 

The quadrangle was empty, and Brother 
got to the walls without meeting anyone. 
He could hear the choir. The square piece of 
sky above the walls was a late-afternoon 
gray. The yard was fresh white. In between 
the sky and the yard it was snowing; he 
watched the snow. Just as feathers fly about 
and fill all the room when little boys fight 
with pillows—they laugh and hit each other 
hard, and aren't afraid, because they're home 
all alone and have the house to themselves; 
nor do they care to stop even when the seams 
have ripped, and feathers are covering chairs, 
the bed, the rug, the window sill, and all 
things else in the room—just like this, 
Brother thought, did snowflakes crowd the 
air and swing from side to side as they settled 
to the ground and covered everything. 

Outside the walls Brother picked out the 
best part of the woods and walked toward it. 
Now that no one could hear, he began to 
sing. He tried to sing what the choir was 
singing and almost did, but the farther he 
got from the walls, the farther his song got 
from the choir's. By the time he reached the 
first fir his voice had slid into a song entirely 
different from the one he began. 

The first tree was too thin, he decided, and 
walked on. The second tree's branches were 
too high off the ground. The third tree was 
too young. Then he found a good one and 
stopped. He chopped two branches from it, 
tied them together, slung them on his back, 
and walked on singing. All he could hear be- 
sides his song was the snow falling into fir 
trees. His song wandered from end to end of 
his six-note range—how satisfying it must 
be, he thought, to be able to sing an octave, 
or even seven notes. He said a little prayer 
for monastery novices, prisoners, the un- 
happily married, and for all others fenced 
within a small range. 

Another good one! . . . too wet... 
too high . . . again, a good one. It wasn't 
long before he had all the branches he could 
carry, so he stopped looking and turned back. 
Brother wouldn't admit it, but he really had 
more than he could carry. 

The branches made him tired. He tripped 
once, and for some time after felt warm and 
sticky from his effort to keep from falling. 

After a while he unslung the branches and 
placed the bundle next to the base of a tree 
trunk. He sat on the bundle with his back 
and head against the tree. A rabbit watched 
him from under a near-by bush and he said 
“Hello” to it. The snow kept falling. 

All at once Brother Monotone felt a little 
thrill of surprise. Off in the distance, among 
the trees, was a light; it was standing still. 








H'm-m-m. What could that be? He 
moved toward it to find out. The light, 
eclipsed now and then by trees, led him to 
the hem of a little square of cleared land . . . 
and there he stopped, completely afraid and 
useless. Brother Monotone knew these 
woods inside out; he didn't remember ever 
seeing the square of cleared land! 

The shed amazed him even more. A wood- 
shed stood in the clearing; someone was in it. 
But what really took Brother Monotone, and 
held him, and made him forget he was 
afraid, made him forget his surprise at the 
shed in the clearing, was the music. Never 
had he heard such beautiful music, and it 
came from the shed. 

Without a thought of doing anything else, 
Brother Monotone walked toward it. From 
its sides, where the boards warped away 
from one another, a soft, yellow light seeped 
out and buttered the snow. Brother looked 
in through a knothole. 

Inside the shed, his back to Brother Mono- 
tone, sat a man. He was looking into a fire, 
apparently listening to the music. Where it 
came from Brother couldn't tell. Certainly 
the man wasn't making it. Certainly there 
were no instruments in the room. 

Now and then he looked up from the fire 
to the young lady who sat on its other side. 
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She faced away from him so that Brother 
saw her only in profile, but certainly she 
wasn’t making the music. In front of the 
lady was a box; and, inside the box, a baby. 
She gave the baby so much attention that 
she seemed not even to hear the music. She 
had small, white hands and very little fingers. 
With one of her fingers she was softly tracing 
over the baby's face: an eyebrow . . . the 
lips . . . the nose. She was very beautiful 
even when she didn't smile; but when she 
did she wasoverwhelmingly beautiful. Every 
once in a while she would wrinkle her nose 
and smile or laugh, then bend close to the 
baby and say something to it. 

Brother Monotone was a great way out of 
himself at merely the sight of her, but he 
really got lost when she began to sing. Her 
voice was soprano. He wished Brother 
Chironomy were here. Other voices, many 
and of all kinds, were now singing with her, 
though certainly there was no one else in 
the room: 


“Rise, shepherds, rise, 
For your Saviour has come from the skies.” 


Brother’s heart beat in great surges. Music 
like this made the best of Marysong sound 
like a clatter of cowbells on washboards. He 
thought of the singing angels on his picture 
back in the chapel. 


“He came down from heaven 
For your salvation. 
Bow down before Him 
In adoration.” 


December, 1947 


The woodshed became a soundboard and 
picked up his heartbeat. Brother was sure 
that the man inside heard it and began to 
worry; he grew ashamed of his heart and 
tried to muffle its sound. It reminded him of 
the time the abbot had taken a drum away 
from him at the monastery. “ Brother Mono- 
tone, some of the men have complained that 
your drum-beating annoys them. The diffi- 
culty seems to be that you lack a sense of 
rhythm, and hence you play against the 
music instead of blending with it. I’m sorry, 
Brother, but I’m afraid I'll have to——”’ . . . 
“You have no rhythm, Brother, that’s why 
he took away the drum.” . . . "Why are 
you so different, Brother Monotone?” . . . 
(Stern) “He has no vocation. He should 
never have been allowed to enter." 
"Brother Monotone, play us some noise." 
(Laughter.) 

I'd better go, he decided, and he tried to 
leave. But he couldn't leave: he had no legs; 
he had no arms. Only a Heart. The Heart 
beat louder and louder. 


“Rise, shepherds, rise, 
For your Saviour has come from the skies.” 


The man inside had heard. He had picked 
up a lantern and gone out of the shed. 
Brother closed his eyes and awaited dis- 
covery. He could see through his closed eye- 
lids the light of the lantern coming toward 
him. 

“Brother Monotone! Brother Monotone!” 

Brother opened his eyes and looked into 
the face of the abbot. The abbot held his 
lantern closer, the while examining Brother 
anxiously. He picked up from the snow a 
wine bottle and brought it to Brother’s 
mouth. 

“Are you all right, Brother?” he asked. 

Brother Monotone looked dully at the 
bottle, then at the abbot. The flutter of lan- 
tern light kept stretching shadows over the 
abbot's face and letting them flap back again 
to the hollows and shallows they came from. 
He looked away, over the abbot's head, to 
the bobbing, wavering lanterns behind him, 
to the brown cloth cloaks beyond the lan- 
terns. Then at once he awoke and sat up and 
looked about. On every side of him was 
nothing but trees; the farther trees walked 
off into blackness. No shed. No clearing. 
And now, when he tried, he couldn't even 
remember the song. 

"Are you all right, Brother?" the abbot 
asked again. 

Brother Monotone felt a sudden fear that 
the abbot might stop him from helping the 
program. He smiled flabbily and mumbled 
something about feeling fine. Then his eyes 
closed on him and he was trying to see the 
little shed and the beautiful girl with her 
beautiful song. 


One afternoon, three weeks after the ab- 
bot's announcement, two carriages crunched 
over snow up the lazy road to Marysong. It 
was the day before Christmas Eve; the 
cardinal-protector was coming. 

The curtains of the first carriage were 
closed, but the drivers could hear talk and 
laughter coming from inside. The second 
carriage was silent. Its driver heard nothing 
but cold wheels on the frozen top snow. 

Now itscurtains opened. A stately, wintry- 
faced man looked out over the fields. He saw 
no signs of work: no hay piles, no wheat 
stubble, no cornstalks. He dictated some- 
thing to a secretary, looked out once more, 
then let the curtains close. 


Tue. curtains again drew apart a while 
later when the carriage pulled by the monas- 
tery vineyard. It was a small vineyard: it 
gave just enough first-press juice for Mass 
wine; second-press went on the table. The 
cold-faced man took note of all this; his 
adding-machine mind clicked away. “ Room 
for two hundred more acres of sticks," he 
said to his secretary. He closed the curtains. 

When the carriages wriggled through the 
woods, the smell of pine caused the curtains 
to open once more. The cardinal's eyes 
counted trees, classified them, measured 
them, weighed them. “Cabinetmakers in 

(Continued on Page 188) 
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(Continued from Page 186) 
the villages below would pay fine money for 
some of these trees.” His secretary’s quill 
worked as well as it could, what with the 
road’s bumps and holes. The driver heard 
nothing more for the rest of the trip. The cur- 
tains stayed shut. 

The community got its first impression of 
the cardinal the same day he came. It was a 
house custom that the highest dignitary 
present at Christmastime be asked to sing 
the Solemn High Mass at midnight. The 
cardinal accepted the honor, then turned 
around and appointed his secretary to sub- 
stitute for him. During the Mass itself, he 
sat in the last pew; while the choir sang the 
Gloria and the Credo, he read his hours. 
Later he himself said a Low Mass. 

In church circles Marysong's cardinal- 
protector had the reputation of being a re- 
former, not of spiritual or eternal works, but 
of the temporal business of monasteries; he 
was an efficiency expert. His secretary was 
forever at his elbow, forever writing. They 
inspected the kitchens, the dormitories, the 
shops in the quadrangle. An estimate of 
livestock and poultry was taken. The men in 
charge of house and farm maintenance were 
called in for interviews, as likewise were vari- 
ous managers; all had to present for inspec- 
tion what books they had kept. At the end of 
it all the abbot himself was summoned. 

“Father, I fear there will have to be some 
changes made,” the cardinal began. He sat 
behind a broad desk. The desk top had a 
high polish; it was clean of dust, free of 
novelties, only one sheet of paper was on it. 
The abbot sat next to the desk on a straight- 
backed, wooden chair. The cardinal was very 
formal. “I shall not take much of your time,” 
he said. “I have only four points to make." 

The cardinal read his points from the sheet 
of paper. The abbot sat forward. 

“First. Your house spends little money, 
it is true, but what it does spend it spends 
without prudence. It is hard to understand 
such bills as the bill for тозїйї” 

“But that can be explained, your Emi- 
nence," put in the abbot. “ You see, we have 
to have rosin for ——" The abbot stopped. 
The cardinal was listening, but he wasn’t 
interested. 

“Second. I found the house and farm 
somewhat neglected. Your managers tell me 
you recently gave orders that all extra time 
was to be given to practice for some program. 
It is hardly good order, Father, to put pleas- 
ure before business. Moreover, your deci- 
sion was bad example tor the others." 

The abbot was in pain. Jt was for you, he 
wanted to say. Can't you see we did it for you? 

“Third. I think it impossible for anyone 
to have religious peace of mind in a house 
where noise is so constant. I refer to the 
music practice, of course.” 

The cardinal's fourth point was really a 
sermon, preacher tone and all, based on a 
quotation that he had garbled from the Ad- 
vice for Ascetics by Rodriguez. 

“Fourth. ‘It is dangerously easy for the 
spirit of the world to slip into the heart of 
one who overindulges in the fine arts. . . .'" 


Tre abbot sat in full silence through the 
whole of it, more from a feeling of helpless- 
ness than from the virtue of patience. Piece 
by piece the cardinal was taking away his 
vocation; and not only his: the abbot stood 
for the whole of Marysong. He had no hope 
at all of impressing the cardinal with the 
beauty of lifting one’s mind and heart to God 
by means of fine music. 

The cardinal had finished his paper. He 
folded it in silence, then looked straight 
down into the abbot.and said, “Father, to 
conclude all this, unless you cari convince 
me that the monastery has not misused its 
time, I warn you now that a change will be 
made in the daily order.” 


It was a custom at Marysong that each 
year a small number of visitors be admitted 
for the last day of the novena. Music lovers 
from all over Austria worked hard for the 
permission to come, but only high notables 
and major benefactors of the house got it. 
Novice masters at Marysong became very 
| strict in accepting applicants when it was 





found that men were losing their vocations 
soon after the novena. Brother Bursar re- 
ported an increase in the number of major 
benefactors beginning from the year the rule 
of exclusion was made. K 

The cardinal had a chance that others 
would have given much for, but he didn’t 
use it. He could have heard the entire no- 
vena; instead, he made inspections or wrote 
accounts or read his hours, and he missed 
eight days of it. “ Business before pleasure,” 
he would say to the abbot. The look on his 
face would add: “Go, and do thou like- 
wise.” 

Most of the monastery’s thoughts about 
the cardinal were true, but its most impor- 
tant thought was not. What the monks took 
to be a positive dislike for all music was really 
no dislike at all. It was merely self-defense. 
From the first moment of his first day at the 
monastery the cardinal-protector of Mary- 
song had protected no one but himself. He 
had only a little artistic understanding and 
no artistic expression whatsoever, and he felt 
out of place wich the monks, who had a high 
degree of both. He was hard on the abbot 
and his men because he suspected they 
thought little of him for his lack of talent. 
Away down underneath his defense the cardi- 
nal really liked music. He liked to hear it, 
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Special lo LIE 


By Ethel Jacobson 


Make him fond 

And make him true— 
And any color 

Eyes will do! 


Make him gentle, 
Make him sweet, 
And I won't quibble 
At two left feet. 


Make him tender, 
Gallant, gay, 

And who cares what's 
His monthly pay? 


Santa, heed 

This heartfelt sign. 
If you see him, 

Make him mine! 
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even to sing it, only it had to be simple. 
Short enough to remember, and simple. He 
had no taste at all for intricate songs. His 
favorite song, one he often sang to himself, 
was an Austrian carol, very short, very sim- 
ple. His mother had taught it to him, taught 
him to sing it before guests and visitors— 
but all that, of course, was before his voice 
changed. 

In later years whenever he thought of the 
song he would sing it to some audience in his 
imagination. The people in these audiences 
were always important and were always 
thrilled and pleased with his singing. They 
were so packed that his personal enemies 
(who came every time) had to stand or not 
hear at all; they always chose to stand. 

As he thought of the song now and sang it, 
he saw the Pope and all the cardinals in his 
audience; the biggest state officials were with 
them. Away at the back and along the sides, 
looking very embarrassed, were the monks 
of Marysong. He put as much sweetness as 
he could into the song that began in his 
throat and came out through his nose: 


“Rise, shepherds, rise. . . .” 


On the last day of the novena the abbot 
decided on one more try at the cardinal. He 
went hot from the chapel to the cardinal’s 
room. Even his knock showed how his lips 
were set. The cardinal was still saying “Come 
in” when the abbot came in. 

"Your Eminence, I've come to ask your 
presence at the novena today." 
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The cardinal, annoyed, put down his pen 
and was about to say the equivalent of 
"business before pleasure," but the abbot 
beat him to the first word and kept going. 

“There are important people here for the 
novena, your Eminence, and wealthy bene- 
factors among them. They'll expect to see 
you. After all, you are the monastery's pro- 
tector, you know.” 

At “benefactors” the cardinal looked in- 
terested, but the abbot had set and warmed 
himself to speak out two arguments and 
couldn’t stop to take advantage of the word. 

“Furthermore, your Eminence, I must say 
you are hardly being fair to us. You ask us 
to prove that we haven’t been wasting time, 
but you won’t give us a chance to show the 
good we’ve really done. Apparently you 
don’t care for music. At least you haven’t 
come to hear ours. If you’d only come and 
listen, and listen without prejudice, I’m sure 
you would think God must be very pleased 
with our service.” 


‘Waar the cardinal had only suspected all 
along was now in plain sight, and he found it 
painfully oifensive. The abbot’s manner 
spoke better for his mind than his words did. 
The whole monastery despised him and 
criticized him, all because he was doing his 
duty and was too busy with it to listen to 
their music, their heavy, complicated, ab- 
stract music. He waited till some of the re- 
sentment left his face and the indignation 
got out of his throat before he spoke; in the 
meantime, he tried to look very controlled 
and judicial. 

“You and the others think I can’t appre- 
ciate music. Well,” he said triumphantly, 
“you're all mistaken. I Jove music. I haven't 
got much time, I'm too busy for play, but I'll 
come anyway. Of course I'll come." 

The abbot had come in with his voice 
properly pitched and keyed for an argument. 
This sudden change of mind threw him off 
balance. He felt foolish for having talked so 
fast and so high, but couldn't think of how 
to apologize for it; the best he could do was 
back away from the cardinal and out through 
the doorway. “Thank: you, your Eminence, 
thank you, thank you," he kept saying. 


The Mary shrine, floor, walls and ceiling, 
was of gray stone. Thin blue shafts of light 
came into the room through stained-glass 
windows. The floor was usually bare of seats 
and kneelers, but during the novena chairs 
were put in toward the rear of the shrine for 
visitors. This year Brother Monotone placed 
one chair out and away from the others; it 
belonged to the cardinal. 

Ordinarily the shrine held only a statue of 
Our Lady, but during the Christmas season 
the statue was taken out and a crib took its 
place. Brother Monotone was in charge of 
the crib. The slim, Gothic figures of the Holy 
Family were carved from walnut. Brother 
set them in the same places year after year. 
Joseph sat on some hay bundles and faced 
Mary. Mary was half sitting, half kneeling. 
She leaned forward over the Infant, one 
hand on the manger's edge for support, her 
free hand lightly on His face. Her mouth was 
a small way open, as though she were talking 
or singing. 

For the third time on the last day Brother 
came to the shrine to see whether all was 
right with his crib. Soon the visitors would. 
be here, then the procession. Brother went 
to the front of the crib and stood facing it. 
He was imagining what would happen. 

During the novena program it was usual 
for the monks to stand at the sides of the 
crib. Those in actual performance stood in 
front of it. They played or sang toward the 
Holy Family. The Holy Family was their 
real audience; everyone else in the room 
merely overheard. 

The closest Brother Monotone ever came 
to singing before a real audience was as the 
monastery's ехсйаіот. Every morning at 
four thirty Brother was allowed to wake thc 
community for its first prayer of the day: 
“Surgite el cingile lumbos vestros!” Before he 
actually sang out it was a habit with him to 
pull the blankets over his head and, as 
quietly as possible, do a minute or two of 

(Continued on Page 190) 
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vocal exercise. On feast days he practiced 
five minutes. Yet with all his care, almost 
every morning he was either flat or sharp. 
Now and then a monk would let himself get 
oversensitive about the matter and would 
ask the abbot to appoint a new excilator. 
Some excused themselves from one or other 
of the regular penances, reasoning to them- 
selves that the unnatural hour of rising and 
the excitator's voice were penance enough for 
any man. But for most of the monks it was 
too dark and too early, and most were too 
sleepy to let it bother them. 

Brother was still standing before the crib, 
but he wasn't imagining any more; he seemed 
puzzlednow. Hiseyes wereshut very tightly. 
His lips wrinkled together, as they would for 
a kiss, and stayed that way. He was trying 
to remember something. A song it was. The 
crib, the hay, the figures of wood, especially 
the figure of Mary, all reminded him of a 
beautiful song he had heard somewhere. 

All at once he felt cold air creep up and 
about his ankles. A door slammed shut, then 
a harsh noise from behind him scratched 
across his thoughts and broke them. He 
turned to see. The first visitor had come in 
for a front seat and was scraping snow from 
his shoes. Others were coming in now. 
Dimly he could hear the procession song. 
Brother walked over to the organ. His lips 
were still pursed. He was still trying to 
remember. ' 

It must be admitted that the monks who 
were to sing or play on today's program were 
more alive to the audience sitting behind 
them than to the Holy Family. The cardinal 
Wag among their thoughts even during the 

ing prayers. Today might be the last 
day of the novena in more ways than one; 
this might be the last novena. 


There were no announcements. Brother 
Cadenza was the first performer; Brother 
was a master of the lute. He bowed slowly 
to the cardinal, to his brothers in religion, to 
the notables and major benefactors, then 
turned slowly to the Holy Family. Brother 
was afraid to start because he didn’t feel 
ready. His hands were much too cold and 
dry. He did his best work when they were 
warm and slightly moist. He rubbed them 
together. They stayed cold and dry. 

Back from the crib, back from Brother 
Cadenza, the cardinal’s unconscious atti- 
tudes were deciding audience reaction. The 
notables and major benefactors, anxious to 


be pleasant, were set to watch every twitch | 


of his face muscles and to act accordingly. 
Should the cardinal smile, they would 
applaud. Should he applaud, they would 
stand and shout “Bravo! Bravo!” 

But as it was, the cardinal’s apathy lowered 
the room’s temperature. His eyes counted 
the number of instruments, guessed at their 
cost, and estimated their upkeep. When 
Brother Cadenza began to play, he thought 
of the time involved in getting even a simple 
melody from the lute. 

Brother Cadenza went through his song in 
short style. The only feeling he had was of 
coldness, and he put it all into his music. He 
finished, bowed and left. For the rest of the 
program he stood apart from the others and 
tried to keep down bitter, black feelings of 
disgust. 

Brother Magnacumvoce, the next to per- 
form, was the monastery’s loudest and ablest 
baritone. Brother was to sing an aria with a 
flute-and-zither accompaniment. The chill 
had rolled up from the audience and was now 
settled upon the monks. Brother Magna- 
cumvoce felt it and his teeth chattered to- 
gether. He could see his breath in the cold 
air. 

The three made their bows, then waited; 
Brother Magnacumvoce was to give the 
signal. Brother Allegro was overnervous 
and pushed one lonely, naked note out of his 
flute into the air. The cardinal’s audience tit- 
tered; he had smiled at the sound of the 
lonely note. Brother Pizzicato was jumpy, 
too, and twanged his strings too soon. “Come, 
come, brothers," whispered Brother Mag- 
nacumvoce tightly. The three smiled a shal- 
low confidence toward one another and 
started off together, this time on the same 
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beat—but not on the same key; Brother 
Allegro was a shade flat. 

Brother Magnacumvoce sickened. Again 
he felt the chill from the audience. The thin 
blue light from the windows sank through 
"him and made his spirit brittle. Twice his 
voice broke. This was the longest song he 
ever sang. After the trio finished, he left 
without waiting for the resonance of the 
zither to fade out. Brother Allegro and 
Brother Pizzicato bumped together and got 
tangled trying to get to the sides in a hurry, 
and then Brother Allegro dropped his flute 
and Brother Pizzicato stepped on it. 


Ат the sides the abbot and the program 
organizer said a few quick words to each 
other. The abbot came before the audience, 
bowed to the cardinal without looking at 
him, then softly, sadly, said that the sextet, 
octet and tenor solo "originally scheduled 
would not appear owing to unforeseen dif- 
ficulties”; the choir under Brother Chiron- 
omy would close the program with some 
stanzas of Gregorian chant. There was an 
efficient scuffle of music stands and lanterns 
as the choir came out and stood themselves 
inaquarter moon about Brother Chironomy. 
The cardinal felt an ugly 
little joy at the program's 
collapse, then was dis- 
gusted with himself for 
having it and tried to dis- 
own the joy. 

Brother Chironomy was 
in constant demand all 
over Austria as a director 
of soloists and of choirs. 
He had the reputation of 
being one of the best 
judges of male voices in Europe. The way 
he used his fingers, the way he carried his 
head and held his body, every move he 
made was professional. He didn't feel the 
cold; it would take more than a mere audi- 
ence to upset Brother Chironomy. 

He touched an organ stop and gave his 
men their key. He raised his hands, tensed 
his fingers, then waited, waited for every 
man's eye. So confident in Brother Chiron- 
omy was the choir that it wasn't flustered by 
the coughing from the audience—the cardi- 
nal had cleared his throat during the wait. 
Quiet once more. Then Brother dropped his 
fingers and rolled the choir into motion. Its 
attack was perfect: one voice from sixty 
bodies. Brother Chironomy's fingers held 
the voice in, then drew it out and out and 
out, in a swell; then raised it, then hushed it, 
then brought it high again, then lowered it; 
crescendo, decrescendo, hit, hold: the voice 
and Brother's fingers had one being. The 
choir had never sounded so good, and the 
abbot, singing with it, thought briefly that 
this might not be the last novena after all. 
But it didn't last. Brother Chironomy 
brought the choir to the close of the first 
stanza, then held it for another wait; he 
would begin the second stanza only when 
the audience was straining to hear it. 

But he hadn't counted on the cardinal. 
Mixed noises of all kinds began to come up 
from the audience. People coughed; wooden 
chair legs scraped over the floor; there was 
talking; shoes scuffed across rough stone; 
here and there someone laughed. The cardi- 
nal had thought the choir was finished, and 
had stood up! The audience was leaving! 

Brother Chironomy proved his reputation 
and was master even of this. He dropped his 
fingers quickly for the choir to begin the 
second stanza. But he didn't have each 
nan's eyes and not all the choir saw his 
aignal. Those in back rows started late and 
never caught up. When Brother tried with 
his fingers to bring them up, some in the 
front rows took his signals as asking for 
speed and gave it to him. Section jarred 
against section, measure against measure, 
note against note. The back rows were syn- 
copating with the front. The left side was 
singing in eight-four time, the right side in 
six-four. One man's voice climbed to a high 
note all alone and someone in the audience 
laughed: the cardinal had smiled at the solo 
voice. The laugh was too much for even 
Brother Chironomy. He walked away from 
the choir and gave up. 


somethin’, 


“When a feller fails at 
observes Uncle 
Obadiah, “this friends all say 
he took a chance. 
succeeds, they say he seized 
an opportunity.” 
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In the confusion that followed no one 
noticed that the brother who pumped the 
organ had left it and knelt down before the 
crib. If the monks had noticed it, they would 
have thought he was praying—for Marysong 
probably, that Marysong's vocation be pre- 
served. The brother knelt close behind 
Joseph. He appeared not to feel that his 
body was in an uncomfortable position. He 
seemed to be listening to something, and 
what he heard made him unconscious even 
of the world he was kneeling on. He was 
looking at Mary's face. 


“Sing, angels, sing! 
In a stable is born heaven's King!" 


For the first time the monks saw Brother 
Monotone; he was kneeling before the crib. 
And singing! 


*His mother is kneeling 
Humbly before Him. 
Soon will the shepherds 
Come to adore Him." 


Ofthe whole community of monks, Brother 
Chironomy was the first to have a thought. 
He had listened to the best 
voices in Europe; what 
they sang and where they 
sang had made them 
sound even better than 
they were. But from the 
first two lines of this song 
he was utterly sure he had 
never heard such a clean 
and clear, such a beau- 
tiful voice! The choir 
members, one by one, quit 
what they were doing and froze into stillness. 
Brother Magnacumvoce was breathing hard. 
Brother Cadenza stopped talking with his 
disgusts and came out of himself to listen. 


But if he 


“Pray, Christians, pray 
To the Child lying there in the hay.” 


The nobles and major benefactors were 
listening, too, and they forgot all about the 
cardinal. Other voices were now singing with 
the brother’s. One soprano, with angelic 
clarity, sang high above all. Some of the 
audience wondered where they came from, 
but no one cared to miss anything by guess- 
ing. Certainly they were not from the choir. 
Brother Archive had the thought that all 
this would look good in the house records. 


Bur more than the nobles and major bene- 
factors, more than Cadenza and the abbot 
and all the monks, and more even than 
Brother Chironomy, the voice moved the 
cardinal-protector. It entered into him and 
stopped him and made him listen. It made 
the thoughts about the waste of time and 
money and work let go their hold and drop 
off. He covered his face with his hands, ab- 
sorbed body and soul by it, and he knelt 
down on the bare stone with his red robes in 
the snow water. The quiet joy he had felt at 
the choir’s failure was overwhelmed and lost. 
The world to him was only a small, dead 
noise far away. And then at last, as the voice 
reached deeper still, his big proud fear of mak- 
ing a mistake in front of the monks, of not 
seeming as great as his name and position, it 
went, too, and was broken off and was flooded 
out of his mind. It took the broad thrill in his 
side to remind him he had a body. They were 
singing his song. . . . Truly Marysong made 
great music and surely it gave pleasure to 
God—did not angels belong to its choir? 


*His mother and Joseph 
Guard Him from danger. 
He can sleep safely 
There in the manger." 


Brother Monotone was ecstatically happy. 
He never dreamed it could be so much fun 
singing on the outside of a six-note range. 
He was free! He not only remembered, he 
was actually singing Mary's song. 


“Rise, shepherds, rise. 
For your Saviour has come from ——’ 
THE END 
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QUICK AND EASYS 


BY LOU 





LA 6. SHOUER 


HE holiday whirl has already begun. Party dates begin to 


dot your calendar. Visions of things still to be done dance in 


your head. You make lists like mad — wonder why you weren't 


one of the smart ones who started their shopping in October. 


Here are some easygoing menus that will leave you free to 


spend more time making Christmas merry. 


Equal to the Occasion 


Avocado-Caviar Appetizer 
Oyster-Bacon Rolls with 
Creole Sauce and Rice 
Celery and Olives 
Danish Cottage Cheese with 
Fruit 
Coffee 


Two can dine divinely—and on short 
notice. Here’s a meal that will bring sur- 
prise to the eye and delight to the palate. 
The first course is beguilingly simple, but 
delicious. Slice half of a peeled avocado 
in lengthwise strips. Arrange on salad 
plates. Spread a ribbon of red or black 
caviar on each slice. Serve with lemon 
wedges and garnish with cress. A small jar 
of caviar won’t break the bank on occa- 
sion. This is one of them. 


OYSTER-BAC ROLLS WITH 
CREOLE SAUCE AND RICE 


Drain 4 large oysters per perso prinkle 
with salt and pepper. Wrap e: with 4 
slice bacon. Secure with toothpicks. 
Cook %4 cu t dry and fluffy. 
Broil the oyster-k n rolls about 1% 
minutes on each side. Do this when 
you're sure everything else is ready. 
Ove Heat 1 
jar ci epan. 
This is new on the market. If creole sauce 








rice. Hav 











sters are tough 







still milder sub- 
ed tomato soup, adding 





stitute—conde 
a little green pepper and chopped onion. 
Heighten the flavor with a little basil 
To serve: 





and orégano, if you have i 
arrange rice and oysters (do: 
remove the toothpicks) on a 
or individual dinner plates. F 









t forget to 
aall platter 
the hot 











creole sauce separately. 

No salad is necessary with this meal, as 
your first meal course is partly salad. Serve 
celery and olives at this point instead. 


DAN 





H COTTAGE CHEESE 
WITH FRUIT 


To one 8-ounce package cottage cheese 
add 2 tablespoons sugar and !4 teaspoon 
vanilla. Thin with 3 tablespoons cream. 
Pour into a bowl and $ kle generously 
with cinnamon. Pass with an accom- 
panying bowl of black Bing cherries or 
thawed frozen strawberries. 





To the fid of a Party 


Bacon-and-Water-Cress 
Sandwiches 
Special Cheese and Crackers 
Fruitcake Squares 


Tea or Coffee 


The living room has a special waiting- 
for-Christmas look. Why not have a small 
party before Christmas? A buffet supper is 
a little hard to manage from your small 
kitchen, but you could have a few friends in 
foraneveningsnack. A goodsandwich,some- 
thing to spread on crackers, and squares of 
fruitcake, as a bow to the holidays, are all 
you need to serve with tea or coffee. 


BACON-AND-W ATER-CRESS 
SANDWICHES 





Make any number of these you want. For 
20 small 2-inch 





ize sandwiches, com- 
bine 4 cup crumbled crisp cooked bacon 
with !4 cup chopped water cress. (Fry the 
bacon in the morning. Leave out at room 
temperature—not in re 
have a job by day.) Moi 






ator—if you | 














Season with 14 tea- 
spoon salt and some pepper. Buy un- 
sliced bread for sandwiches so you can 
slice it thin. If you have 


spoons mayonr 


small round 
cutter about as big around as a silver dol- 
lar, use that. Or you could cut bread in 
strips. In any case, eliminate crusts, 





saving them for bread crumbs or brown 
Betty later on in the w: Soften your 
butter or margarine. It ads easier, 
thinner—goes farther. Spread sand- 






wiches with the bacon-cress mixture. 
Cover with a damp cloth. Keep cool but 
not cold. 





SPE 


Put %4 pound blue cheese through a sieve. 
Cream 1 cup butter or margarine with 
the sieved cheese. Grate 1 clove garlic 
into it. Add 4 tablespoons prepared 
mustard—no, this isn’t too much. 
Season lightly with salt and pepper. 
Serve in a bowl with a butter spreader 
near by. Have crackers, sliced pumper- 
nickel or packaged Melba toast to spread 
it on. 


AL CHEESE SPREAD 








FRUITCAKE SQUARES 


Buy the fruitcake. Cut it into fudge-size 
fruity squares. It so often crumbles when 
you try to slice it thin. 


Monday TI emo 


Corned-Beef Patties with Hot 
Sauce 
Frozen Peas 
Raw Vegetables 
Peaches de Menthe 


Coffee 


Monday's the day to make notes to your- 
self re: plans for your week. While you're 
at it, plan a Monday-night dinner that will 
consist mostly of what you have in the 
house. A can of corned-beef hash and 
one of peaches, plus a jar of mint jelly 
you bought last week end, might be your 
starting points. Your seasoning shelf 
comes to your aid—always. So does your 
refrigerator salad pan. You might buy 
a package of frozen peas on your way 
home. Or if you have a vegetable left 
over from Sunday, you needn’t do any 
shopping. 


CORNED-BEEF PATTIES 


Mash %4 can corned-beef hash. Add 1 
beaten egg, l small onion, finely chopped, 
and 1% teaspoons prepared horse-radish. 
Season with salt and pepper and r 
well. Shape into 6 patties. Roll them in 
flour. Then fry quickly in hot bacon 
drippings. Drain on paper toweling and 
serve with the following sauce: To 1 cup 
chili sauce, add 1 tablespoon grated 
onion, 1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce, 
a dash of Tabasco sauce and 1 tablespoon 
sour cream. 


















PEACHES DE MENTHE 


erves a fai 
but its composition simpl ) 4 сир 
heavy cream, whipped until stiff, fold in 
4 cup mint jelly, beaten until light. 


This is so good it des 






y name, 









Serve on cold canned peach halves. 


Dress Rehearsal 


Easy Macaroni and Cheese— 
Bacon 
Green Salad 
Shadow Cake 
Coffee 


You're lazy tonight! Macaroni and cheese 
is a favorite with everyone, but to make a 
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cream sauce, besides cooking the macaroni, 
would take more time than you actually 
have—to say nothing of baking the usual 
dish 14 hour. You don’t have to do all 
that, really. You can still have macaroni 
and cheese and you’ll do it much more 
simply. Your dessert will be a high triumph. 
No one need know your ruse. In fact, 
you'll try it out as a dinner specialty to- 
night. Tomorrow you'll serve it as a late- 
evening bite to guests whom you've in- 
vited to come and help you tie up packages 
for the orphanage or whatever your 1947 
Christmas-charity project happens to be. 


EASY MACARONI AND CHEESE 


Cook % package macaroni—elbow maca- 
roni or the regular kind of macaroni 
broken into pieces—in boiling salted 
water until tender. Drain. Rinse with 
boiling water. Combine one 5-ounce jar 
sharp American cheese spread with М 
cup hot milk or cream to a good sauce 
consistency. Combine with macaroni. 
Season with salt and pepper. Pour into a 
shallow baking dish or 10" pie pan. Broil 
5-8 minutes until the dish is bubbly and 
brown. In last 2 minutes broil bacon 
alongside the dish. 





SHADOW CAKE 


For this dessert, buy the packaged cake 
layers. To serve two, use half of 1 layer. 
Frost generously with marshmallow 
cream. It comes in a jar. Melt 1 square 
chocolate—or two squares if you're a 
chocolate fiend. Pour over the layer of 
cake frosted with the marshmallow 
cream. Serve at once or, as I like it best, 
chill in the refrigerator while the main 
course is being prepared. The chilling 
“sets” the chocolate—gives it a crisp, 
crackly texture. Use 1 layer for four—2 
layers for eight. Do each layer individu- 
ally, of course—don't stack them as a 
2-layer cake. Use a proportionate 
amount of chocolate. 





Shopper's Special 


Chicken Livers with Sour Cream 
Broccoli—Mustard Butter 
Pears—Blue Cheese 


Coffee 


On your way home from shopping you-pass 
a store that specializes in chicken in parts. 
The part you are interested in tonight is 
fresh chicken livers—not easy to come by 
unless you have such shops in your city or 
town. However, you can sometimes buy 
the frozen chicken livers. Chicken-liver 
omelet is one of your favorites, but tonight 
you forgo that for a very special way of 
cooking and serving chicken livers. It fits 
into the quick-and-easy category. Add it to 
your repertoire. ^ 


CHICKEN LIVERS WITH 
SOUR CREAM 


Sauté %4 pound fresh or frozen (and 
thawed) chicken livers with } cup 
chopped onion and %4 cup chopped green 
pepper in 2 tablespoons butter or 
margarine. Add 2 peeled hard-cooked 
eggs, diced. Last of all, add 3% cup sour 
cream. Cook over low heat just long 
enough to heat the cream. Too-long 
cooking may curdle the cream. Season 
with %4 to à teaspoon salt, a dash of 
pepper, and 4 teaspoon Worcestershire 
sauce. 











MX > 


SWIFT ` 
QUALITY 


М FOOD Р, 


Flavorful pork is delicious. So is tender 
beef. When the two are combined Swift’s 
special way, the flavor is doubly delicious 
... as you'll agree when you try these 
individual Prem loaves. 


Swift’s Prem gives you the nutritional 
benefits of both beef and pork. That mea 
you get plenty of high quality proteins, 
important minerals and В vitamins—the 
vital food elements of two fine mea 








INDIVIDUAL MEAT LOAVES. 
Cut whole Prem loaves into halves. 
Top with orange marmalade and 
bake in oven (400° F.) about 20 
minutes. Fill pear halves with 
mince meat and bake in same 
oven as the Prem for 15 minutes. 
Serve with cranberry sauce. 





Swift's Prem is firm . . . delightfully ten- 
der. And because it's all meat, there's 
nothing to waste. Served hot or cold, it's 
delicious to the very last bit. 





Tender beef has been added 
to Swift’s Prem because a majority of 
homemakers wanted it. From experience, 
they knew that beef and pork combined 
was bound to be better. So try Swift’s 
Prem soon . . . see how much better it is. 


A 


194 


FAMOUS 


PARKER 





Thousands consider MAKE-A-MILLION 
the most exciting of Card games. Players 
of ROOK are especially delighted with 
this truly great game. The Bull and Bear 
and Tiger cards add to the fun. 75 ets. 





Full of surprise moves and unusual action. 
One of the best board games for players of 
all ages. $2.00. 





Most popular of the world’s great standard 


ets at $2.00. Famous White Box 


games. 


set with Grand Hotels, removable Bank 
tray, etc., $3.50. 





fei 


RICH UNCLE 


We strongly recommend this exciting, quick 
action, fast playing, new game. It is excel- 
lent. Rich Uncle Pennybags who owns 
most of the town and the “Daily Bugle” 
plays a most amusing and ovd part in 
this unusual game. Price $3.00 


CAMELOT-A far better game than Checkers. 
Easily learned, exciting. ray-box set 81.50; 
Sets with ivoroid playing pieces $5.00. 

ROOKcC-—America's widely loved card game. 75e 

CHILDREN'S HOUR-Thre games in a 
box, “Peanut the Elephant," “Porky the Pig,” 
and “ABC Fishing". $2.00 

UNCLE REMUS-Wal Disney's new Marble 
game. $2.00 

TOURING-A brand new edition of this favorite 
card game. Pack of ninety-nine cards. 15е 


AT ALL DEALERS ог by mail from Salem 


PARKER BROTHERS INC. 


SALEM, MASSACHUSETTS 
NEW YORK * CHICAGO * LONDON 
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BABY IN THE BATHROOM 


out of the house and over to my next-door 
neighbor's. 

“Bad-boy mawther, bad-boy mawther, 
BAD-boy mawther," came floating across 
the lawn after me. 

Mrs. O'Hara is a small, very neat, very 
precise person, and since I had moved into 
the house next to hers only forty-eight hours 
before, I was a little dubious as to the im- 
pression I was making as a brand-new 
neighbor. 

“You see, Mrs. O'Hara," I said nervously, 
“he’s only just two." I considered briefly 
telling her about the three sentences in a row 
all connected by a logical sequence of 
thought, and decided against it. Some other 
time, perhaps. Or I could write and tell 
mother. *I know he can open the door, be- 
cause he did it yesterday, but he won't. He's 
not himself, exactly. The excitement of 
coming to a new place to live, and only two 
days since that long train trip and all. 
He’s—he’s really only just two," I trailed off 
desperately. 

Mrs. O'Hara smiled warmly, patted my 
hand and shifted to the other foot. "And 
so?” she prompted gently. 

“Oh, yes! And so, I thought if you would 
lend me your ladder, I could climb through 
the window and get to him that way." 

Mrs. O'Hara raised her eyes from her 
front doorstep to my bathroom window. I 
did too. My bathroom window was open 
about. six inches. In Florida, bathroom 
windows—all windows, as a matter of fact— 
are like miniature French doors and open 
from the inside by means of little levers 
which run through holes in the screens. That 
was one of the first things I learned about 
Florida: the screens are inside the windows, 
instead of vice versa. I gazed without love at 


my cunning little bathroom windows, im- | 


movably fixed six inches apart. 

“And anyway,” Mrs. O'Hara continued 
kindly, “even if you could get through, the 
screen can*be taken down only from the 
inside." 

“Oh,” I said unhappily. “1 see.” 

We listened for a while to Jimmy, who 
was now chanting, “I want can-dee, I want 
can-dee."" 

“ But," said Mrs. O'Hara, “if we could get 
the ladder up to that window, at least we 
could talk to him face to face, and that might 
help. Come into the garage.” 

We went into the O'Haras' garage. It 
was nice there—cool, and we could hardly 
hear Jimmy. The ladder was suspended on 
two hooks in the wall, very neat and orderly. 
The hooks were six feet from the ground and 
the ladder was very large. I looked at Mrs. 
O'Hara, and she looked at me. I am five 
feet two, and Mrs. O'Hara is smaller than 
Iam. 

“I know what,” I said after a moment, 
slipping off my shoes. “I’ll just climb up on 
your car here and from there I can reach 
one end of the ladder and I'll hand it down 
to you and then ——" 

“No,” said Mrs. O'Hara, in the kind of 
voice I try not to use with Jimmy. 

I looked down from the fender of Mrs. 
O'Hara's car, a little startled. “Why not?” 
I said. “I’ve got my shoes off. I couldn't 
possibly scratch the саг.” 

“It’s not the car, dear,” said Mrs. O'Hara. 
“Tt’s you.” 

I stared at her blankly. 

“Your condition, dear,” said Mrs. O'Hara 
delicately. She looked as if she wondered if 
I knew. “Not that you show, of course. Not 
to anyone but me, dear. But you see, I’m 
the mother of nine.” 


Ir I had been a man I would have taken 
off my hat. “Oh, no, Mrs. O'Hara! Not 
nine!" I gasped. "Well, you must know 
everything there is to know about it, then; 
but still, the doctor didn't say anything 
about—well, ladders. Or cars." 

“He probably didn't think the situation 
would arise, dear," said Mrs. O'Hara in a 
quenching voice. 

“Oh,” I said. 


(Continued from Page 37) 


I was born small and round, and twenty- 
eight years of unremitting effort have 
changed me very little, so I was surprised 
that Mrs. O'Hara knew. I very rarely think 
of my condition except during Jimmy's more 
trying moments, when I pray fleetingly but 
fervently that my next seven babies will be 
very fat little girls, placid, lethargic and 
possibly retarded. Although I knew posi- 
tively that climbing on cars and lifting down 
ladders were not on my doctor's list of pro- 
hibitions, I could see that they were very 
definitely on Mrs. O'Hara's. I sat down on 
the running board of Mrs. O'Hara's car and 
put my shoes back on in silence. It was very 
hot and I had been up since six and I didn't 
know what to do about Jimmy, and I was 
very much afraid that Mrs. O'Hara was 
beginning to be sorry I had moved in next 
door. 

“Г talk to him, dear,” said Mrs. O'Hara, 
and taking me by the hand, she led me back 
across the lawn and into my house. 

Jimmy had abandoned “I want can-dee" 
and was once more in his “‘Bad-boy maw- 
ther, bad-boy mawther, BAD-boy mawther ” 
routine. 

“Jimmy,” said Mrs. O'Hara. “Jimmy 
dear, open the door." 

“No, sank you," said Jimmy. 

I hope she noticed the “thank you," I 
thought. 


A friend whom you have been 

gaining during. your whole life, 
you ought not to be displeased with 
in a moment. À stone is many years 
becoming a ruby; take care that you 
do not destroy it in aninstant against 
another stone. —SAADI. 


“Jimmy,” said Mrs. O'Hara, “соте out 
of that bathroom at once, do you hear me?" 

“You hear me?” said Jimmy. “You hare 
me? You hoor me?” 

Mrs. O’Hara bent suddenly over the 
knob of the bathroom door, adjusting the 
glasses on her neat little nose. ‘‘There’s 
a keyhole in this knob; did you know that, 
dear?” 

I shook my head dumbly. Mrs. O’Hara 
would have known it by the time she’d been 
in a house two days. 

“You haven’t any keys around, have 
you?” 

“Just trunk keys, and even those seem 
to be sort of misplaced.” 

Mrs. O’Hara went into the bedroom and 
put her head out the window. At least the 
beds were made, even if Jimmy had been 
jumping on them just a little. “Betty,” she 
called. “Oh, Betty!” 

A pretty dark head popped out of one of 
Mrs. O’Hara’s upstairs windows. “Mother?” 

“Betty,” called Mrs. O'Hara, “just run 
over here with our keys, will you, dear?” 

There was a brief silence from the other 
house. 

* All the keys, mother?" The O'Haras had 
lived in the house next door for over twenty 
years. 

“All the keys, dear," said Mrs. O'Hara 
firmly. “This is an'emergency." 

“Oh, an emergency," said Betty. “Shall 
I call daddy and the boys home?" 

“This is much too serious to call daddy 
and the boys," said Mrs. O'Hara. “‘ You get 
on over here with those keys.” 

Mrs. O'Hara is a woman of great determi- 
nation. She should have been the mother of 
Jimmy. She tried thirty-four keys without 
so much as looking up from the doorknob, 
and while she tried the keys, Betty tried to 
make Jimmy open the door. Betty was much 
better than I was. Besides candy, she gave 
Jimmy the impression that awaiting him 
in the hall were orange juice, apples, lolli- 
pops, ponies and rides on the choo-choo. 
Jimmy didn't open the door, but he didn't 
call Betty a bad boy either. Betty has quite 
a way with children. 


“Betty.” Mrs. O'Hara finally looked up 
from the thirty-fifth key. “Run over and 
ask Mr. Jenkins to get that ladder down for 
us. I think he's home this morning." Then 
she started on the thirty-sixth key. 

Both Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins came back up 
the stairs with Betty a few minutes later. 
They looked like Crime and Punishment 
and they intimidated me a little. 

“Uh, how do you do," I said, wishing our 
upstairs hall were larger, and not quite so 
hot. 

“How do you do," said Mr. and Mrs. 
Jenkins. They lived next door to me on the 
other side, and I was afraid they were going 
to wish they didn't too. 


VINNIE,” said Mr. Jenkins to Mrs. 
O’Hara—he was the one who looked like 
Crime—‘“‘sometimes I wonder about you. 
Would I be home this morning if it weren’t 
for my lumbago? And would I for so much 
as one moment try to pry that ladder off 
the wall with this lumbago?” 

Mr. Jenkins looked at Mrs. O’Hara in an 
extremely unpleasant way, and I hoped 
Mrs. O’Hara was only Irish by marriage. 
She must be, because she said mildly: 

“Why, that’s too bad, Fred dear. That 
really is too bad. . . . Did you bring your 
keys, Maybelle? Mine don’t fit, or at least 
sixty-four of them don’t.” 

Mrs. O’Hara and Mrs. Jenkins bent once 
more over the doorknob, and Mr. Jenkins 
turned his attention to me. I noticed nerv- 
ously that he still looked hostile. I am Irish 
by birth, but sort of Swedish by tempera- 
ment. 

“You can’t tell me,” Mr. Jenkins said. 
“You can’t tell me that all you women can’t 
get a two-year-old out of that bathroom be- 
cause he won’t open the door.” 

He was entirely correct, of course. I 
couldn’t possibly have told him. Not while 
he was looking at me like that. But I couldn’t 
think of anything else to tell him either, 
except wasn’t it a warm day, and what did 
he think of existentialism, so I just stared at 
him and swallowed. 

“Now, Fred,” Mrs. Jenkins and Mrs. 
O'Hara said soothingly. 

“Now, Fred,” Jimmy said suddenly from 
the other side of the door. “Now Fred. Now 
Frid. Now Frood.” 

Mr. Jenkins just kept on looking at me. 
He was ever so slightly walleyed, and I kept 
wishing he either wouldn’t or wasn’t. 

“Ts he afraid of his father?” he finally 
asked, jerking his head toward the bath- 
room. 

I cleared my throat. “Well, not so very,” 
I said humbly. 

“Ha!” said Mr. Jenkins. “Ha” is a word 
to which Mr. Jenkins gives its full signifi- 
cance. He jiggled the knob of the bathroom 
door, the twenty-seventh jiggle that morn- 
ing, I calculated. “Baby,” cooed Mr. Jen- 
kins, in a strange sugary voice. “This is 
daddy, dear. Open the door.” 

“No, sank you,” said Jimmy. 

“Baby,” bellowed Mr. Jenkins, “open 
that door, or daddy'll whale the living day- 
lights out of you." 

A large, hard object which I mentally 
identified as the cleanser can came into vio- 
lent contact with the door. It was im- 
mediately followed by a rain of kicks and a 
tornado of shrieks. Jimmy could easily out- 
bellow Mr. Jenkins. 

“Bad-boy man,” roared Jimmy. “Go 
way. Jimmy not like. Jimmy spit. Bad-boy 
man!” 

The roars were briefly interrupted by 
savage spitting noises. Spit! Another new 
word, I thought complacently. And just two 
last month! 

Mr. Jenkins’ face was getting alarmingly 
red. As a matter of fact, he looked a little bit 
as I had seen Jimmy look from time to time, 
and it worried me. For Jimmy, I mean, not 
for Mr. Jenkins. The red face was turning in 
my direction again, and then it not only 
worried me for Jimmy, it alarmed me for 

(Continued on Page 197) 
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You'll Always ` 
Remember 
THE MAN WHOSE SOUL 
WAS FOREVER LOST! 
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| Cotton Blossom 
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| Flower Box: 


Gift Set. 1.50 \\ \ 
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(Continued from Page 194) 
myself. After a moment of silence on our 
side of the door—Jimmy was still kicking 
and spitting on his—I noticed that it wasn’t 
only Mr. Jenkins I had to bear up under: 
everybody was looking at me. First their 
looks said, “Well?” Then their looks said, 
“He’s your child, isn't he?” All except Mr. 
Jenkins’. His look began with, “Really!” 
and progressed by rapid stages to, “Never in 
all my life ——" I felt I should say something 
back, but I couldn't think what. It was too 
hot, and our little hall was really terribly 
crowded. Finally I thought of something. 

“оп” you all have some iced tea while 
we think?" I asked chattily. 

“No,” said Mr. Jenkins. 

“Yes, please," said Betty. 

“1 don't think so, thank you,” said Mrs. 
Jenkins. 

“Not with the baby in the bathroom, 
dear," said Mrs. O'Hara. 

“Ice tea?" said Jimmy. “Ice tea, ice 
taw, ice too?" 

A ringing call from the 
O'Haras' lawn interrupted 
Jimmy's chant and saved, 
I have an idea, Mr. Jen- 
kins' sanity. 

“Hey, mom!" It was a 
boy's voice. “Hey, mom! 
Im home. Where are 
you?” 

The five of us moved to 
the bedroom. Mr. Jenkins 
sat on my bed and rubbed 
his back, muttering something about his 
lumbago, and the rest of us looked out the 
window. Three boys of Henry Aldrich age 
stood outside gazing up at us. 

“Michael O’Hara, what are you doing 
home from school at this hour?” asked Mrs. 
O'Hara. 

“Teachers’ meeting, mom," said the red- 
haired Henry Aldrich. “Joe and Ralph came 
too." 

“I noticed," said Mrs. O'Hara. “‘Peanut- 
butter sandwiches and all the milk you 
want. That cold chicken in the icebox is for 
tonight. Understand, Michael O'Hara? For 
tonight." 

“Mrs. O'Hara," I broke in, “we’ve got 
some men now. Or practically. I mean, 
they're strong.” 

Mr. Jenkins erupted from behind us and 
we all jumped. “I'm a man,” bellowed Mr. 
Jenkins. 





$ I have often wondered how 
it is that every man loves 
himself more than the rest of 
men, but yet sets less value on 
his own opinion of himself 
than on the opinion of others. 

—MARCUS AURELIUS. 
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“Oh, I’m sure you are, Mr. Jenkins," I 
stammered. “I meant—well, you know, men 
without lumbago. I mean—well, you know, 
a man with lumbago ——” I could hear my 
voice trailing off again, and it surprised me. I 
usually end my sentences with at least a 
comma, if not a period. 

Mrs. O'Hara saved me. "You're quite 
right, dear," she said, in a firm, full-bodied 
voice. She turned back to the window. 
“Michael O'Hara," she called. “You boys 
get that ladder out of the garage and set it 
up beneath this bathroom window here. 
We'll meet you outside.” 

“Yes, mom," said Michael. 

“Yes, Mrs. O'Hara," said Joe and Ralph. 

There was a little difficulty in getting the 
ladder up, because Michael wouldn't let them 
set it on the wall of the house. Michael said 
what did they want to do, ruin a thousand- 
dollar paint job? Or what? (“Ог what,” said 
Jimmy. *Or wheet. Or whoot?") But they 
finally got it up to Michael's satisfaction and 
the boys, flopping on the lawn in attitudes of 
the most pitiable exhaus- 
tion, looked inquiringly at 
Mrs. O'Hara. 

“Mrs. Quincy's baby 
has locked himself in the 
bathroom, boys, and he 
won't open the door. We 
all thought we'd feel better 
if we could see him." 

"You know, talk to 
him," I said. “ Reason with 
i him.” 

Mrs. O’Hara and Mrs. Jenkins looked at 
each other. So did Betty and the boys. Mr. 
Jenkins looked at everybody, especially me, 
and snarled. I avoided Mr. Jenkins’ eye and 
started up the ladder with an air of, I hoped, 
great firmness and dignity. On the fifth rung, 
however, I collapsed. No one can be firm 
and dignified with Mrs. O’Hara tugging at 
her skirt from behind. 

“Bend down, dear. I want to whisper,” 
said Mrs. O'Hara. 

I bent down. 

“Your condition," whispered Mrs. O'Hara, 
tugging at my skirt. 

I blushed and looked at the others. 

“Нег condition," Betty was saying to the 
boys. 

“What do you mean—condition?” Mr. 
Jenkins was bellowing at his wife. 

I looked over my shoulder at Mrs. O'Hara, 
wondering what would happen if I kept 





' Back Views, Prices and Sizes of Vogue Patterns on page 173 


Vogue Design No. 6245. ''Easy-to-Make'* 
jumper dress; 12 to 20, 30 to 38; 50c. (The 
blouse shown in the photograph on page 
173 is not a Vogue Design.) 

Vogue Design No. 5724. Blouse; 12 to 20, 30 to 
40; 40c. 


Vogue Design No. 6160. ‘Easy-to-Make” skirt 
and cummerbund; 24 to 32 waist measures 


Vogue Design No. 6017. Bolero; 12 to 20, 30 to 
38; 40c. 
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* Back Views, Prices and Sizes of Vogue Patterns on pages 60 and 61 


Vogue Design No. S-4824. Evening dress; 12 to 18, 30 to 36; $1. 
Vogue Design No. S-4830. One-piece dress; 12 to 20, 30 to 38; $1. 
Vogue Design No. S-4832. Evening dress and bolero (the bolero is not shown in the sketch on 


page 60); 12 to 20, 30 to 38; $1. 


Vogue Design No. 6202. One-piece dress; 12 to 18, 30 to 36; 75c. 
Vogue Design No. 6210. Evening dress; 12 to 20, 30 to 38; 75c. 
Vogue Design No. 6231. Skirt; 24 to 32 waist; 50c. 

Vogue Design No. 6238. Blouse; 12 to 20, 30 to 38; 50c. 
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LITTLE LULU SAYS: 


Now, for the first time since 1942, 
there's no need to take “just any” 
tissue. Compare tissues — compare 
boxes — you'll see why Kleenex is 


America’s favorite tissue 





There are lots of tissues, but your nose 
knows there’s only one Kleenex! A special 
process keeps your Kleenex Tissues luxuri- 
ously soft . . . so kind, so soothing to delicate 
skin, 





No other brand—only Kleenex — gives 
you the handy Serv-a-Tissue Box that prevents 
tissue-fumbling. With Kleenex you pull just 
one double tissue at a time —and up pops an- 
other, ready for use! 


No other tissue gives you all the 
quality advantages of KLEENEX 
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* 





You won't find weak spots or lumps in 
Kleenex . . . the brand preferred in a national 
survey by 7 out of 10 tissue users. Kleenex 
gives you strength and absorbency you can 
depend on! 





Products Co. 
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FROM ABOUT 25 ON—the 
natural oil chiefly responsible for 
keeping skin soft and supple grad- 
ually decreases. Then dry skin be- 
gins to creep up. Even before 40, a 
woman may lose as much as 20% of 
this natural oil that skin needs. 


Dry skin starts with small signs, 
tiny "crow's-feet" by your eyes, a 
slightly darker look to skin, a not- 
quite-as-smooth texture. Act 
promptly—these soon add up to less 
attractive you! 


Replacement help from lanolin, 
the oil most like natural skin oil, is 
right at your fingertips in Pond’s 
lanolin-rich Dry Skin Cream. 


3 features give this cream special 
skin-softening powers. It is rich in 
lanolin. It is homogenized—to soak 
in better. It has a special emulsifier 
for extra softening aid. It is very rich 
—yet so smooth it is quickly absorb- 
able by dry surface-skin. 


2-Point Softening Care 
Use Pond's Dry Skin Cream this 
quick-working way— 
Lanolin-Soften by Night—Work 
the extra-richness of Pond’s Dry 
Skin Cream over face, throat. 
Leave 5 to 15 minutes, or all night 
for full lanolin-softening help. 
Lanolin-Protect by Day— 
Smooth a very little Pond’s Dry 
Skin Cream over face before make- 
up. Gives a protective, soft screen 
to shield skin from dryness all day. 


Get Pond’s Dry Skin Cream today. 
Day by day see your skin respond to 
this carefully balanced softening- 
protective care. 
“It’s a truly delightful cream—so 
rich and not a bit sticky.” 
says Mrs. Victor du Pont, Ш 


-———- FREE SAMPLE -———- 
If you'd like to try a sample of Pond's Dry Skin 
Cream free— write your name and address on the 
coupon and send it to Pond's, Dept. 2-DM, Clinton, 
Connecticut, 
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climbing, but she was wearing an I'm-the- 
mother-of-nine-and-I-stop-at-nothing - look, 
so I climbed down. 

Joe took my place, and he was allowed to 
get all the way to the top. He inserted his 
head carefully between the half-opened sides 
of the window. 

“Hey, kid,” said Joe. 

“Jimmy,” I murmured. 

“Ought to call the fire department," some- 
one muttered behind me. 

“Hey, kid,” said Joe again, apparently 
stuck. 

An excited little pink face appeared at the 
window and two hard little fists pounded at 
the screen. 

“Looka me, mawther," called Jimmy. 
“Looka me.” 

Nobody, 1 thought, can deny that he is 
extraordinarily handsome. Y looked round to 
see if everyone noticed how extraordinarily 
handsome he was, but nobody seemed to. 

“Hey, kid,” said Joe, for the third time. 

“Jimmy,” I murmured. 

“Call the fire department," someone mut- 
tered. 

“ Hel-lo, nice boy," said Jimmy. 

So friendly too, Y thought, looking round 
again. Nobody seemed to notice that either, 
though. 

“Hey, kid, see that knob over there, on 
the door? Well, turn it.” 

“Turn it," said Jimmy, beaming. “Turn 
it, tine it, toon it.” 

“Hey, kid ——" 

“Jimmy,” I murmured. 

“Quit horsing around,” continued Joe. 
“Just turn that knob.” 

“Point to it, Joe,” said Mrs. O’Hara. 

“Tell him you'll give him candy, or some- 
thing,” said Betty. 

“Tell him what you'll give him if he 
doesn’t,” shouted Mr. Jenkins. 

“Don’t lean so hard on those windows,” 
yelled Michael. “What do you want to do, 
wreck a hundred-dollar window job?” 

“Nothing left but the fire department,” 
someone muttered. 


‘Worps began to gush forth from Joe. Ide- 
cided that he had had stage fright before. 

“Hey, kid,” he said. “Want some candy? 
Want some Coke? Want a nice, big, juicy 
apple? Well, turn that little knob over 
there.” 

Jimmy’s face clouded over. “ Want candy,” 
he howled. “Want Coke. Open door, bad- 
boy.” 

Joe turned toward us a face that was be- 
ginning to look old beyond his years. His lips 
moved once or twice, but between the bed- 
lam in the bathroom and the racket on the 
lawn, he might have been an umpire explain- 
ing an adverse decision to a group of Dodger 
fans. Finally he drew a deep breath. 

“Quiet!” he boomed. 

We were all quiet, even Jimmy. 

Joe blushed. “Не 
won't," he said, in 
a small voice. 

"Won't, won't!" 
shrieked Mr. Jen- 
kins. T'dliketo hear 
any two-year-old tell 
me he won’t ——” 

“One just did, 
dear," said Mrs. 
O'Hara mildly. “If 
the child won't, he 
won't. We'll just 
have to think of 
something else. Re- 
member, you chil- 
dren," she said to 
Betty and the boys, 
"you'll all be par- 
ents someday, and 
you might as well 
begin to think now 
about what you'll do 
when this happens. 


routine. After a while I got tired of thinking, 
as I often do, and I moved over to the house. 

“Joe,” I called in as subdued a voice as 
will reach from the bottom of a twenty-foot 
ladder to the top, because the others were all 
sitting on the lawn in various postures by 
Rodin. “Joe, how does he look? Does he 
look all right?" 

Joe peered through the opening in the 
window. “ He looks all right," he said after a 
moment. “‘Except—did he have any clothes 
on when he went іп?” А 

“Well, naturally,” I said. “Не looked 
beautiful. He had on underwear and socks 
and shoes, white ones, and the sweetest little 
pair of butter-yellow rompers that exactly 
matched his hair, with a cunning little mono- 
gram embroidered on the ——” 

“Not now,” Joe broke in. “Not a stitch.” 

“No! Really, Joe? Shoes too? Just think 
of that! And all by himself! He's only just 
two, you know." 

“I know,” said Joe. “ Do you want to hear 
how the bathroom looks?” 

“Oh, Joe,” I said. “ Not—not the shaving 
cream?” 

"Yes'm," said Joe glumly. “And bath 
salts in the bathtub. And designs in talcum 
powder on the mirror. And a couple of inches 
of water on the floor. Right now he's at the 
toothpaste. He's squeezing it into some- 
body's hairbrush. Mrs. Quincy?" 

"Yes?" 

“T could easy force this window open wide 
enough for someone your size to get through," 
Joe suggested. 

We both jumped at the voice behind us. 

“Mrs. Quincy is not going up that ladder!” 
said Mrs. O'Hara, enunciating each syllable. 
“And besides, what about the screen?” 

“T could easy make a couple of little holes 
in the screen where the catches are and push 
itin." 

“That’s right," bawled Michael. “Smash 
up a fifty-dollar screen. Go ahead.” 

“Somebody ought to call the fire depart- 
ment,” "somebody muttered. 

“What do you think, Fred?" Mrs. O'Hara 
turned to Mr. Jenkins. “If anybody in this 
group has an idea, we might as well find out 
about it.” 

“Starve him out,” snarled Mr. Jenkins. 
“He’ll open the door when he gets good and 
hungry.” 

Mrs. O'Hara looked at Mrs. Jenkins. 
“Maybelle? Have you got anything con- 
structive to offer?” 

“Just whatever you say, Vinnie,” said 
Mrs. Jenkins. 

“Betty?” 

“How about a locksmith, mother?” 

“Take too long. Mrs. Quincy, I know 
what you think, and it’s out of the question. 
Ralph, I don’t want to hear one more word 
about the fire department—not even-out of 
the corner of your mouth.” 

I joined Ralph in a sulky silence. 
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“Michael, what do you think?” Mrs. 
O’Hara asked. 

“Well,” said Michael gloomily, ‘‘you can 
always break down that forty-five-dollar 
door.” 

“Michael O'Hara, dear,” said Mrs. 
O'Hara, “sometimes I wonder how you ever 
got into a lovely family like mine.” 

“Well,” said Michael, “have you got any 
ideas?" 

“Ofcourse,” said Mrs. O'Hara. She looked 
surprised. “Michael, you run get a screw 
driver and hand it up to Joe. Joe, you open 
those windows as wide as you can and push 
the screen in. Be sure it doesn't fall on the 
baby. Ralph and Fred, you two keep quiet. 
Mrs. Quincy, you sit down on the lawn; you 
stand too much. Betty, Maybelle, you two 
get on either side of the ladder and hold it 
firmly." 


Bx this time the window was open, the 
screen was off, and Joe was back on the 
ground, looking happier than he had for some 
time. Mrs. O'Hara's immaculate little white 
shoes stepped firmly up the rungs of the 
ladder. Mrs. O'Hara's starched little hips 
wriggled with dignity through the opening 
in the bathroom window. Mrs. O'Hara, 
mother of nine, disappeared. We waited. 
Pleasantly chatty little sounds began to 
emerge from the bathroom: the mother-hen 
type from Mrs. O'Hara, the baby-chick type 
from Jimmy, and then the click of the bath- 
room door. A moment later Jimmy, naked as 
a jay bird, tore out of the house and hurled 
himself into my arms. I sank to my knees 
and buried my face in his sweaty little neck. 

“Oh, Jimmy,” I said. “You're really a 
bad boy, darling." 

Jimmy lifted round blue eyes up to mine. 
“Bad-boy?” he asked, in a tone of acute 
surprise. 

“Yes, honey,” I said, kissing him on the 
left cheek. He's really an unusually attrac- 
tive child. 

* Jimmy bad-boy," said Jimmy, shaking 
his head mournfully. He looked round the 
group, fixed his eyes on Mr. Jenkins, and gig- 
gled. “Jimmy bad-boy,” he informed him 
with pride. “Oh, bad-boy!” A bird alighted 
on the lawn, near the corner of the house, and 
he struggled out of my arms and after it. 
“Jimmy catchum bird," he announced. 
“Looka me. Jimmy catchum bird." He dis- 
appeared. 

Irose to my feet hastily. The atmosphere 
felt almost cool. “Well,” I said uncertainly, 
“I really can't thank you all enough. I don’t 
know what ——” 

A babel of voices broke in. 

“Before I'd let a child of mine ——” said 
Mr. Jenkins. 

“A little tap or two,” said Mrs. Jenkins. 

“Good scolding, at least,” said Betty. 

“When J was a kid ——” said Michael and 
Joe and Ralph in various versions. 

I glanced un- 
happily at Mrs. 
.O'Hara, mother of 
nine. Mrs. O’Hara 
smiled reassuringly, 
shrugged her shoul- 
ders, raised her eyes 
skyward . . . and 
froze. One by one, 
our little group, 
faltered into silence 
there on the lawn, 
as we turned our 
eyes in the direction 


of Mrs. O'Hara's 
increasingly glassy 
stare. 


Jimmy's face ap- 
peared at the bath- 


room window. 
"Looka me, maw- 
ther,” he called. 


“Jimmy shut door. 
Jimmy bad-boy, oh, 


Because it will. I bad-boy!" Jimmy 

know; I'm the giggled. 

mother of nine." Just a regular boy, 
Weallthoughtex- s oe k is, 1 

cept Jimmy, who e " , ; L. ^ thought. But 

had zone back to his Were we really speeding or are you just trying to make us feel good ? didn't say anything. 

“I want can-dee" THE END 






















EVER CREATED TO MAKE 
LEGS LOOK MORE BEAUTIFUL! 


Never before a razor like this! One glimpse at 
Eversharp’s new Fashion Razor—and all ordinary 
razors become old-fashioned! It's the quickest aid to that 


well-groomed look since the invention of lipstick! 


... It's the first and only woman's razor ever de- 
signed at just the right angle to slick away unwanted 
hair on legs and underarms—even if you don’t use cream 
or lather. No scraping, no roughened skin. Positively 
does not promote hair growth or coarseness! 
Leaves skin cleaner, smoother, sleeker than you ever 


thought possible. 


... The only one with Automatic Blade Changer*. 
You can't nick your fingers. No blade handling. Nothing 


to unwrap! So easy to clean! 


The only razor smart enough for your dressing table! 


Get your Fashion Razor today... for yourself, for gifts! 
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*CLICK, CLICK! A push, a pull 
changes blades. The only wom- 
an's razor in the world with 
Automatic Blade Changer! 


5 
i 





Only Ф 3.95, with 10 blades. 

LEGITIMATE LARCENY! It’s smart to 
snitch your husband's Eversharp-Schick Injector 
blades for your Fashion Razor! 
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For soft, 
absorbent 
tissue 
ask for... 
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“SIT-TRUE” 
THE BOX WITH THE BOW ON TOP 


FOOT AND LEG PAINS? 


Rheumatic-like foot and leg pains, tired, aching feet, sore heels or callouses on 
soles, may be due to weak or fallen arches. Dr. Scholl's Arch Supports and 
exercise help give relief by removing muscular and liga- 
mentous strain—the cause of your pain. Light, flexible. Adjust- 
able as the condition of your arches improve. Expertly fitted at 
Shoe and Dept. Stores and at Dr. Scholl Foot Comfort Shops in 
principal cities. For FREE Foot booklet and address of your 
local dealer, write Dr. Scholl's, Inc., Dept. ASK, Chicago 10, Ill. 
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There is a Dr. Scholl Foot Comfort Appliance or Remedy for Every Common Foot Trouble 
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Your Shoes 
are Showing! 


NEVER TOO MANY KIDS 


(Continued from Page 168) 


Al Welch, whose first name is really Elton, 
was born in Central Maine in West Byron, 
the son of a lumberman. He was orphaned 
at five when both his parents died of Bright’s 
disease. At fourteen, he ran away from the 
aunt and uncle who were supporting him and 
led a catch-as-catch-can existence as a golf 
caddy and as a factory hand in Boston, 
where he hit the soup lines at missions 
with fair frequency. According to Peggy, 
he became a lost youth of the depression, 
tough, wild and cynical, dependent only on 
his own two fists. “I was always a brawler, 
and I made it pay,” he says of his prize- 
fighting success. 

When he was eighteen, his sister per- 
suaded him to join the CCC, thinking it 
would be a good influence. “Three squares a 
day and all you had to do was pull your 
part,” Alsays approvingly. He became camp 
cook up at Millinocket, Maine, where Peggy’s 
family was living at the time. 

Al had a voice as melting as Bing Crosby’s 
in those days, says Peggy, who met him on 
the town bridge of Millinocket, where the 
young blades and their girls used to sing 
close harmony on summer evenings. Al 
didn’t pay much attention to the stringy 
blonde with the disconcertingly candid gray 
eyes until the night of a local carnival. He 
was throwing his money around so grandly 
that Peggy persuaded him to give it to her. 
The next day she saw him sitting on some 
store steps, his face like a funeral, moaning 
that someone had lifted his month’s pay. 

"Remember me?" she asked. He didn't. 
“Well, here's your money," and she handed 
over $36. Al was thunderstruck. 

“I never knew that women came that 
way. She was the first honest girl I met." 


you 


ко SHINOLA 


Ar was eighteen, Peggy was seventeen, and 
he thinks now that he must have been out 
of his mind to want to get married right 
away. They had no savings, only his $36 a 
month at the CCC camp. Peggy didn't care 
about the money, but she did want to finish 
high school. They waited a year, and then 
one June night they went together to the 
graduation ball, Peggy wearing a long pink 
tulle dress—the first and last long dress she 
has ever owned. They danced so long and so 
close that she didn't have the strength to 
walk home and he carried her, fireman fash- 
ion, over his shoulder. 

They were married that summer in a Bap- 
tist church and Al continued living at the 
CCC camp while Peggy was supported at 
home by her parents. It wasn't long before 
Skeeter started coming, and they were des- 
perate about money. Finally Al's sister in 
Springvale, Maine, wrote that Peggy could 
come and stay with her, and there Skeeter 
made his difficult entry into this world. The 
doctor simply threw the infant on the bed, 
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saying he wouldn’t live, and turned to Peggy, 
who had stopped breathing. The sister 
picked up Skeeter, who looked, she said, as 
bruised and battered as his dad coming out 
of the ring. She put the infant in the oven, 
in cold water, in warm water, and finally 
held him under a cold-water pump until he 
drew breath and hollered. 

About this time, in April, 1936, Al quit 
the CCC and went to work in Kennebunk at 
the Kesslen shoe factory to support his 
young family. In September, Peggy was 
pregnant again. During most of her term, Al 
went through a strange phase of sympathy 
sickness, losing his breakfast every morning, 
while Peg felt wonderful. “No wonder he 
doesn’t want any more kids,” she laughs, 
“when he's the one who carries them.” 

No one expected Peggy to live through 
this delivery, but the whole affair was a 
breeze. Five minutes after Gloria arrived 
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she felt like getting up and scrubbing floors. 

Peggy was deliriously happy with her two 
babies, but soon she was pining for more. 
Gloria wasn't two years old when Peggy's 
nephew, Chibby Lesuer, joined the house- 
hold. He was only three weeks old when his 
mother went back into the factory and 
Peggy raised him until he was old enough 
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for school. She had only one bad scare dur- 
ing that time. Chibby got the whooping 
cough when he was two. When he would 
start to strangle, turn black and go stiff as a 
board, Peggy would fling open the window 
and dangle him out by the heels in the freez- 
ing midwinter weather. She pulled him 
through fine. 

When Chibby was four, Peggy took in an- 
other little baby for a year, charging $3 a 
week for his care, and then still another. 
Sharon Dixon joined the fold when she was a 
year old and her father had both legs broken 
in a motorcycle accident. 

All these years Al was working in the 
“shoe shop,” as they call it, and fighting 
bouts on the side. In 1940 and ’41 he was 
state featherweight champion—Skeeter still 
has the posters announcing his father’s 
matches tacked up in his bedroom. Al quit 
undefeated when he could no longer endure 
the pain of fighting with his great broken 
hands, the backs of which are humped with 
pulverized bones. 

When this source 
of income was cut 
off, Peggy gave up 
her shoe-box nurs- 
ery and went into 
the shoe shop; but 
fast as her hands fly 
at home, she just 
couldn’t get the 
hang of factory 


came and she knew 
her two children 
were out of school 
and wandering 
about by them- 
selves, she worried 
herself sick until 


VERY Saturday when he was 
nine, Joshua Loth Liebman 
work. When 3:30 blew his nickel allowance on an 
: ice-cream soda with three straws 
so he could share it with his two 
closest friends. °“ Not sanitary, but 
brotherly," he remembers. 

Today, that brotherliness still 
lives in him as one of the nation's 
most respected men of God. Rabbi 
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She can sympathize, however, with his 
passionate desire for a room of his own, and 
hopes that before too long they will find a 
better home. Like everything else they have 
ever had, they will probably acquire it the 
hard way. For recent events have turned 
their dream for the future to immediate 
necessity. The yellow clapboard has been 
sold and the Welches face eviction. And since 
Maine shares the nation's housing shortage, 
they also face.the high cost of buying or 
building. At present, though, they're not too 
worried. Al has his eye on a small five-room 
job not far from town and Peg believes that, 
working and saving together, they can swing 
a down payment and even add a wing to 
shelter her brood more conveniently. 


The fact that they now have only $30 in 
their savings account is no damper to her 
enthusiasm. The shoe shop suffers a sea- 
sonal slump in the winter, but during the 
summer she manages to salt away as much 
as $300 or $400. She 
collects $21.50 a 
weekfromherboard- 
ers: $5.50 éach for 
those who stay over- 
night from Monday 
through Friday, and 
$5.00 for Patsy Gou- 
let, who goes home 
at night. When you 
consider current 
baby-sitter rates in 
most areas, this 
is phenomenally 
cheap, but then 
Peggy is not in the 
business for the 
money. 

She still longs for 


ing time. After of Boston's Temple Israel, author : 

en oe tis i of the best-selling Peace of Mind, more neh Eid 
came down with he is never too busy to talk over a inca of $2500 Al 
rheumatic fever and parishioner’s problem; he went is still violently op- 
was laid up for three from Boston to Cincinnati to save posed to the idea. 
months in the sum- s despairing sphanger from асбе “If only he had a 
mer of ’45. once. His life is shared by his bril- job he really liked,” 

After recovering, liant wife, Fan, a former student she sighs. “He works 
she went back to the of his who rated an A in his course so hard, and it’s so 


factory, but slid 
downhill so quickly 
that she finally gave 


but got a B because he couldn’t 
appear to show favoritism, and 
Leila, their seventeen-year-old 


monotonous. I’ve 
worked in that fac- 
tory, and I know.” 


i 1 her. adopted daughter who came to 

Within a week she | this haven of peace from the night- | ante to do is to 
had her brother-in- mare of a German concentration open a gym in Ken- 
law’s little baby girl camp. For the intensely aoan nebunk. In this 
in the house. Then story of how a rabbi lives rea small town of 3700 


some friends of hers, 
the Goulets, brought 
two-year-old Patsy 


there are no bowling 
alleys, no dance 
halls, and only one 


over when her father By David Davidson small movie house. 
came down with un- and Hilde Abel Al is very popular 


dulant fever. Soon 


about town, with his 


afterward she ac- in the January Journal hearty Irish wit, and 


quired the three 
Dixon girls, Betty 
Anne, Sally and 
Sharon, when their parents separated. 
Peggy has been sick only once since she 
took up her nursery again. One day last 
winter she and all the small fry came down 
with grippe, so Peggy just crawled into a big 
double bed, taking four youngsters with her. 
The baby spent the day creeping over the 
prostrate sufferers, digging sharp little nails 
into aching bones and poking her fingers into 
mouths and eyes. Peggy didn’t try the bed 
treatment again. 


SKEETER, along with his father, is the only 
person who doesn’t consider the Welch 
ménage ideal. Gloria is thrilled to have com- 
pany in the house, especially babies, and 
goodheartedly shares her bed with the over- 
flow at any time. Skeeter hates having three 
little girls sleeping in his room. He is like his 
father in nature, headstrong, demanding and 
inclined to be jealous of the affection his 
mother showers on the other children. Patsy 
and Sharon irritate him by pulling things 
out of his closet, and he retaliates by inciting 
them to pillow fights in the morning. Sunny- 
natured as a rule, he occasionally launches 
into a “bullying spell” of complaints that 
seems to be about the only thing that really 
gets his mother’s goat. 


would make a good 

instructor. Heitches 

to get back into box- 
ing gloves again. But he has no capital for 
sucha project, and a New England horror of 
borrowing, so he has no hope whatever of 
seeing this particular brain child born. 

Peg dreams of the day when she and Al 
manage to get away by themselves for a va- 
cation. They’ve never had one the whole 
twelve years of their marriage. A very special 
dream revolves around herself in ıa long 
dress, wearing flowers, and her husband in 
tails, dancing at the Stork Club! 

“But we're lucky,” says Peggy.“ We've 
never been in debt—practically no seri- 
ous sickness. We've never starved, either, 
though the fare at times sure got monoto- 
nous. We don't make much money, but we 
have a lot of fun." 

Every Saturday night they leave the kids 
with a sitter and go roaring off in the Boiler 
for an evening of jitterbugging or square 
dancing, sitting very close in the front seat, 
harmonizing the old songs as they once did 
by the old stream in Millinocket. It's still all 
there between these two—the way they look 
at each other, the tender way Al's great 
broken hands hold her as they dance. 

“Being in love and married, with kids, 
that's the best life," sighs Peg happily. 

THE END 
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Hamburger Quickies. So easy to prepare! So economical, be- ЖООШ, “Il bless the d 
aes ! And you ess the day 
cause Hunt’s Tomato Sauce costs but a few cents a can. So delicious Tomato Scrambled Eggs. Just try “em y 


: 5 ts Tomato 
— well, ask Pop and the youngsters! You'll need— you discovered the rich, all-tomato goodness of Hun 


auce. "ll need— 
1 lb. chopped meat 1 can Hunt's Tomato Sauce Sauce. You'll n EE RUE 
; 6 eggs c 
Season hamburgers, brown in hot fat on one side. Turn, pour Hunt's " ы Sauce in 
i i Г heat Hunt's Tomato аис 
Tomato Sauce over them. Cook 8 to 10 minutes more, basting occa- Soft-scramble the eggs. Meanwhile bs Eos (Diese ld 
sionally. Serve on hot toasted rolls. And better make plenty! separate saucepan. Serve eggs, topping 


do for 8 eggs if desired). After enjoying, jot down on your shopping 
list: 6 cans of Hunt's Tomato Sauce! 


< the wonderful 
cooking sauce from 


California 


Bacon /n Beans. They have tantalizing tomato tang, and no 
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Melody likes the nip of snow better than a cat's life of lying by the warm 
hearth. Even the dogs feel the satisfaction of country living in winter. 


Diary of Domesticity 
Sy Gladys Taber 


Y now the valley people are really dug 
in for winter. Wood is piled high in 
sheds, cabbages and potatoes are 
binned in the cellars, and squash and 

apples are stored. Shelves of canned fruits 
and vegetables load every fruit closet. 
Evergreen branches banked around the 
houses give a natural and beautiful insula- 
tion against the cold. 

The breath of the cows smokes in the 
morning air. When George comes to feed 
the dogs, he stamps his,boots on the floor 
and snow crystals fall. The kennel heater is 
turned up, but the cockers seldom stay in- 
side; they dash around in the new clean 
snow, barking with excitement. Linda and 
Little Sister, being puppies still, take little 
nips of snow as they run. How curious that 
this stuff melts in their warm little mouths 
and it is only water! 

The cats step lightly along the fence. 
Tigger seems to like it; his heavy black 
coat glistens with snow, his face is bland. 
But Esmé's sapphire eyes are scornful. 
After a brief scouting expedition she goes 
back to the edge of the open fire and almost 
scorches herself. If the fire blazes too high, 
she retires to the top of a radiator and 
cooks pleasantly. The amount of heat a 
Siamese can endure is simply wonderful. 

Our own cellar now is filled. The acorn 
squash ran slightly amuck last summer and 
we stored 125 squash, besides some butter- 
nut variety. Fortunately we like squash, 
especially stuffed with beef, fish, sausages, 
or even chili! I always steam them first 
until they are almost tender when pierced 
with a fork, then stuff and bake until the 
stuffing sizzles nicely. It takes about half 
an hour for most things. It is possible 
to bake the acorns by splitting them 
and turning them upside down for the first 
thirty minutes, then right side up for 
thirty more, but I think they are tenderer 
with the preliminary steaming. 

We have a shelf of red cabbage canned 
the sweet-and-sour way, which is an experi- 
ment, and a successful one. We followed a 
regular recipe for the German sweet-and- 
sour cabbage, then processed the jars in the 


pressure cooker for thirty minutes at ten 
pounds. We like it especially with pot roast 
or pork. And the rich purple-red looks so 
good in a milk-glass bowl. 

The freezer is full too. All those hot days 
we spent putting down spinach and chard 
and zucchini and eggplant are worth it now. 
We froze barbecue sauce, too, and when the 
freezer was full, we canned some. We did 
chickens and ducks and fillet of flounder. 

And nothing tastes better than a delicate 
fillet of flounder when it is one you caught 
yourself, because even in the midst of a 
blizzard it brings back memories of a blue 
ocean, sea gulls flying, and the good pull of 
the line when the fish is on. I like them 
best rolled in corn meal and fried in half 
bacon fat and half butter or margarine. 
Breakfast is the time to eat it, with toast 
made on a long fork over the open fire. 

There is a peculiar satisfaction to coun- 
try living in winter; that sense of being 
snugged down against the weather must be 
an old feeling we inherit from our fore- 
fathers. Let the snow fall, let the wind 
howl—and it does howl—but we are secure. 
Sometimes we even have a sense of pride 
when a storm is very bad. “Never knew 
a worse one," says George happily; and 
"We are getting some weather now," 
says Mr. Bennet as the mail car rocks in 
the drifts. 

The house fills up just before Christmas 
as the children come home from college or 
jobs and guests arrive for winter week ends. 
We cut greens from our own woods and 
pick out a nice even tree. I like the tree all 
in silver and blue, but in the end we always 
use the old favorites too. 

Ilike the chipped ornaments that some 
special puppy worked over. Just as I love 
my down puff because it has a place in the 
middle where Silver ate a hole out in a fit of 
boredom. The large patch somehow brings 
her back when I see it. 

Now Jill's daughter and mine are “out in 
the world," and only Don is in college. 
Only yesterday, surely, they were three 
small figures in red and blue and brown 
bunny suits trudging through the snow 
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with ragged branches of pine clutched in wet 
mittens. And we were superior beings. Now 
they all treat us with kind condescension. 
We mean well but we don't know very much 
is the general idea. In a few more years our 
status should rise. 

Don feels life is lost to all but Cornell 
students. Cornell has everything. He is a 
sophomore. I myself am an old addict of the 
University of Michigan, especially that 
Michigan band playing The Victors. I men- 
tioned this the other day, but Don was 
scornful. 

“They got the idea for the Michigan band 
from Cornell," he said loftily. “It isn’t their 
own at all." 

Dear me, Y thought, even the Michigan band 
is Cornell's. You can't beat that. 

What a wonderful thing this school loyalty 
is. Even the grass is greener, the autumn 
leaves brighter on one's own campus. If the 
football team loses, it should have won, it 
was a fluke. The other team was nowhere 
near so good. 

This is all right and proper for the student 
age, but it is a kind of attitude which 
shouldn't go on all through life. I always feel 
embarrassed when I hear some senator over 
the radio saying America is so much better 
than any other country in 
the world. If it be so, we 
have dire responsibilities 
which we are not fulfilling 
to the rest of this globe. 
And that old school tie 
should not blind us to the 
good in other countries. 

We are rich; everyone says so. And pros- 
perous. But there is plenty of poverty still, 
enough injustice to keep us from being 
as smug as a turkey. And if we do not share 
the material things we have that other 
peoples need, we are like the rich man pull- 
inghis robes aside as he walks past the beggar. 

The real joy of Christmas is the joy of 
sharing. I often think women who say they 
dread the extra work and the shopping and 
the confusion are women who secretly have 
little passion for giving. If it is just a duty 
and a chore, there is no fun in it. 

We are having another Christmas which 
we planned to get ready for in August and 
didn't. It sounds so efficient to collect gifts 
through the year and label them and greet 
the holiday season with a folded pair of 
hands. But we are always wrapping madly 
up to Christmas Eve itself. 

When I was growing up, we used to pack 
the gifts in baskets, and carry them around 
the little town late Christmas Eve—meaning 
between five and seven. How I loved those 
snowy walks with a basket filled with red 
and gold and green packages. I always think 
of it now when most presents mean standing 
in line at the post office. Mamma used to tie 
sprigs of holly in the ribbons. 

The stars would come out over the church 
spire, and the sound of carols was in the air, 
and it was all wonderful and exciting, for 
there was no dark current of war as yet. 
Mamma made pounds of Christmas candies, 
sweet and bitter chocolates, fondant, di- 
vinity fudge, panocha, Turkish delight. 


Then we had ribbon candy in lurid green 
and red and blue, and big striped candy canes 
sharp with peppermint. Oh, yes, stuffed 
dates and almonds browned in butter. There 
were no shortages then, except of oranges 
and grapefruit. An orange in the toe of the 
stocking was wonderful. 

Mamma always gave her best presents to 
people who didn’t have much. I always con- 
centrated on the people I loved best, spend- 
ing hours of thought over a photograph 
album for my dearest friend. Mamma was 
easy, for she loved delicate things of any 
sort, but father was impossible. He did not 
smoke. He had no patience with gadgets. 
He thought novels were light reading and a 
waste of time. He did read Longfellow and 
Burns, but the only other reading except 
geological journals was the National Geo- 
graphic. I used to give him blue ties. 

One year he gave mamma a full set of The 
History of the Cheyenne Indians, and he 
enjoyed that. He and I both loved Indians, 
but mamma thought they were poor things 


Manners were invented to 
keep fools at a distance. 
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the Government had done wrong by in the 
past and no use talking about it. 

When I grew older I made him give her a 
potted plant, by way of romance, but his 
heart was not in it. What was the use, he 
asked, of things that wouldn’t last? But 
when people came to the house, mamma 
would point out that potted cherry the first 
thing and tell where it had come from. 


The best thing father ever did for me was 
to build the dollhouse. All my life, now and 
then, there is something that I want so 
passionately that I dream about it. I yearn 
for that thing almost indecently. If I don’t 
get it, I quiet down about it after a while. 
But oh, how much I do want it! Usually it 
will be something like a certain dog or a cat 
or new books. That year it was a dollhouse. 
And he built it, working nights in the cellar, 
and there it was on Christmas morning, a 
three-story one, with an elevator in it that 
pulled up and down! If joy could have killed 
me, I would have perished right by the little 
front stoop. My ecstasy must have alarmed 
him, for he kept saying afterward, “Now you 
can't have everything you want in this world!” 

The cooking for Christmas is fun. Jill and 
I begin days ahead baking and brewing. We 
bring the turkey up from 
the freezer in time to thaw 
well. We usually stuff our 
birds before freezing, and 
I like chestnut or_corn- 
bread stuffing for the tur- 
key. Our own cranberry 
sauce is special, because 
the wild cranberries in the meadow are large 
and sweet. 

For years we had a frantic hunt every 
year for Grandma Raybold’s plum-pudding 
recipe, in her slanting, faded handwriting 
on yellowed old letter. paper. Now we 
have it in the cookbook and turn smartly 
to the page. Jill says it is worth all the 
work of. getting the recipes together to be 
able to lay our hands on what we want. I 
sometimes feel doubtful when I think of how 
I felt when we found the cup of applesauce 
had been left out of the applesauce-cake rec- 
ipe by an error. A horrid fear has beset me 
ever since that I might go down in history 
as the woman who tried to make applesauce 
cake with no applesauce! 

If we have a big crowd Christmas Eve, it 
is always the party of the year for me. I can 
be sentimental over every minute and no- 
body minds. I can even write little verses 
for each place, have only candlelight, and 
play all the Christmas carols. 

We can pop corn and crack nuts with a 
flatiron on the hearth, and Rob can copy 
Rogers’ Rangers Hot Buttered Rum. Andy 
can read aloud the very best of Moby Dick 
or quote poetry, while Fay knits on a scrap 
of bonnet for her daughter’s new baby. 

This is really the best of life, I think, with 
the snow deep outside, and the firelight warm 
inside and the aroma of herbs and turkey 
and pine and bayberry candles in the air. 
With cockers underfoot and cats on the 
hearth, and carols in the air. Good friends, 
and the children all at home from their far- 
off lives. What they do and feel is a strange 
new way the rest of the year, but now, at 
Christmas, they are all family again. * 

I always wait up, after everything is quiet, 
so I can put a last log on, let Honey, Melody 
and Hildegarde out a last time, let the cats 
in, turn the lights off and see the Christmas 
tree glitter in the light of the cold winter 
moon. 

I think of the people all over the world who 
have no Christmas, I think of the old weary 
world. I utter my own prayers for a better 
world for them tomorrow. I remember my 
childhood in a peaceful time, and the doll- 
house. And I think of the Christ child born 
centuries ago to bring peace on earth, good 
will to men. That is all we need. Peace on 
earth, good will to men. 

Melody stands in the lighted doorway with 
me, looking out at the soft drifts, her nose 
powdered with snow crystals. The stillness of 
snow lies over the hills and the valley. 

And I end the day, as I have for years, 
saying softly, “God rest you merry, gentle- 
men." THE END 


—EMERSON, 
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GRANDFATHER 
RUDDYFUDDY LOOKS 
OVER LANCASTER 


(Continued from Page 49) 


Grandfather took hold of the throatlatch 
and began to buckle it. Nicodemus, still 
thinking of the car and how comfortable he 
was in the barn, reached down and grabbed 
a large mouthful of Grandfather’s white 
beard. = 

“Tarnation,” said Grandfather іп a muf- 
fled voice, and swung his arms wildly until he 
found Nicodemus’ nose. He squeezed the 
soft nostrils shut and Nicodemus had to let 
go. Grandfather rubbed his chin. “ Jacob, 
fetch a string of sleigh bells, the little silver 
ones, and strap them оп.” 

“There’s already big brass bells set on the 
shafts," said Jacob, as he returned with the 
long strap covered with silver bells. 

“T’m going to meet Grandmother in Lan- 
caster with bells ringing," said Grandfather, 
“if it kills both you and Nicodemus. Put 
those bells on, and open the door.” 

Grandfather climbed into the sleigh and 
tucked the old buffalo robe around his legs. 
He pulled on his mittens and picked up the 
reins. “Но, Nicodemus,” shouted Grand- 
father, slapping the reins on the horse’s back. 
Jacob rolled the barn door open and Nic- 
odemus tugged at the sleigh. He pretended 
he couldn’t move it on the dry barn floor. 
“Ho, boy, you can do it,” shouted Grand- 
father and slapped the reins again. 

Nicodemus got the sled moving, and it 
slid out of the barn onto the soft snow. The 
big brass bells on the shafts and the little sil- 
ver bells on his back began to jingle. This isn’t 
as bad as I thought, said Nicodemus to him- 
self. He broke into a trot. The big bells took 
up a deeper note, and the little bells sang a 
chorus of young and tiny voices. 

“Ho,” said Grandfather, and he took a 
tighter grip on the reins. “This is the life!” 
His blue eyes began to twinkle again, and his 
breath was gray steam through his white 
beard. 

At the forks Grandfather swung Nico- 
demus off the main highway onto the old, 
unpaved Lancaster short cut. The snow- 
plows left that route to the last, and he and 
Nicodemus had the road to themselves. 

Old Mrs. Stolfus heard the bells and hur- 
ried to the front door. She waved at Grand- 
father, and he waved back. My, it does a 
body good to see a sleigh again, thought Mrs. 
Stolfus, and went back to her rocker feeling 
all warm inside. 


(GRANDFATHER passed the two Roche chil- 
dren on their way to school, and they sang to 
the sleigh bells, **Good morning, Mr. Ruddy- 
fuddy.” Grandfather shouted back, “Good 
morning,” and wished they were going his 
way. It would have been nice to bundle two 
small children under the buffalo robe with 
him and jingle them down to school. Grand- 
father thought of turning around, but then 
it was six miles to Lancaster, and Nicodemus 
wasn’t as young as he used to be. He mustn’t 
be late for Grandmother’s train either. My, 
how astonished Grandmother was going to 
be when she saw the sleigh. She’d fuss about 
it at first, but after they got out of the noise 
of Lancaster and she heard the bells ring out 
on the white world, she’d remember bygone 
years and know why he brought the sleigh. 
Even though she never said much about i 
when she got one, Grandmother could rec- 
ognize a compliment. 

Yes sir, thought Grandfather, we’ll stop at 
old Mrs. Stolfus’ on the way back and say 
hello. She and Grandmother haven’t seen each 
other in years. I'll buy some extra snitz in 
market to take to her, and some raisins too. 

Ho-ho-ho sang the big bells. Yes-yes-yes 
answered the little bells. Nicodemus arched 
his neck like a three-year-old and put more 
knee action in his stride. His sharp-shod 
feet made a put-put-put in the snow and 
Grandfather and Nicodemus went to Lan- 
caster in the Portland cutter. 

“Napoleon, what in thunder made you 
come into Lancaster in a sleigh?” asked 
William Fox, as Grandfather and Nico- 
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demus pulled into the little livery stable near 
the station. 

“Oh,” said Grandfather airily, “I just felt 
like it.” He rolled back the buffalo robe and 
wrapped the reins around the whipsocket. 

“You must be near froze,” said William. 
“Come into the office and have a little 
schnapps.” 

“Well,” said Grandfather, sorely tempted, 
“that’s kind of you, but I’m meeting Mrs. 
Ruddyfuddy on the New York train.” 

“Oh,” said William understandingly. “She 


been away?” 

“Two weeks," said Grandfather. “Visit- 
ing our boy.” 

“My,” said William, “you must be near 
starved.” 


“Made smoked sausage and pancakes for 
breakfast. Good ones too,” said Grandfather. 

“I wish I hadn’t of asked you,” -said 
William. “There hasn’t been a piece of 
smoked sausage in Lancaster in a month. 
Want me to feed Nicodemus?” 

“ Just a forkful of hay,” said Grandfather. 
“The train’s ’most due. Grandmother and I 
should be back in fifteen minutes.” 

He set his fur cap at a jaunty angle, 
waved good-by to William, and sallied forth 
to the station. A train from Pittsburgh was 
pulling out as he mounted the station plat- 
form. 

“The Philadelphia train on time?" asked 
Grandfather of a passing station agent. 

“Be in in ten minutes,” answered the 
agent, hurrying toward his warm office. 

“That’s fine," said Grandfather. 

He walked up and down the almost de- 
serted platform, considering which was the 
best way to greet Grandmother. She was so 
much taller than he, public demonstrations 
of affection were always awkward. He'd 
about decided just to put one arm around 
her and give her a quick squeeze, when a 
voice said: 

"Where's your red suit?" 

Grandíather turned around and looked 
way down at a pair of brown eyes and brown 
pigtails under a rabbitskin hood. “What?” 
asked Grandfather. 

“Why aren't you wearing your red suit?” 

“Oh,” said Grandfather, who always kept 
forgetting how much he looked like Santa 
Claus. He glanced up and down the plat- 
form, as if to make sure no one was listening, 
then bent down and said, ''I' m traveling 
incognito." 

"Oh," said the little girl, looking wise. 

My, thought Grandfather, she’s a smart 
little thing to understand such big words. 

“What,” said the little girl, “‘isincognito?” 

Grandfather scratched his head. “ It means 
nobody's supposed to know who I am." 

“Why not?” 

“Because,” said Grandfather, and then he 
had an inspiration. “ Do you know what day 
it is?" 


“Certainly,” said the little girl. “It’s four 
days before Christmas.” 

“That’s right," said Grandfather, "it's 
the twenty-first of December. I always 
come to Lancaster four days before Christ- 
mas to look around and see if everything is 
ready. That makes it much easier when I re- 
turn on Christmas Eve. I’m a very busy 
man on Christmas Eve.” 

“Of course," said the little girl, “ you must 
be. Do you go to Columbia ahead of time 
to look around?” 

“Well,” said Grandfather, scratching his 
head again, “I don't know if I'll have the 
time." The little girl looked horrified. “Of 
course,” Grandfather hurried on, *I might 
be able to have one of my assistants take 
care of it. What's your name?” 

“Prudence,” said the little girl. 

“That’s a nice name," said Grandfather. 
“Are you going for a train ride, Prudence?” 

"No," said Prudence, "I'm waiting for 
my daddy." 

The big electric engine with its string of 
cars pulled into the station and stopped be- 
fore Prudence or Grandfather heard it. A 
loud-speaker in the station blared, “Train 
from Philadelphia Train from Phil- 
adelphia. Passengers for Columbia and 
Marietta change here." Grandfather looked 
at the few scattered passengers alighting 
from the train. There was no tall, gaunt 
woman in a black dress. He walked the 
length of the platform and peered in through 
the car windows. 

“All aboard—all aboard," sang the brake- 
man. 

"Hey," said Grandfather, "what hap- 
pened to the New York coaches? " 

The train began to move. “Snow’s got the 
New York-Philadelphia line all tied up," 
shouted the brakeman. “New York train 
missed connections with us. They ought to 
be along on the next train." 

“When’s that due?” yelled Grandfather. 

“About two hours," yelled back the brake- 
man as the train gathered speed and pulled 
away from the station. 

“Tarnation,” said Grandfather. 

“What,” said a voice, “is tarnation?” 

Grandfather turned and looked down. 
“Prudence,” he asked, “were you waiting 
for daddy to come from New York?” 

“My daddy is coming from New York,” 
said Prudence. 

"He'll be here in two hours," said Grand- 
father. “‘We better go into the station and 
find your mother." 

"She's not in the station," said Prudence. 

“Where is she?” asked Grandfather. 

“T don’t know,” said Prudence. 

“My heavens!” said Grandfather. 

"Mother's gone away," continued Pru- 
dence. "Aunt May put me on the train in 
Pittsburgh. She told the man in the blue 
suit to have me wait here for daddy." 
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Grandfather looked at the tiny Prudence. 
He looked at theempty platform. He thought 
of the dark and barren waiting room and of 
the one crusty old station agent. 

“Prudence,” he asked, "how would you 
like to join me in looking over Lancaster for 
two hours?" 

“With Santa Claus?” breathed Prudence 
with awe. 

“Incognito,” said Grandfather, and took 
her hand. 

When Grandfather and Prudence walked 
into the livery stable, William Fox gulped 
his glass of schnapps and stuck the bottle in 
Nicodemus’ manger. "My," said William, 
“how Mrs. Ruddyfuddy has changed!” 

"Shush," said Grandfather, putting his 
finger to his lips and nodding toward Pru- 
dence. 

“Shush,” said Prudence. 

“Shush,” said William automatically. 
“Hey ——” 

“I am incognito,” said Grandfather to 
William Fox. 

Nicodemus pulled his nose out of the hay 
and watched Grandfather. So, thought Nic- 
odemus, he took some schnapps after all. It’s 


a good thing for him Grandmother didn't 


arrive. 
.. Prudence pointed at Nicodemus. “That 
doesn't look like a reindeer.” 

Nicodemus looked behind himself to see 
what she was talking about. 

“That,” said Grandfather grandly, “is a 
reindeer. He has to be incognito too.” 

' Prudence nodded her head. “Of course," 

she said. “I didn't think of that.” 

William Fox reached 
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bells. That’s no fire engine, he said to himself 
and held out his arms to stop the cars on 
Queen Street. On Chestnut Street, auto- 
mobiles crawled behind the walking Nico- 
demus. It’s that old fool, Napoleon Ruddy- 
fuddy, said Patrolman Dougherty to him- 
self. He ought to know better than to bring a 
horse and sleigh down Chestnut Street! 

Patrolman Dougherty held up his hand 
and Nicodemus stopped. “Look here, 
Mr. ——” 

“Shush,” said Grandfather. 

“Shush yourself,” said Patrolman Dough- 
erty, "you old fossil. You ought to know 
better than to tie up traffic with that sleigh.” 

“That,” said Prudence sharply, “is no 
way to talk to Santa Claus. Oh—I told it! 
I’m sorry.” 


“Irs quite all right, Prudence,” said 
Grandfather. “Mr. Dougherty is an official 
of the city, and he knows I always make a 
survey of Lancaster at this time of year.” 

Patrolman Dougherty took a deep breath. 
He looked at the brown pigtails and earnest 
brown eyes. Then he looked into Grand- 
father’s twinkling blue eyes. “Excuse me. 
I didn’t recognize you. You see, miss,” he 
said to Prudence, “Mr. Claus hasn’t been 
here since this time last year.” 

Horns tooted. An angry motorist leaned 
out of his car door and shouted, “Hey, you, 
get this traffic untangled.” 

Patrolman Dougherty shouted back, “ГЇЇ 
untangle it when I feel like it." 

“TIl see the mayor about this," yelled the 
motorist. "I'll give him your number.” 

"Go ahead," bellowed 


into the hay, touched the ZI patrolman Dougherty. 
schnapps bottle and shud- "You'll find him at the 
dered. » A young man will try to Stevens House.” Heturned 

Grandfather helped change a lady's ways: а hisbackonthehubbuband 


Prudence into the sleigh 
and tucked the buffalo robe 


middle-aged man will accom- 
modate himself to them; an 
old man will laugh at them. 


addressed Grandfather. 
“How do you find things 


about her. “Ho,” said —ANow, in Lancaster this year, 
Grandfather, slapping Mr. Claus?" 
Nicodemus with the reins.  BEEBREEEHEEEEEEEEEEEEEEENEEEEENI "Fine," said Grand- 


“We'll be back." 

“On Christmas Eve," said Prudence. 

Nicodemus started at a careful walk. “Ho, 
Blitzen, trot," said Grandfather, giving an 
extra-hard slap. 

My heavens, thought Nicodemus, this is 
bad, and he broke into a trot. 

“Bells!” said Prudence. 

“Silver bells!” said Grandfather. 

The bells danced down old Duke Street. 
People stopped to watch. Nicodemus arched 
his neck and lifted high hocks through the 
snow. Ho-ho-lo sang the big bells; Yes-yes- 
yes chimed the silver bells. Grandfather sat 
up straight and his beard blew, white in the 
wind. 

“Your nose is awfully red,” said Prudence. 

“Of course it is,” said Grandfather. “It’s 
cold at the North Pole.” 

“Do you like to come down here where it’s 
warm?” asked Prudence, and shivered. 

Grandfather pulled the buffalo robe more 
tightly about her. “Cold?” he asked. 

“I’m hungry,” said Prudence. 

“My goodness!" said Grandfather. "I 


hadn't thought of that. When we get to- 


market I'll give you some snitz pie." 

“Is it good to eat?” asked Prudence. 

“I was raised on snitz pie," said Grand- 
father. 

“Then I'd like some," said Prudence. 


"нку turned into Chestnut Street, and 
Nicodemus slowed to a walk. Christmas 
store windows beckoned with good things 
and invited them to come in. A Salvation 
Army Santa Claus rang his bell at them as 
they passed. 

Prudence tugged excitedly at Grandfather's 
sleeve. "His whiskers are made of cotton. 
He's an impostor,” said she, pointing to the 
Santa Claus. 

“That’s a big word,” said Grandfather. 
“Do you know what it means?” 

“Yes,” said Prudence. “It’s somebody 
who pretends to be somebody he isn’t. They 
put you in jail.” 

“T hope not,” said Grandfather. 

Patrolman George (Fats) Dougherty was 
directing traffic at the intersection of Queen 
and Chestnut streets when he heard the 


father, “very fine.” 

“They are not, Mr. Policeman,” said 
Prudence. “‘There’s an impostor in town." 

"Where?" demanded Patrolman Dough- 
erty, reaching for his handcuffs. 

“There,” said Prudence, pointing to the 
Salvation Army Santa Claus# 

"He has cotton whiskers,” said Grand- 
father. 

"Il attend to that right away,” said 
Patrolman Dougherty in an authoritative 
voice. 

“Fine,” said Grandfather, “fine. I always 
appreciate the welcome I get in Lancaster. 
Ho, Blitzen.” He slapped the reins on Nic- 
odemus. 

Patrolman Dougherty was halfway up the 
block toward the Salvation Army Santa 
Claus when he came to a halt. What in 
Blitzen, said he to himself, do I think I'm 
doing now? 

Grandfather drove into the horse shed 
behind the market and put a blanket on 
Nicodemus. “This,” said he, taking Pru- 
dence by the hand, “is my favorite spot in 
Lancaster.” 

Prudence’s eyes grew round with wonder. 
The curb before the old market house was 
lined with Christmas trees. Holly and laurel 
and rhododendron leaves were piled a glossy 
green on flat tablelike booths. Yellow-red 
bittersweet trailed over the counters and 
spilled on the sidewalk. 

“Tt must be wonderful,” breathed Pru- 
dence, “to be who you аге.” 

“Tt is,” said Grandfather. “Соте along.” 
He swung open the great door of the market 
house. 

“Oh,” said Prudence. “Oh!” 

Yellow pumpkins and white cauliflowers 
seemed to pour toward them. Farther away, 
flowers—yellow chrysanthemums, white 
snowballs, blue hyacinths—stood stiffly in 
prim glass vases. Red-pepper plants nodded 
gracefully in their flowerpots, and beyond 
were apples, and great baskets of potatoes, 
and white onions, and yet beyond hung 
heavy sides of bacon and cans of lard. 

“Need any corn meal?" asked a woman. 
She dipped a cup in a heap of golden meal on 
her booth, held it high and poured it back. 
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“Not today, thank you,” said Grandfather. 

“Tve some nice scrapple too,” said the 
woman. : 

“Ts scrapple as good as snitz pie?" asked 
Prudence. 

“Yes,” said Grandfather, “only it's not 
as digestible.” 

They passed booths loaded with fat tur- 
keys and tender chickens. Pyramids of eggs 
confronted them. And the smells—smells 
everywhere: of smoked meat and cheese, and 
crisp vegetables, and apples, and flowers, and 
warm wet earth. 

The tiny hand in Grandfather’s big one 
tugged and came to a stop. Grandfather 
looked at Prudence. An Amish woman in her 
black bonnet and plain clothes was selling 
soft green moss for use in making Christmas- 
tree gardens. Each piece was a little green 
rolling meadow, and in the middle of all the 
meadows stood a lamb. He was carefully 
carved of wood, with real wool on his sides. 
His nose and his hoofs were painted a shining 
black, and his eyes were a trusting brown. 
Prudence was staring at the lamb. 

“Do you,” asked she, “‘ever deliver pres- 
ents ahead of time?” 

“Well,” said Grandfather, “it’s highly ir- 
regular.” 

Prudence continued to stare at the lamb. 

“Of course," said Grandfather, "today's 
snow might melt before Christmas, and I'd 
have trouble getting to Columbia.” 

Prudence reached out and touched the 
lamb with one finger. 

“I think," said Grandtather, “we'd better 
take it along right now." He pulled a little 
cloth sugar bag out of his pocket, untied it, 
and took out a dollar bill.. 

“But you don't have to pay for things, do 
you?” said Prudence. 

“No,” said Grandfather. “I just want to 
leave her my address." 

“Tell her it's the North Pole.” 

“That’s a pretty big place," said Grand- 
father. He took out a stub of a pencil and 
wrote, “‘ Shush, I'm Santa Claus,” on the bill 
and handed it to the Amish woman. She put 
on her spectacles and read the note carefully. 

“Ach,” said the woman. “For Kriss Krin- 
gle there is no charge,” and she handed the 
bill back to Grandfather. 

“Who is Kriss Kringle?” asked Prudence, 
tucking the lamb under her arm. 

“Just another of my incognitos,” he told 
her. “Come along, Prudence, for here are 
the snitz pies.” 

Miss Azaela and Miss Peachy Parker were 
famous for their baking. Pies with flaky top 
crusts and open-faced pumpkin pies adorned 
their counter. Cakes with chocolate icing 
and fuzzy coconut cakes floated lightly beside 
the pies. Fat doughnuts, sugar-dusted, stood 
in solemn columns, and sand tarts tumbled on 
a tray like yellow dollars. 
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“We,” said Grandfather, “want a snitz 
pie." 

“Good morning, Mr. Ruddyfuddy," said 
Miss Azaela. "I haven't seen you in a 
month." 

“Madam,” said Grandfather, “there must 
be some mistake. I haven’t been here since 
this time last December.” 

Miss Peachy, standing behind her sister, 
sniffed audibly. "Drinking. No wonder his 
wife’s left him and gone to New York.” 

Miss Azaela spoke loudly, hoping to drown 
out Miss Peachy’s voice: "When's Mrs. 
Ruddyfuddy due back from New York?” 

“Madam,” said Grandfather, ‘‘it has been 
reported to me you make the best snitz pies 
in Lancaster County. We wish to try one.” 

“Give it to him,” whispered Miss Peachy, 
“before he makes a scene.” 

Miss Azaela selected a pie. She picked up 
a paper bag. “Shall I put it in a toot?” 

“No,” said Grandfather, “we do not plan 
to save it. Come Prudence.” He led her to a 
near-by lunch counter, and they climbed on 
high stools. “Two glasses of milk," said 
Grandfather to the counterman, “апа two 
plates." With his jackknife Grandfather cut 
the pie in half. “Here, see what you think 
of that.” 

She took a bite, tasted it, and looked at the 
pie. "Why, it’s made of dried apples." И 

"Certainly," said Grandfather. “1 told 
you it was snitz pie.” 5 

“Td like to grow up on snitz pie too.” 

“There’s nothing better,” said Grand- 
father, taking a bite. They finished their pie ° 
and milk and Grandfather slipped a quarter 
under his plate when Prudence wasn't look- 
ing. He pulled out his big silver watch. 
“ Му heavens!” said Grandfather. “ We must 
hurry or we'll miss the train." 

Nicodemus looked at them reproachfully 
as they returned. He hadn't expected to 
stand around Lancaster all day, and the 
market shed was cold. When Grandíather 
took the blanket off his back and put it in 
the sleigh, Nicodemus moved restlessly. 

“Steady, Blitzen,” said Grandfather. 

"He's a wonderful reindeer," said 
Prudence. 

This, thought Nicodemus, gets worse and 
Worse. 

Grandíather lifted Prudenceinto the sleigh 
and quickly wrapped her in the robe. 
“Hurry, boy," said he to Nicodemus, “we 
haven’t much time.” 

They returned up Chestnut Street at a 
trot so fast the bells stuttered with excite- 
ment. Patrolman Dougherty waved at them 
as they passed, and they waved back. The 
Salvation Army Santa Claus had moved to 
another location. 

“The impostor’s ропе,” said Prudence. 

“T knew our friend the policeman would 
take care of it," said Grandfather. 


"Т always like to keep busy at something myself.” 
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They swung into Queen Street and one 
runner left the ground. “‘Oo-ooh,” said Pru- 
dence, as the sleigh tilted sideways. 

A block from the station Grandfather 
heard the train whistle. “Ho, Blitzen—ho, 
boy," he called. Nicodemus broke into a 
gallop and the bells rang loud and clear. At 
the station, Grandfather hastily threw the 
blanket over Nicodemus and lifted Prudence 
from the sleigh. He took her hand and they 
dashed up the steps and onto the platform. 
People were descending from the train. 

“There he is," said Prudence. She let go of 
Grandfather’s hand and, clutching her lamb, 
ran toward a tall soldier. 

“Whew,” said Grandfather. He wiped his 
forehead with his blue bandanna. 

Grandmother was so tall she was easy to 
find in a crowd. Grandfather saw her, put 
his bandanna away, felt under his whiskers 
to make sure he'd remembered to put on a 
necktie, and straightened his fur cap. 

“Hello, mother,” said Grandfather, taking 
her suitcase. 

“How are you, Napoleon?” said Grand- 
mother. 

When they reached the top of the steps 
Grandmother saw Nicodemus and the sleigh. 

“Humph,” said Grandmother. “It would 
have been more sensible to bring the car.” 

Grandfather was tucking the suitcase in 
the back of the Portland cutter when he 
heard a familiar voice. 

“Everything seems to be very ready for 
Christmas in Lancaster,” said Prudence. 

“Yes,” said Grandfather, turning around. 
“Tm quite pleased with the arrangements.” 

“Good-by, Mr. 

,"Shush," said Grandfather, putting his 
finger to his lips. 

“Shush,” answered Prudence. She put her 
finger to her lips, turned and skipped away. 

“What in the world is that child talking 
about?" asked Grandmother. 

“T haven't the faintest idea," said Grand- 
father, putting his arm around Grandmother 
and giving a little squeeze. 
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world. The most, rewarding. A veritable 
fortress against misfortune. Satisfaction is 
bound to be there; and for all you know, 
that will-o'-the-wisp, personal happiness, 
may also overtake you. 

Hasty divorce is seldom the broad, invit- 
ing road to release and further adventure 
which it appears to be at a distance. Ob- 
servation leads me to believe that the hast- 
ily divorced (and that’s the majority) 
sooner or later regret it. This regret is has- 
tened, and heightened, if there is remarriage, 
as there usually is. 

Men and women are likely to marry by 
types. The woman, for example, who prefers 
a weak, complaisant, charming man, given 
to drink, after a while becomes weary and 
divorces him. Ten to one, pretty soon or 
immediately, she turns up with a weak, com- 
plaisant, charming man, given to drink. The 
woman, who prefers the supermasculine, 
arrogant, bullying male, divorces him for 
“mental cruelty," and before long appears 
with an arrogant, bullying successor. Jump- 
ing from the frying pan into the fire is one of 
the oldest of human pursuits. 

At the moment, around thirty out of every 
hundred marriages in the United States end 
in disaster. The ratio between divorce and 
marriage is steadily narrowing. If divorce 
about catches up with marriage, the results 
are fairly obvious. 

Marriage—the family—is the foundation 
of civilization. If you destroy the founda- 
tions of a house, the house falls down. Nor 
does it make much difference whether the 
destruction comes from without or within; 
so for all we know, ill-considered divorce 
may be as threatening as a third World War. 
That's something to think about. Irrespon- 
sible men and women are as dangerous as 
atomic bombs, and there're a lot more of 
them. THE END 








209 










st like getting 
an extra pair 


of nylons! 






LUXED stockings 
last twice as long— 
strain tests show! 





Luxing is such an easy way to get. 
more stocking wear! Stockings washed 
with a strong soap go into runs long 
before those washed with Lux. 
Scientific strain tests proved that. 
Proved, too, that Luxed stockings 
lasted twice as long. That’s just like 
getting an extra pair of stockings 
every time you buy a pair! 

Nylon, rayon, silk and cotton all 
showed similar results. Be wise— 
Lux stockings after every wearing. 


Over 90% of the makers 
of stockings recommend LUX 


A PRODUCT OF LEVER BROTHERS COMPANY 


Gala Sewing Boxes with "just-what-I-wanted" charm! 
Chintz-covered buckets, sewing baskets, darning sets, travel 
kits, 69¢ to $12.95. Also: glamour aprons, bright scarves, 
surprises for her Christmas stocking. 





Featherweight Singer Portable—an | 1-pound 
wonder with a pick-up-and-carry case—and all 
the features of a full-size Singer. Reserve one 
now! The sooner you order, the sooner your 
name will lead the delivery list. 





Handsome Sewing Cabinets with that “deco- 
rator" look. Modern or period styles іп a variety 
of finishes to harmonize with any room: Ample 
drawer space for every sewing notion a lady 
could need. Model illustrated, $35. Others 
starting at $21. 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 





Singer Electric Irons that will win a hug for Santa! 
Smooth-pressing “home” model with switch for 
fast, medium, or slow heating, $10.95. Compact 
folding iron for fine pieces and travel, $8.10. Both 
with Fabric Dial: 





De Luxe Desk-Model Machine—aristocrat of all ma- 
chines! A smooth-stitching Singer, encased in a handsome 
modern desk. Get your name on the order list early! Hus- 
bands, please note: We'll do our level best, but if your Singer 
doesn't arrive in time for Christmas, just tell the wife it's on 
the way. She'll know it's worth waiting for! 


3 


Bm 
For your protection Singer sells its machines only through 
Singer Sewing Centers, identified by the Red “S” on the 
window, and never through department stores or other 
outlets. 
Check address of your local Singer Shop in phone book. 
Singer Sewing Machine Company. 


THERE'S ONE NEAR YOU TO SERVE YOU 


Copyright, U.S.A. 1946, 1947, by The Singer Manufacturing Company. All rights reserved for all countries, 


December, 1947 


Singer Vacuum Cleaners—to lighten a lady's 
work! Deluxe 2-speed upright model—releases cord 
as you need it, automatically takes up slack, $79.95. 
Portable hand cleaner for above-floor use, $27.25. 





For Cold-weather, hot-weather comfort! Singer 
Room Heater—circulates warm air or cool at the 
flick of a switch, $19.75. Singer Ribbonaire Fan 
—silent, vibrationless, $12.45. 





Buttonholer, shown above, turns out perfect, non- 
fraying buttonholes, $9.75. Zigzagger, Gatherer, 
Hemstitcher, many others—priced from 50¢. 





Singer Sewing Lessons at the Singer Sewing 
Center—a welcome gift for mother or daughter! 
8 lessons, $8 for teen-agers, $10 for adults. Shown 
above is the Singer Sewing Center at 827 East 
Lake Street, Minneapolis, Minn. Hundreds more 
from coast to coast. There's one near you! 
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n Easy...you darling ! 


| was afraid you were 
qz. giving me a Fur Coat ! 





PHOTO BY J, DI PIETRO 


This shows inside the toy cabinet made in three sections for easy moving. 


CHILDREN’S CENTER AT HOME 


(Continued from Page 179) 


harmoniously that it is easy to change the 
color accents from time to time and have a 
whole new effect. Green jaspé linoleum 
on the floor, yellow-green walls, and bright 
plaid sailcloth at the windows make the 
room gay and sufficiently grown-up to 
please the older children. 

The natural wood is simply finished with 
shellac so it will withstand hard use with- 
out marking. Remember one thing in 
planning a children’s center: don’t make it 
resemble a nursery. Children grow up 
rapidly, so that cute decorations are un- 
suitable, and it is much better to have a 
background which does not date than to be 
changing the accessory decorations to suit 
the maturing taste of developing children. 
Children like aroom with grown-up touches, 
especially if everything belongs to them. 


The table and benches. The table is a 
simple trestle style, carpenter made, and 
finished with a red-linoleum top. A home 
carpenter or handy man can make it. The 
dimensions are as follows: top, 32" х 72”; 
height, 2814’’. For the shaped ends, cut or 
draw a pattern like the one shown, or use 
your own design, and have it sawed out by 
a professional, with a band saw. The 
benches are schoolroom style, likewise easy 
to make. A single board makes the top, and 
the end supports are sawed out in the same 
manner as the table. 


The toy cabinet. Just about everything 
a child plays with fits into our three-section 
cabinet. It is made of unselected pine— 
sidewalk lumber—with no trick joints or 
fitting. You just nail piece onto piece in 
true amateur style. 

The easiest way to build such a cabinet, 
if you haven't a fairly well-equipped base- 
ment workshop at home, is to look up one 
of the cut-lumber-service stores and have all 
the pieces cut exactly to size, ready for you 
to take home and nail together. Inciden- 
tally, these cut-lumber-service stores, which 
are becoming more and more numerous, 
save you worlds of time and worry, and the 
cost of cutting is negligible. You can just 
load the cut sections into your car, drive 
home, and start nailing the pieces together. 
Lacking this service, go to a carpenter for 
the cutting. It won’t cost much and starts 
you well on your way. If you have an old- 
style bookcase or china closet, even a big 
wardrobe, you can remodel it to use as a 
toy cabinet. Open shelves are less de- 
sirable. 


Elsewhere in a children's center. 
Have a couch for naps, a blackboard, a 
closet for out-of-door play clothes, a first- 
aid cabinet, and a movie screen. De luxe 
features are a low lavatory with mirror for 
washing up before meals, a drinking foun- 
tain and a practice piano. 


Cut-lumber specifications for the toy cabinet 
CENTER CABINET 


Top, bottom and 4 center shelves 
Exterior sides 

Back 

Separations 

Shelf supports . . 

Bottom furring 


. . 6 pieces 34” shelving 1655" x 4414” 


2 pieces %4” shelving 17" x 72" 


. . l piece М” plywood 46" x 72” 


4 pieces 34" shelving 1114" x 17” 


+ + + 8 pieces 47 x 1” x 17" 
. . « Lstrip 4” plywood 31” x 46” 


2 SIDE CABINETS 


Top, bottom and center shelves 
Exterior sides 


Doors . 


Door strips 
Ply wood separations 


Shelf supports 


Bottom furring 


8 pr. hinges 8 doorknobs 





+ . + 6 pieces 3” shelving 2912" x 17” 


. 4 pieces 34” shelving 17" x 72” 


2 pieces 14” plywood 31” x 72” 
4 pieces 34” shelving 1434" x 43” 
4 pieces 34” shelving 1434” x 2314” 
16 pieces 4” x 134” x 14%” 
4 pieces 14” plywood 16" x 4314" 
4 pieces 4” plywood 16" x 7” 
8 pieces 4” plywood 16” x 144” 
2 pieces 14” plywood 16" x 2314” 
24 strips 1” x 34” x 16” 
12 plywood strips 4” x 34” x 16” 
. 2 pieces 14” plywood 314" x 31g” 











?D love a mink coat too. But if you 

want me to stay the glamour girl 

ou think I am, then give me a new 
Easy Spindrier washer! 

Why do I want an Easy? Because 
it will take over one of my biggest jobs 
...my week's wash...and have it ready 
for the line x less than one hour! 

The secret is...it has two tubs. One 
tub washes a full load while the other 
tub rinses and spins another load damp 
dry.Whirls out up to 25% more water 
than a wringer! Clothes dry faster and 
are lighter to handle. No deep-creased 
wrinkles to iron out. And no broken 
buttons, or mashed zippers. 
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My best blankets will last longer 
because the action is thorough yet 
gentle and safe. We'll even save clean- 
ing bills because ГЇЇ do “washable” 
drapes and slipcovers at home! 


moral: See Easy in action. Compare 
it with an uli at any price. We 
think you'll agree it’s America's big- 
gest washer уай; 

And see the new Easy Automatic 
Ironer. Cuts ironing time. Irons every- 
thing from sheets to shirts while you 
sit down! Now available 
in some cities. Easy 
Washing Machine Corp., Я I 
Syracuse 1, New York. 
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The Overweight Child 


BY DR. HERMAN N. BUNDESEN 
President, Chicago Board of Health 





I see you always, 


sought after ... loved... 


“I picture you surrounded by friends. 


You are graceful, lovely to watch, with 


warmth and heart that draw others to you... 


"T very day, when I fondle, love, and 
E praise you, I help your spirit 
grow. At the same time, I want to help 
you develop otherassets: a well-shaped 
head, a straight, strong back, a fine, 
full chest, straight legs, sound teeth. 
This I pledge myself to do, because 
I realize the importance of helping 
you grow in spirit and in body dur- 
ing these early months.” 


What special help is needed? 


One factor, Vitamin D, is essential 
to help your baby build a fine frame- 
work. Physicians advise giving it, day 
in and day out. You can make sure 
your baby receives enough Vitamin 
D by starting her now on Squibb Cod 
Liver Oil. Give Squibb’s regularly ev- 


ery day! You will help her bones grow 

strong and straight. She will carry 

herself more proudly all through life. 
These changes in only 6 months 


Between 18 months old and 2 years, 
your baby probably will: 


LÀ 8 A 


2 cut 4 teeth ۵ ð 
99 


While she is growing rapidly, give 
Vitamin D — Squibb Cod Liver Oil 
every day. It will help her build 
sound bones and teeth. 


gain 3 pounds 


SQUIBB cod liver ot 


The priceless ingredient of every product is the honor and integrity of its maker 





ANY times, mothers of overweight 
children have said to me, “Of course, 
Mary is a little tubby, but I guess it 
runs in the family, and nothing can be 

done about it." As gently and politely as I 
could, I've told most of these mothers that 
more than likely the only thing that runs in 
the family is the bad habit of eating too 
much of the kind of food that makes fat. 

It seems hard for many people to under- 
stand, but the fact is that the fat, over- 
weight child is suffering from malnu- 
trition—just as the excessively thin child is. 
Also, fat children are more susceptible to 
many diseases than are normal-weight chil- 
dren. Furthermore, as they become a little 


older and more self-conscious, their social ` 


and emotional growth may be handicapped 
by the fact that they are overweight and 
inactive. 

I hope that in cautioning mothers about 
the overweight problem I have not made 
them too weight-conscious, so that they are 
constantly consulting the scales and the 
height-weight tables, and fussing when an 
extra ounce or two show up. Most mothers 
know today that there are fairly wide varia- 
tions in normal weights among children of 
the same age, sex and height, depending on 
the sturdiness of the skeletal structure. 

A good rule for mothers to follow is this: 
If your child is 15 to 20 per cent or more 
over the normal average weight shown in 
the tables (get one from your doctor, school 
or health department), ask the doctor for 
advice about controlling weight gain. If 
overweight exists, it will be largely up to 
you to manage the situation. 

Before going into methods of control, I 
want to emphasize again the simple fact 
that in by far the largest number of cases 
overweight is caused by overeating. There is a 
widespread notion that many fat children 
are that way because of some mysterious 
“glandular condition" which is difficult or 
impossible to correct, and that supervision 
of the fat child's diet is therefore useless. 
Probably this notion results from the fact 
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that some extremely rare cases of endocrine- 
gland disorder are accompanied by gross 
Obesity. In such cases, however, the doctor 
will discover symptoms other than over- 
weight; there is no “glandular” cause for 
simple fatness. 

Another popular belief, and one that is 
also misleading, though possibly closer to 
being true, is that children inherit their 
obesity from fat parents. It is a fact, of 
course, that the general bodily structure of 
the child is inherited from the parents. 
The heavy-boned, “‘underslung”’ youngster 
probably has a mother or father of about 

(Continued on Page 214) 


































GRATEFUL young mothers 
from Maine to California tell 
us that Doctor Bundesen’s 
baby booklets have been of 
the greatest help to them in 
caring for their own babies. 
The first eight booklets cover 
your baby’s first eight months. 
They sell for 50 cents. The 
second series of booklets cov- 
ers the baby’s health from 
nine months to two years— 
seven booklets for 50 cents. 
The booklets’ will be sent 
"monthly; be sure to tell us 
when you want the first book- 
let. A complete book on the 
care of the baby, e neces- 
sary supplement to the 
monthly booklets, Our Ba- 
BIES, No. 1345, is 25 cents. A 
booklet on breast feeding, A 
Docron's First Duty To THE 
MOTHER, No. 1346, sells for 
6 cents. Address all requests 
to the Reference Library, 
Lapres’ Номе JOURNAL, Phil- 
adelphia 5, Pennsylvania. 















































TANA HOBAN 


Proper eating habits can correct overweight, a form. 
of malnutrition caused by overeating, in your child. 





LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 213 











Gire er thinase Skin you elit Саг 


—IT’S 


OUR BABY’S SKIN is the most wonderful 
thing to touch. It feels so soft and tender 
and delicate . . . fragile as a butterfly. That's 
because it really is finer . . . actually thinner 
А, шша grownups. 
BED It is for this reason that you 
OPN keep your baby dry, and consci- 
TA PY, entiously rinse her diapers free of 
VAS every particle of irritating soap. 
For this reason, too, you should 
take extra special care in the selection of a proper 
tissue for her bathroom needs. 





The Wise Way To Choose Baby's Bathroom Tissue 


To save your baby daily discomfort . . . First, look 
for cloud-softness, so it cannot irritate or chafe 


Scot рше io 3 ap 


‘Trade Mark ''ScotTissue'' Reg. U, S. Pat, Of, 


FINER AND THINNER THAN YOURS 


that thinner skin. Now, be sure it 
is truly absorbent . . . to cleanse 
more thoroughly. And see that it is 
sufficiently firm to prevent tearing 
or shredding. 


Mothers, Here’s a Diaper-Laundering Saver 


For babies up to six months, fluff up 20 or more 
sheets of soft, absorbent ScotTissue and cushion 
the diapers with them. You will have fewer diapers 
to wash, less staining. Just flush away the soiled 
tissue. Keeps baby “comfy” and saves on laundry, too, 





More mothers every day are find- 
ing this ideal combination of qualities 
in ScotTissue than in any other brand 
of tissue. ScotTissue is *old linen” soft, 
highly absorbent, yet firm enough for 
perfect cleansing. 




















You can be sure it will meet your 
most exacting demands in caring for 
your baby’s thinner skin now. And it will 
aid you in training your child to proper 
toilet habits later on. 






















In all your life never a moment like 


this! In all the world nothing too good 


for, your small son! And among baby 
blankets none quite so fine as a gentle 


North Star “Iris.” Colors light as a baby’s 
dream, texture soft as that peach-bloom : 


cheek, deftly woven of precious virgin 
wool to be handed down from baby to 
baby. Full crib size (42 x 60), richly 
bound all around—a fairy Godmother 
gift for your favorite baby! 

On the bed: Luxurious Regal Pair, 
Peach Pink, to start your North Star 
Blanket Wardrobe.* And note 
Mother's and Dad's smart robes 


of North Star 100% wool fabric. 





FREE SAMPLE! Blanket Wardrobe 
Swatches. North Star Woolen Mill Co., 
282 So. 2nd St., Minneapolis 1, Minn. 


$9.95 to $145 (Baby Blanketsstart at $2.95) 
North Star also distributes 
Meansweave Handwoven Throws 


*TRADEMARK REG, 





Settings and Accessories by B. Altman & Co., Inc. 


lla we one a... 
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(Continued from Page 212) 

the same architecture, and the slight child 
with slim bones no doubt has similarly 
streamlined parents. But these differences 
have little to do with the problem of over- 
weight. As I have told hundreds of stout 
mothers.and fathers, “The inheritance your 
child suffers from most of all is a household 
attuned to overeating—especially of starchy, 
sugary, fat-producing foods!” 

Nearly always, fat children are discovered 
to be heavy bread-and-butter eaters, des- 
sert eaters, candy and between-meal-snack 
eaters. And why not—when their parents, as 
is true in so many cases, are guilty of pre- 
cisely the same excesses? Moreover, the 
child who is growing up in a family character- 
ized by overweight leading to inactivity, 
which in turn leads to more overweight, is 
likely to fit right into this unhappy pattern. 

For children as for adults, there is as a 
general rule only one method of controlling 
Obesity: Cut down the food intake! If your 
child is only slightly over the upper limits of 
normal weight, a few simple measures are 
probably all that will be needed. These are: 
Only one slice of bread and butter (thinly 
spread) at a meal; not over three or four 
eight-ounce glasses of milk a day; one serving 
of dessert (not starchy); no candy between 
meals; an apple, dates or a thin cracker in- 
stead of a huge “catchall” sandwich for the 
bedtime snack. In general, the diet for these 
children should emphasize fresh fruits, fruit 
juices and vegetables in season, lean meats, 
and whole-grain bread and cereals instead of 
white bread and rolls. 

Don't expect your child to become visibly 
slimmer the week after these rules go into 
effect! Remember, it took a long time for all 
the excess fat to accumulate, and it will 
probably take a long time to lose it. See that 
the rules are followed consistently for several 
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weeks, and keep careful records. Once or 
twice a month is often enough to weigh. 
Most important is remembering to weigh at 
the same time of day. 

If weight gains are still more than they 
should be (very rough average: half to three 
quarters of a pound a month from age five to 
the adolescent speed-up), a more rigid diet is 
called for. In this case, you will need the 
doctor's advice to make certain you are not 
sacrificing needed growth and protective 
foods in the effort to cut down on energy 
foods. Just for safety's sake, the doctor's 
knowledge is needed to determine what foods 
must be retained.and what ones may safely 
be discarded. With his approval, here are 
some of the things you may do: 

1. Use skim milk instead of whole. This 
cuts milk calories in half without sacrificing 
its protein and calcium value and many of 
the vitamins. 

2. Eliminate sugar on such foods as cereals, 
fruits and the like. 

3. Allow the child only one slice of bread 
and butter daily. No candy, starchy des- 
serts or ice-cream sodas between meals, ex- 
cept as a rare treat. No bedtime snacks. 

4. Of course, you must fulfill the demands 
of a reasonable appetite and give the child 
single adequate helpings of every dish that 
is served at the family table. But every- 
thing possible should be done to discourage 
the "extra helping" habit. Try to slow down 
the child's eating pace by serving foods that 
take longer to eat (toast instead of bread, for 
instance). Keep games and conv: 
ing to prevent concentrated " 
meals. 

Above all else, however, mother and dad 
must remember that example speaks louder 
than precept. Proper eating habits 
more easily caught by example in our daily 
lives, than taught. 








WHEN CHILDREN QUARREL 


(Continued from Page 170) 


was holding, it would be better if Peggy 
didn’t just get after Skeeter for grabbing. 
She could go a step farther and remind him 
that there’s another ball upstairs. Or if there 
isn’t another one, she might suggest a game 
in the yard. Parents should realize that their 
chief function is not to act as judge, but to 
help the children on to better social relations. 
Too great a preoccupation with the rights 
and wrongs of the squabbles will only delay 
the resumption of normal relations between 
the children. 

The cause of some quarrels, despite their 
usually social nature, is not social but physi- 
cal. Hunger and fatigue are great breeders 
of trouble, as Peggy pointed out. “Late after- 
noons are sometimes pretty hectic," she said. 
“T should be in six places at once, and some- 
times I can't." With dinner on the stove and 
A] due home any minute expecting a good 
hot meal, Peggy has her hands full. Some- 
times small storms gather and break almost 
without her knowledge. Sometimes she 
corrals Gloria, her own helpful ten-year-old, 
and gets her to read to the smaller ones. Or 
she settles them down with crayons and 
picture books. Any quiet occupation will 
relax them and cut down quarrels. End-of- 
the-day blues may also be warded off by a 
cracker or a piece of fruit or raw carrot. 

Staying out of quarrels, explaining one 
youngster to another, and making a positive 
suggestion that will facilitate co-operative 
play are all good techniques for handling 
quarrels. But sometimes quarrels get out of 
hand for no reason that can be seen with the 
naked eye. Peggy has a favorite method of 
handling extra-frequent quarreling. 

“Т march each one to a separate chair, and 
there they stay for five minutes. Of course, 
that seems awfully long to them." 

Peggy has the right idea—separation— 
for constant quarreling. When fighting gets 
completely out of hand, or when one child is 
hurting another, or constantly interfering 
with another's play, the fighting must be 
stopped. Brief periods of isolation are the 
best discipline, when discipline is needed. 


| Peggy's idea is sound, but she doesn't have 


the facilities to carry it to its logical con- 
clusion. Instead of making the separation 
into a punishment, it works out better if a 
grownup simply separates the brawlers and 
sends them to different places to play for a 
while. The idea is not to cut them off from 
play, nor to shame them, but to cut t [ 
from social play until they are able to 
it. The child who is tired or overst 
will often be refreshed by a short stretch 
solitary play. 

Peggy's method has the possible disadvan- 
tage of making the youngsters feel unneces- 
sarily embarrassed and ashamed. But Peggy 
is handicapped by lack of space. The flaws 
in her methods are balanced by her genuine 
love for the children, her interest in their 
doings, her sunniness and youthful good 
humor. And she showed real insight into the 
thought processes of children when she 
spoke of five minutes as "an awfully long 
time." 

There are children for whom quarreling 
and fighting are symptoms of a basic diffi- 
culty. They quarrel because they feel re- 
sentful and sore all the time. and nothing 
will stop the excessive fighting but the heal- 
ing of these deeper hurts. Al Welch, in his 
direct way, hit the nail on the hea Jeal- 
ousy's at the bottom of a lot of fights." 

Many of Skeeter's rows, for instance, un- 
doubtedly come from a feeling of irritation 
at having the younger children take so much 
of his mother's time and attention. But 
Skeeter is no serious problem, and neither is 
any of the others in Peggy's care. Skeeter 
only shows how a problem may develop. 
Parents who have a child who is embroiled 
in fights conspicuously more often than his 
brothers and sisters or his friends are wise to 
look for the source of his angry feelings. It 
is often jealousy, as Al said, but it may take 
other forms too. Sometimes too heavy- 
handed discipline will be the cause of con- 
stant fighting. When a child quarrels much 
more frequently than other children his age. 
look for the basic cause, and try to remedy 
that. The fights will lessen when his feelings 
are improved. THE END 

















For FAST RELIEF, help 
feed famished muscles 
with fresh blood! 


@ It’s no fun to have leg muscles 
get stiff and lame after unusual 
exercise. Ruvo Absorbine Jr. on 


those aching muscles and help 
them limber ир... fast! 

Tired muscles are often fam- 
ished muscles. Your extra effort has 
burned up their nourishment. But 


rub on Absorbine Jr. and you help 
step up the local circulation. Then 
fresh blood supplies fresh nourish- 
ment... your aching muscles be- 
come supple again—you feel like a 
different person! 


Ask your druggist today for your - 


Absorbine Jr.—a famous formula of 
rare medicinal herbs and other sci- 
entifically chosen ingredients. $1.25 
a long-lasting bottle. 
W. F. Young, Inc. 
Springfield, Massachusetts 








Best by Any Test 


At Leading Shoe Rebuilders Everywhere 
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QUAKER LACE COMPANY 
HOSIERY DIV. . 
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SALES OFFICE 
330 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 1, N. Y. 
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FELLOWSHIP 
(Continued from Page 23) 


have a good record in handling incidents of 
this kind. But in 1940, when two white girls 
reported attempted rape, 562 Negroes were 
apprehended in an area of twelve by twenty 
city blocks. Over half of these, arrested for 
rape, were women! Philadelphia Negroes, 
watching their sons and fathers and even 
their mothers carted off wholesale by the 
police, have been a long time forgetting this. 

Today, outbreaks of racial violence in the 
city have dropped to almost nil. Among two 
million persons of vastly conflicting cultural 
groups, only 17 incidents of trouble between 
White and Negro or Jew and Christian were 
reported last year, and most of these “іпсі- 
dents” were bloody noses between school 
children. The 25 organized hate groups active 
before and during the war have diminished 
by two thirds. 

Credit for this remarkable change of cli- 
mate in such a short space of time must 
go largely to a young Baptist woman who 
trained as a magazine illustrator and to the 
son of a Russian-Jewish immigrant. 

Marjorie Penney and Maurice Fagan, who 
last year jointly won the $10,000 Edward 
Bok award for contributing the greatest good 
to Philadelphia, are a uniquely potent com- 
bination. Marjorie, slender, vivacious, and 
usually dressed as if she were on her way to 


The boss called one of his clerks 

into his private office. “I have 
noticed, Jones," he began, “that 
you, of all my clerks, seem to put 
your whole life and soul into your 
work. No detail is too small to es- 
cape your attention. No hours are 
too long for you.” 

Jones glowed with pride and an- 
ticipation of the satisfactory pro- 
motion and increase in salary which 
he felt were coming. 

"And so, Jones," his employer 
went on, "I am forced, much 
against my will, to sack you. It is 
such men as you who go out and 
start rival establishments.” 


the Barclay for lunch, exudes a kind of 
radiance about her work which inspires 
downright hero worship among her follow- 
ers. Maurice Fagan, balding, personable, 
energetic, is the practical “facts” or brain 
man of the combination—‘“‘ Marjorie has the 
spiritual vision needed," he says. Together 
they founded two institutions— Fellowship 
House and the Fellowship Commission— 
which have pioneered in techniques for 
combating race tensions which are spreading 
with spectacular success throughout the 
country. 

Discussion groups sponsored by the So- 
ciety of Friends first attracted Miss Penney 
to race problems. In 1935, she gave up her 
art work altogether to head an earnest but 
pretty ineffectual group called The Young 
People's Interracial Fellowship. “Mostly we 
just got together and talked." Miss Penney 
had an office and supposedly a budget of 
$1000 a year; actually she seldom saw any 
cash, paid all the office postage herself, and 
mostly sat staring at the wall and wondering 
how on earth to combat the city's anonymous 
and well-organized hatemongers. 

One day in 1938, when the city was being 
literally blanketed with hate leaflets from the 
air, in subways, in trolleys and on street 
corners, Maurice Fagan came into her office 
to enlist her aid. A former high-school history 
teacher and insurance salesman, Mr. Fagan 
had given up both pursuits to head some- 
thing called The Philadelphia Jewish Com- 
munity Relations Council, which was even 
poorer than Marjorie'soutfit, havinga budget 
of $650 a year. 

The two of them joined forces trying to 
get newspaper space and radio time to refute 
the lies of the hatemongers; some of thé 
smear literature, they discovered later, was 
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When baby fusses because of 


| ‘Childhood Constipation" 
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HEN your cheerful child whines 

and wails...when she fusses be- 
cause of ‘‘Childhood Constipation” 
-.. Why not do the wise thing? 


Give her Fletcher's Castoria. It 
works thoroughly and effectively. 
Yet it’s so gentle, it won't upset her 
sensitive digestive system. 


Why it's right for children 


Unlike adult laxatives—which may 
be too harsh—Fletcher's Castoria 
is specially made for children. It 
contains no harsh drugs, and will 
not cause griping or discomfort. 


And Fletcher's Castoria has such 





























“It’s the laxative made especially for infants 


a pleasing taste that children really 
love it. They take it gladly, with- 
out any struggle. 


Get Fletcher's Castoria at your 
drugstore today. Look for the green 
band on the package. It identifies the 
original and genuine product. 


ike other preparations F 
t, This does not affect 
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~-sve Fletcher's Castoria! 
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NITEY NITE SLEEPERS keep your 
darlings warm and well. Their 

à "bootee" foot makes 

toes toasty. Their ribbed cuff hugs 
little wrists. Sturdily tailored of soft, 
absorbent, cotton-knit, in one 

and two piece self-help styles, 

every seam is nine-thread sewn, every 
point of strain is reinforced. 

Gripper fasteners. 

Long to wear . . . easy to wash... . 
NITEY NITE SLEEPERS in four gay 
blossom colors—Delphinium, 
Peachblossom, Buttercup, Aqua—now 
await your choice at leading stores. 
Two-piece style, sizes 0-4; 

One-piece, sizes 4-8. 
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being composed by a Sunday-school teacher. 
But nobody had ever heard of Miss Penney 
or Mr. Fagan or their organizations, and 
they were generally snubbed. About the only 
positive thing which came out of these first 
halting efforts was the originating of the 
“trios,” or speaking groups of a Jew. Negro 
and Christian, that barnstormed summer 
church camps, telling stories of hate and dis- 
crimination. These trios of bright, attractive, 
zealous young things made an instant hit and 
are still a big part of the Fellowship program 
in Philadelphia and elsewhere. 

Marjorie Penney's genius lies in the spark 
of warmth and friendliness she can strike 
from all manner and kinds of people. She 
was not the person to accomplish things with 
a typewriter and a file cabinet; what she 
wanted was a workshop in the worst conflict 
area she could find,,a human laboratory 
where she could study the origin and cure of 
hatemongers. Mr. 

Fagan had quite a 
different dream. He 
wanted to take all the 
competing, financially 


better race relations 
and mold them into 
one powerful voice 


the press, radio, 
schools, police and 
churches to stop being 


| first when a donor at bedsides 
gave,her $500as down 
payment on a labora- 
tory. She chose a 
‘four-story building 
at 1431 Brown Street, 
eight blocks north of 
Market, inaneighbor- 
hood of indigent 
whites, respectable 
middle-class, un- 
skilled Negroes, im- 


dark, so sly, 


an eye. 


owned the little string not pain. 
of shops and were re- 


everyone. “I felt that 
if race riots broke out 
anywhere in Philadel- 
phia, it would be here; 
here wasa place where 
I could really see and 
hear hatreds in the 
making." A desper- 
ately poor neighbor- 
hood, the houses ad- 
joining No. 1431 have 
neither electricity nor 
heat. Her choice was in a condition of in- 
describable filth. It had been, at various 
times, a firehouse, a perfume factory, a coffin 
factory and a hide-out for a bunch of thugs. 


tears; 


VOLUNTEERS did all the work to make the 
place livable. Floors, thick with resinous 
machine grease, had to be cleaned with 
acetylene torches; ceilings were washed and 
plastered, windowpanes replaced. Discarded 
office chairs and wooden church pews be- 
came gaily painted furniture. The Main Line 
mink crowd and day laborers, Jew, Negro 
and Quaker, scrubbed on their hands and 
knees together. This was what the house was 
going to prove, that peoples of all kinds can 
work harmoniously together. 

“People rarely get a chance to become 
part of something bigger than they are," ex- 
plains Miss Penney. “We demand a lot of 
our members—that's why Fellowship House 
means so much to them." 

Contributors to Fellowship House have 
included Marshall Field, Marian Anderson 
and Frank Sinatra, who have given thou- 
sands of dollars, but mainly it is supported 
by the kind of people who have to pinch 
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constantly exhorting To be a mother is to have walked 
with sorrows, 

Is to have slept with pain and 
waked with fear; 


And known death as a foe so 


That he hovered in the shadows, 
always ready 
If one should ever rest or close 


It is to have watched from win- 
dows waiting, waiting, 
Aware what life has done and 


viled and cursed by To have borne is to bear and live 
again twice over 
Another’s happiness, another’s 


To be a mother is to have walked 
with sorrows 
And found the strength to meet 
the last lone years. 


December, 1947 


to give $5 or $10. This past year the total 
contributions reached $27,000. 

Active members of the house (about 500 
persons) give at least ten hours of work a 
month—many give every free afternoon and 
evening they have. There is a job for every- 
one at Fellowship, with 21 projects covering 
everyone from four-year-old small fry to 
seventy-year-old grandfathers. Youngsters 
from four to twelve are taught the tenets of 
the house in dramatic fashion through dolls, 
songs and games. Junior and senior high- 
schoolers belong to Fellowship Clubs, which 
are the only exclusively interracial and inter- 
faith youth clubs in the country. An adult Fel- 
lowshippercan join the magnificent choir of 80 
voices— of all creeds and races—which is so 
popular it is forced toturn down twiceasmany 
appearances as it can accept. Or he can 
become a member of a speaking trio, or 
write for the Fellowship House newspaper, 
or raise money, or 
interest himself in an- 
tidiscriminatory legis- 
lation in Harrisburg 
and Washington. He's 
just as welcome if he's 
handy with a hammer 
and wrench (the place 
has no janitor). 
Women members can 
partake in all these 
activities and more— 
they can help cook 
and wash up after the 


fence sitters and ac- It is to have touched a sleeping 700 mealsserved there 
tivelyto fight race and child and wondered: each month. 
religious hatreds. Is it fever—or is it hot in here? 

Marjorie Penney There is one thing 
realized her dream To be a mother is to have watched which all members 


have in common, no 
matter what their 
creed or color: they 
have all taken a course 
of eight lecturescalled 
Units for Unity, de- 
signed to explain from 
a historical viewpoint 
unfair emotional atti- 
tudes and prejudice. 

About 75 people, 
all of them new re- 


migrant Russians, may again, cruits, attend each 
*Poles, Lithuanians, To have heard a scream and had weekly session. There 
German-Americans— the heart stop beating is an amazing lack of 
and the Jews, who Till it was known that it was joy, self-consciousness at 


these meetings, of 
eager and excited give 
and take. A middle- 
aged businessman ex- 
plains, "You won't 
find any crackpots or 
Communists here. 
Most of these people 
were sent by their 
ministers." Itisa 
well-dressed, conserv- 
ative selection of 
pleasant-faced house- 
wives, young Quakers, 
white and Negro 
schoolteachers, a. dignified white-haired min- 
ister or two, a few Japanese and Chinese and 
Italians. Except for the Negroes, it might be 
any group of people in the lobby of one of 
the city’s better hotels. 

Among the Units for Unity speakers is 
Maurice Fagan. With his vast experience in 
analyzing propaganda, he dissects a hate 
germ, tracing the basic causes of race hatreds. 
A distinguished Negro Quaker escorts a hypo- 
thetical Negro from cradle to grave through 
the experiences of school, job hunting, find- 
ing a place to live, marriage, and so forth. At 
this point, someone always throws in the 
question of intermarriage with the air of toss- 
ing an atom bomb. The Negro speaker usu- 
ally answers simply that his people have no 
desire to marry another color—a situation 
which creates as much tension and tragedy 
for the Negro as for the white. “You can 
just hear the satisfied ‘oh’s’ that go up, and 
everybody sits back in his seat and relaxes,” 
a Fellowship House worker laughs. [| 

In the fourth forum, an authority on Jew- 
ish history stresses the impact of American 
civilization upon the patriarchal, deeply re- 
ligious Jewish family of the Old World. And 
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A KANTWET PRODUCT 


“T'd look so pretty and be so comfy going 
bye-bye in this rich rayon satin all-in-one 
of pad, pillow and coverlet. Safe from 
embarrassment, too, ‘cause the lining's 
wetproof." In pink, blue or white. 


A 
KANTWET 


"My very own travel duffle is so smart 
mommy’s proud to sling it over her 
shoulder, Peek inside—compartment for 
bottles; wetproof container for my you- 
know-whats.” Quilted plastic—red, navy, 
white, pink or pastel blue. 
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so the story progresses, covering every race 
and nationality, attacking with facts such 
misconceptions as: Negroes are inferior in- 
tellectually to other races; the Jews “соп- 
trol” this or that industry in America; all Japs 
are treacherous; all colored peoples are shift- 
less, and so forth. "What Can You Do?"— 
the last lecture—offers these suggestions: 

Stop using epithets like nigger, wop, chink, 
kike. Don’t tell jokes which stir up ridicule 
or dislike of groups. Don’t generalize about a 
whole group. 

Invite a person of another race or creed to 
your church and visit his. Encourage min- 
isters, priests or rabbis to meet with civic 
groups. 

Get your facts straight, then send letters 
of protest against undemocratic practices. 
Likewise, send letters of praise for editorials, 
movies, broadcasts, and so on, which advance 
racial harmony. 

Look over your children’s textbooks for 
prejudice. Never disparage another race or 
creed—even jokingly—before children; they 
get most of their attitudes from you. 

Become a member of a “trio,” or be an 
individual speaker in the cause of racial 
understanding. 

These rules are tough to follow—and may 
completely change a person's life. 

Take Mrs. Smith—that's not her real 
name, of course—a good-looking, well-dressed 
suburban matron who raised five children, 
“and until the youngest was eleven it never 
occurred to me to go anywhere at night 
without my husband." Because her Presby- 
terian minister urged her to do it, Mrs. Smith 
attended all eight of the Units for Unity 
lectures, sitting next to a blond, blue-eyed 
girl whom she thought particularly attrac- 
tive. At the end of the last lecture a trio was 
picked: a Negro boy, the blonde next to Mrs. 
Smith, and Mrs. Smith herself. “I thought to 
myself, ‘They must think I’m Jewish.’ It 
never occurred to me that the blond girl was 
Jewish. You see, all those lectures hadn't 
really changed a lifetime of prejudiced think- 
ing—to me all Jews were dark and swarthy, 
with large noses, and you could recognize one 
instantly." 


Mrs. ѕмітн has since become one of the 
best of the 75 speakers from Fellowship 
House who appear before church and club 
and school groups as trios. She attends 
church regularly with new-found Negro 
friends. “My friends were all horrified at 
first. Now they say, 'Well, Jane at least 
practices what she preaches.’ My children 
wanted to disown me; now that they're older 
and more mature, they have a good deal 
more respect for me than ever before.” 

An outstanding Negro worker at Fellow- 
ship House—let's call her Mary Jones—a 
person of great intelligence and humor, tells 
of the first time she appeared as a member of 
a trio at a meeting of some upper-class 
Philadelphia women. The white woman next 
to her turned suddenly and said, “I think 
education is the whole solutión to the Negro 
problem, don't you?" 

The Negro agreed that it was part, but 
certainly not the whole solution. 

“Well,” the woman went on smugly, “1 
have two hundred years of cultural back- 
ground behind me. You claim anything like 
that!” 

It seems amazing to an outsider that the 
trios can take this kind of treatment and still 
retain their fervent crusading spirit. “No 
matter how often I go out with a trio,” says 
another girl, a young radio writer, “each 
time I get charged up all over again. ‘I go 
home afterward just floating on a cloud. I 
never thought the day would come when I'd 
stand up before a bunch of perfectly strange 
people and say, 'Look, I've got blue eyes 
and fair skin and black hair—ever since I've 
been a child I’ve been called Irish. Well, I’m 
Jewish.’ And you know,” she goes on, “the 
best thing about Fellowship House is that it 
makes you feel proud of what you are. I'm 
happier to be a Jew today than ever before." 

One of the most inspiring projects of the 
house is the Religious Fellowship, new this 
year, which is a getting-together of Protes- 
tants, Jews and Catholics of all colors for 
religious inspiration. One of its purposes is 
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Works 2 Ways At Once To 
Bring Relief In The Night 
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ALS LÀ 

Even while your little one sleeps, Vicks VapoRub 
keeps on working to relieve distress. 





STIMULATES 
chest and back sur- 
faces like a good 
warming poultice, 


to upper bronchial 
tubes with Special 
medicinal vapors, 


ES, Mother ...the moment you 

rub throat, chest and back with 
warming, comforting Vicks VapoRub, 
it starts right to work to bring relief. 
And it keeps up its wonderful relief- 
bringing action for hours. 


It relieves distress...invites restful 
sleep... brings grand relief. Often 
by morning the worst miseries of the 
cold are gone! 


Remember...only Vicks VapoRub 
gives you the special Penetrating- 
Stimulating action shown above. So 
make sure you get the one and only 


home-proved Vicks VapoRub. 


WORKS FOR H 
forting relief ey, 
Often by morning 


OURS to bring com- 


en while you sleep, 


‚ the cold are gone, uy mi miserator 






NO WONDER 19 MILLION MOTHERS 
USE VICKS VAPORUB 


It's so easy because there's nothing 
to swallow — nothing to upset deli- 
cate stomachs. lts so effective be- 
cause it starts instantly... and 


works 2 ways at 
once. It’s grand ICKS 
for children and 


adults. Try it! VAPORUB 
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Adorable originals from 
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girl bubble with joy. Captivatingly 
styled with deep hems, exquisite 
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quality, workmanship and fit. 
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to encourage leaders in churches and syna- 
gogues throughout the city to draw minori- 
ties into church membership. As more and 
more middle-income Philadelphians move 
out of the city to the suburbs, the churches 
are faced with the problem of shutting their 
doors for good or remaining to serve the 
community. Too many churches have chosen 
to move out to the suburbs in pursuit of their 
old members. 

A Negro woman attending one of Fellow- 
ship’s religious meetings said that she often 
attended services in white churches, and was 
usually received cordially, but once she made 
the mistake of attending a church supper. 
This overstepping of the social boundaries 
resulted in such an excruciatingly painful 
evening that she determined never to try it 
again. “What do the churches mean," she 
asked, “when they talk about the brother- 
hood of man?” 

Religious Fellowship also makes pilgrim- 
ages to Jewish, Catholic and Protestant 
places of worship throughout the city, and 
without asking Jews to convert to Christian- 
ity or Catholics to become Protestants, seeks 
to promote a deep understanding of the 
common roots of all religions. 

“We aren’t trying to obliterate the differ- 
ences between races and religions,” Miss 
Penney sums it up. “We are only trying to 
build bridges of understanding so people can 
pass back and forth.” 

All Fellowship House's projects have been 
a result of painstaking experimentation. In 
1943, the Olney High School riots, where 
Jews and Christians in a good residential 
district met and fought every afternoon or 
evening for three weeks after school hours, 
resulted in a group of teachers and students 
converging on Fellowship House, demand- 
ing that something be done to prevent such 
rioting in the future. To date, some 2200 
school children from both public and pri- 
vate schools have been exposed to the 
principles of Fellowship House. Senior-high 
schoolers take four Units for Unity lectures 
and are then available for Cavalcades. These 


THISIS A 
WATCH BIRD 
WATCHING 
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By Munro Leaf 
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are conducted by bus all over the city—to 
slum-housing areas, to the Italian, Jewish 
and Chinese markets to see what different 
nationalities eat, to Chinatown to hear first- 
hand about discrimination even tougher for 
Orientals than Negroes. Housewives act as 
bus drivers; schoolteachers are guides. 

Junior-high schoolers in their Fellowship 
Clubs act out “didja” plays, which are based 
on actual incidents of racial strife. “ Did you 
know what to say or do when your friends 
jumped on a Negro boy and started beating 
him up?" is the theme of one; the children 
make up their own endings to the play, both 
happy and tragic. 

There has been no repetition of the Olney 


‘riots in any school where the Fellowshippers 


have taken over. One school, which is 95 per 
cent Negro and had a bad record of strjfe, 
now has two Fellowship Clubs, both of 
mixed membership. 

On the third floor of Fellowship House is a 
large sunny playroom where youngsters from 
four to twelve in the immediate neighbor- 
hood of 1431 Brown Street gather to learn 
the meaning of human fellowship through 
stories, songs and games. Here, too, is the 
famous doll collection, over 250 of them, 
each representing some famous person of var- 
ious races or faiths. Each stitch of clothing 
was made by women's groups throughout the 
city; some dolls were contributed by foreign 
countries. Emma Lazarus, Jewish poet who 
wrote the inscription on the base of the Statue 
of Liberty, is elegant in black velvet with 
plumed hat and cameo. Marian Anderson 
wears regal blue lace. The nurse doll is 
Lillian Wald, Jewish founder of visiting 
nurses. William Penn is there, too, and George 
Washington. Four librarians are kept busy 
carting the dolls to schools and churches, 
explaining each one's story. Children bor- 
row the dolls a week or two and in their 
imagination actually "live" with a person 
of another race and creed. 

It was a hard struggle to get the parents 
of these neighborhood children into Fellow- 
ship House. Now they have a regular 


THIS IS A WATCHEIRD 
WATCHING A 


PROMISER 


A promiser is one of the worst things in 
the world to live with—if it doesn’t keep its promises. 
No one can believe a Promiser unless it does what it 
says it will. This Promiser had promised its mother it 
would never, never touch anything in the medicine 
cabinet, and you can easily see that it did just what it 
said it would not. Right now this Promiser is promis- 
ing its mother it will never do it again, but how, oh, 
how can its mother believe this kind of Promiser? 
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Parents' Night and are so enthusiastic about 
it that each year they raise $500 from a block 
party for support of the house, even though 
many of them are on relief. “We can't say 
that we've eradicated tensions in this neigh- 
borhood after six years' work, but they are 
distinctly mellowed." At least there has been 
no recurrence of the sign, “Hitler knew how 
to treat the Jews," on the wall of a delichtes- 
sen run by a gentle old Jew and his wife. 

Many of Fellowship House's 21 projects 
have been copied and adapted by other 
cities. Fellowship Houses have been started 
in Media and Reading, Pennsylvania; Balti- 
more and Kansas City. Fellowship groups 
areactive in Washington, New York, Chester, 
Cincinnati, Columbus and Richmond. 

But Fellowship House is only part of the 
Philadelphia Idea. While it was growing and 
expanding, Maurice Fagan was fighting to 
bring together all the other agencies in the 
city working in their diverse ways for racial 
harmony. The Race Relations Department 
of the Philadelphia Council of Churches 
(Protestant) and of the Society of Friends 
(Quaker) were with him from the beginning; 
with Fellowship House and his own Phila- 
delphia Jewish Community Relations Coun- 
cil, this made four members of Fellowship 
Commission. Finally there were eight mem- 
ber agencies when the International Insti- 
tute, the National Association for the Ad- 
vancement of Colored People, the National 
Conference of Christians and Jews and the 
Council for Equal Job Opportunity joined. 
Headquarters had been set up in Fellowship 
House, but the place was too small for all 
these agencies to move their offices there; 
co-operation was sporadic and difficult. 


Then came the bombshell Philadelphia 
Transportation Co. strike of 1944, touched 
off by the promotion of 7 or 8 Negroes to 
streetcar conductors. Not a trolley, subway 
or bus ran in this city of two million. In the 
sultry August weather, people waited end- 
lessly and hopelessly on street corners; tem- 
pers flared; Negro districts seethed with 
feeling; small boys ran amuck, heaving 
bricks at store windows. The morning of the 
strike Miss Penney's phone started ringing 
at seven o'clock and never stopped until one 
the next morning. The newspapers wanted 
the dope—the PTC wasn't talking. Radio 
stations wanted to broadcast instructions; 
City Hall was on the wire; nobody knew 
what to do or where to turn. Although seri- 
ous rioting was finally prevented, with armed 
soldiers and scores of plain-clothes men rid- 
ing every car that finally ran, the experience 
revealed forcibly that the city was unpre- 
pared to deal with a bad race riot. 

It also revealed to Maurice Fagan that 
the best of intentions are not enough to 
settle racial frictions. It was time to tackle 
the problem scientifically. There was a need 
for more reliable sources of information, for 
better methods of instruction for leaders, for 
more enlightened strategy. Each of the 
eight member agencies of Fellowship Com- 
mission should be under one roof, he felt, 
where problems as they came up could be 
discussed, analyzed and acted upon accord- 
ing to a co-ordinated plan. Only collective 
effort could possibly be effective in the fields 
Fellowship Commission planned to enter: 
bad housing; unfair employment; discrim- 
ination in hotels, restaurants, theaters; regis- 
tration quotas in colleges and professional 
schools—all incidences of discrimination. 

,First of all, the Fellowship Commission 
needed a mid-city office building. There was 
$261 available. Failing to find any space to 
rent, Mr. Fagan, with his heart in his mouth, 
borrowed $40,000 from a bank and $18,000 
from four individuals and bought a seven- 
story $58,000 building at 260 South 15th 
Street. That was in the summer of 1945—it 
took that long to persuade the eight member 
agencies to move under one roof. By the 
end of 1947, the commission had raised $141,- 
000 and was doing a whale of a job, with 
every agency gaining deeper insight, broader 
horizons and far greater effectiveness, at a 
great saving of time and money. 

An auditorium holding 300 people was 
added to the ground floor, as well as 21 

(Continued on Page 221) 
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aube shell save You 
e price of a dress | 


Our friend at the left is in, trouble. 


She bought a dress that went on shrinking 
and shrinking. Now good-by dress! 

So let her misfortune teach you a wonder- 
ful dress-and-money-saving lesson . . . 

Never buy a cotton dress till you see its 
*Sanforized" label with your own two eyes! 
For when you see the *'Sanforized" label you 
can be sure you're safe from shrinkage every 
single time! 





The style will never shrink away from 
the dress with the **Sanforized" label. 





The “Sanforized” trade-mark is used on compressive pre-shrunk fabrics only when tests for 
Silt boon, residual shrinkage are regularly checked, through the service of the owner of the trade-mark, to 
insure maintenance of its established standard by users of the mark. Cluett, Peabody & Co., Inc. 


A neckline can make, or break, a dress! Wash without a worry! If your dress is Pay $2 or pay $20—but get value for 
But a “Sanforized” label is just as im- tagged “Sanforized,”’ it'll never shrink your money. Get a ‘“‘Sanforized” label 
portant. its pretty lines away. on every cotton dress you buy: 
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offices, a library, kitchen and air-conditioned, 
soundproof movie-projection room where 
hundreds of school children see race-relation 
films each year. The commission also writes 
and directs several weekly radio broadcasts; 
one of them, called Within Our Gates, is so 
outstanding that it won a national award 
last year and its script has been requested by 
over 200 stations. Two and a half million 
pieces of literature were distributed from 
Fellowship Commission last year; two mil- 
lion of these were tucked into paper bags by 
corner grocers all over the city. These grocers 
have been alerted to report any incident of 
race violence in their neighborhoods directly 
to the commission. Working intimately with 
the Crime Prevention Bureau of the police, 
the commission sees that police investigators 
are dispatched to the spot immediately. In 
the case of the schoolgirl who ran screaming 
to her friends that a Negro had tried to 
poison her, plain-clothes men were on the 
scene and extracted a signed confession from 
her within an hour that the charge was 
false, thus avoiding what might have led to 
an ugly situation. 

“We've got the support of the press and 
the radio now," says Maurice Fagan, Secre- 
tary and Acting Director of Fellowship Com- 
mission. “The schools, the police, the mayor 
are all co-operating. We've got 5700 mem- 
bers, including some of the most influential 
people in Philadelphia. We've got the big 
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shots interested. Now we've got to reach 
more people. 

"We're going to make a spot map of 
Philadelphia of all our members, then have 
them start Fellowship meetings right in their 
own homes and neighborhoods. The people 
who suffer the worst prejudices—they're 
never going to come to a place like this. We 
have to go to them. We want to get clergy 
and laymen together, and let them hash out 
together whether to admit minorities to 
church membership. We'll try to get busi- 
nessmen and labor leaders to write” fair- 
employment practices right into their in- 
dividual contracts. We need to reach more 
parents, and teachers too. It's a lot easier to 
teach youngsters fairness and equal oppor- 
tunity than to unteach prejudices when 
they're adults. 

“Not every community needs an elaborate 
setup like this. The important thing is to get 
Negroes, Jews, Catholics and Protestants all 
working together; we'll help all we can." * 

As a solid suburban citizen down at 
Fellowship House put it, “ You know, right 
here they've got their finger on what's really 
wrong with the world. It'simpossible to meet 
anybody these days who doesn't hate some- 
body, who isn't violently agin something-or- 
other. I like to think about this place being 
originally a firehouse. Because that's what 
they're doing here today— putting out fires 
all over the city. And who knows? Maybe 
the world.” 








DO WITH MONEY? 
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wasn't what you could call a love letter; I 
just wrote that I was lonely and thinking 
about her and I hoped she didn't mind if I 
wrote. But I tore it up and sent her a card 
with a picture of the hotel on the front. 
“Wish you were here," I said; “XxX marks my 
room," and I thought it might do for a gag, 
at the same time letting me have what I 
wanted, which was to write to her. 

Igot back on Saturday morning, and went 
to a florist shop and sent her an orchid in a 
box with a transparent lid. I went home and 
waited until I could start dressing. 

I called for her at nine o'clock. She lived 
in a house set back from the road, with a 
semicircular drive lead- 
ing up to it. I parked 
in front, and went up 


a little man with a col- 


eating scrambled eggs at three A.M. Then we 
were ourselves again. When she talked to me 
she put one hand on my arm. I sat there, 
talking, and running a second conversation 
all by myself in my mind. 

Pete, I said, she likes you. She wouldn't do 
that if she didn’t. Then I said, It’s just a habit, 
she does it with everyone. 

At three-thirty I said good night to her 
and kissed her as we stood on the porch. She 
put her hands flat against my chest and 
finally she pushed me away lightly, turned 
and put her key in the door. 

"It was lovely, Pete," she said, and 
smiled and hurried inside. 

I went down the 
EX steps with my hat on 
the back of my head 


and rang the bell, and ٥ Dr. William Kitchener, one of and got behind the 





lar two sizes too large mı 





England’s outstanding gour- Wheel and grinned and 
s, started his dinner hour at lit a cigarette and 


for him opened the 
door. I was going to 
shake hands with him 
while asking myself 


five, as was the custom in the early 
nineteenth century. At five after five, 
the front door was locked and the 
key hidden. Those who came late 
were not admitted to his house. 


tapped a tune on the 
horn button with my 
fingers. I was punch- 
drunk, loony. 


how could a light- 
weight like that have a 
daughter like Mary, 
when I discovered he 
didn't want to shake 
hands, and he wasn't 
her father. He took my hat and coat and 
piloted me into a living room about as big 
as a swimming pool. “Mr. Hawkins,” he 
said, and an elderly white-haired man got up 
and introduced himself as Mary’s father. 

Mary’s mother smiled at me from a big 
chair, and we chatted for a few minutes until 
Mary came down the stairs. Not with 
dignity, with a rush, and she swirled into the 
room and took both of my hands in hers. 

“How nice to see you, Pete," she said. 

The best I could do was, “Hello.” 

She got her coat and we went outside to 
my car. “Thanks for the orchid,” she said. 
“Tt was sweet of you." 

It occurred to me later that any girl I’d 
ever run with would have been more en- 
thusiastic about the “orchid. The girls I 
knew—if they got one orchid during their 
courting days they had achieved par. 

I didn’t think about it then; we both be- 
came subdued and I think we felt the same. 
We'd had that initial attraction for each 
other, and now we were both holding back, 
wary and not trusting our instincts. 

It lasted until after the dance, when we 
went to a dog wagon and sat on the stools 


—From The Bed-Book of Eating and Drinking, р 
Copyright, 1943, by Richardson Wright, Night. On Monday I 


Published by J. B. Lippincott Company. met Sally Blaine, who 


That was a Saturday 


mentioned the beaver 
coat and other items, 
and that night I did a 
little thinking. I thought about the house 
and the grounds. 

Taxes probably run close to eight hundred 
dollars, Y thought. It took me better than 
two months to earn that much. 
Itelephoned her Wednesday morning, and 
1e sounded not so breathless, which dis- 
urbed me until she said I had awakened her. 
I asked for a date and she said, “Why 
don't you come up some evening next week? 
What about Monday? About eight?" 

I circled Monday on my desk calendar. 
My telephone rang and a purchasing 
agent took my head off, and then when I 
didn't give him the soft answer that turneth 
away wrath, but just sat there mooning, he 
bellowed, “Pete! Are you there?" 
“Yes, sir," I said, and tried to come to. 
Monday night. Eight o'clock. 
Mary let me in and we sat down on the 
davenport pulled up in front of the fireplace. 
The’ butler, whose name was Healy, came 
in. I still didn't know how to treat him. 
“Hello, Healy," I said, and he smiled and 
said, “Good evening, sir," and put a tray 
down on the coffee table. He went out and I 
(Continued on Page 223) 
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A lesser perfume is like being “almost chic.” It 
takes the full glory of a fragrance like Sirócco to 
pulse the full glory of a fashion ...to play a 
counterpoint in the harmonious blending of ac- 


ries and costume........... $5.00 to $72.00 
plus tax 
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Transforms any watch into an exciting fashion- 
piece, because of its exclusive *Custom Ends. Gift- 
packaged in a jade-like curio box, $9 95 ind 
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Dainty expansion bracelet, locket or set of 
both to make a little girl’s heart beat 
faster. In many designs, each in a lovely 


jewel-box. $7 95 10 ?129.50 


(incl. Fed. tax) 


` Other Speidel gift items for little girls $2.95 to $6.95 
in same exquisitely packaged gift box. 


at better jewelers everywhere 
SPEIDEL CORP. • 74 SHIP STREET · PROVIDENCE, RHODE ISLAND 


‘PAT, PENDING 
COPYRIGHT 1947 BY SPEIDEL CORP, 


(Continued from Page 221) 
said, “Do guests say hello to butlers? I 
shocked Healy the other night. I almost 
shook hands with him. He is a gentleman, 
however, and doesn’t seem to hold it against 
me." 

She laughed and pulled over the coffee 
table. 

I said, “I never did it this way.” 

“Ноу do you do it?" she said. 

“Well,” I said, “if I call on a girl and we 
want a drink we go out in the kitchen. And 
the girl hunts for a bottle and I open the 
refrigerator door and find the ice cubes. 
Only sometimes the ice trays are empty or 
full of ice cream or frozen hamburger, and we 
have to go next door for ice.” 

"Next time we'l try that," she said. 
“What do you do, Pete?” 

“I sell plastics," I said. “I’m on the road 
twelve days of every month. When I'm home 
I go to ball games and play golf. .I never go 
to concerts. I read a book once a month, see 
my dentist twice a year and wake up grouchy 
in the mornings." 

“We'll have to have a game of golf some- 
time," Mary said. “ I haven't seen you at the 
club. Do you belong to the Cliffs?” 

“No,” I said; “to, Briar Hills.” 

There was a difference. Briar Hills cost 
me a hundred and fifty a year. I'd never 
played at the Cliffs and I knew only one 
member, J. C. Ciphers, sales manager of our 
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company. To get in you had to come well 
recommended, and after that you had to 
buy a five-hundred-dollar bond, and the 
dues were two hundred and fifty a year. 

We sat and talked, and after a while I put 
my arm along the back of the davenport. 
That was at eleven o’clock; at eleven-ten my 
arm had fallen down across her shoulders. 
She moved a little closer and tucked her legs 
up under her. Her dress was pulled tight 
across her knees and I could see the long 
outline of her legs from hip to knee. 

I kissed the tip of one ear first. She put 
up one hand to take my hand that was over 
her shoulder—for affection or protection, I 
don’t know. Then she turned her head and 
I kissed her lips, and I almost did it, I almost 
said, "I love you." But I didn't, because 
somehow the Cliffs got in the way, and 
Healy, and the rug on the floor and Mary's 
earrings and her beaver coat. So I said she 
was adorable, which I believe is standard 
technique in the rule book. 

It took away a little from the rest of the 
evening, even the final good-night kiss, and 
when I went down to my car I was going 
over the character and prospects of one 
Peter Drescher Hawkins, age thirty, sales- 
man. 

I had been a little cocky. I was a crack 
salesman, so I thought, and not many of my 
college classmates were making four thou- 

(Continued on Page 225) 


DR. BARBARA BIBER, Consultant 
Child Psychologist, Bank Street Schools, New York 


Nowapays most parents know the importance of 
setting a young child loose with a few jars of bright 


paints. For painting gives him an emotional release 
and a chance to assert himself. He becomes the mon- 
arch of all he surveys—in this case, a large sheet of 
clean white paper. And not only does the youngster 
experience the thrill of creating, but he also gets a 
sensory pleasure from the colors, and even the feel of 
the paint. However, grownups can spoil the fun if they 
see all painting as “pictures” that try to copy life the 
way a camera does, Asking a child, “What is it?" may 
make him feel that he has failed because he can't 
answer you, Remember, each child's painting has a 
meaning that is deeply personal—and often there 
are no words to express it. That may be why he painted 
it in the first place. 











Wonder-warm boots and galoshes that are built espe- 
cially to pamper your feet through Winter's worst! Hood 
makes them in styles that are new . . . gives them features 
that flatter and comfort. They're light in weight . . . fit 
over your shoes just right. As shown: 

RAINTOG BOOT—High . . . and protective to your nylons. 
Enclosed Talon slide fastener on side. Black only. 


VELVETEEN ВООТ— Оп slim-footed lines... 
with distinction. Fleece-lined for warm 
comfort . . . with pretty fur cuff. All black. 







WINTERBOOT—Wide sheepskin cuff . . . 
lined for luxury warmth, Sturdy, but not 
bulky. Completely waterproof, In black 
or brown. 
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Hood Rubbér Company, Watertown, Mass, 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


Granted the Good Housekeeping Seal, which provides replacement or refund of money if not as advertised therein. 


Heres everything you could ask for in a toaster 


Yes, the Camfield has all the features you’d expect in 


a fine automatic toaster—and something else besides! 


For it toasts to individual taste. Automatically pops 
up each slice exactly as you like it, despite voltage fluc- 
tuations. Camfield's exclusive ““Equa-Therm” accounts 
for that—it’s the revolutionary, post-war toast timer, 
supreme achievement of Camfield engineers’ long ex- 
perience in producing fine electrical appliances. 


Among the many other things you'll like about the 
Camfield are its silent performance, its hinged crumb 
tray for ease of cleaning, automatic current shut-off, 
hold-heat oven type construction, AC or DC operation. 


For a gift or for yourself, choose the beauty and all- 
around excellence of the Camfield. You'll find it, in 
every respect, the Blue Ribbon toaster! Camfield Man- 
ufacturing Company, Grand Haven, Michigan. 
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(Continued from Page 223) 
sand a year. I had an older brother back 
east, a schoolteacher making about two 
hundred a month, and to him I was the big 
success, the boy who had made good. 

I didn’t feel so big now and I was old 
enough and just smart enough to know I had 
limitations. I wasn’t ever going to be presi- 
dent. I wasn’t likely to succeed Ciphers as 
sales manager of the company. I knew what 
he thought of me: a good salesman, but not 
the executive type. I should make five 
thousand a year someday; I might squeeze 
six or seven, but no more. Once it had 
seemed like a lot. 

Now I began to shrink a little in the car, 
but a salesman is not a salesman because he 
is timid. He is supposed to be aggressive, 
and the next morning I went in to see 
Ciphers. 

“This isn’t business," I said. “I wonder if 
you would mind sponsoring me for member- 
ship in the Cliffs?" 

His gimlet eyes bored holes for a moment. 
"Belong to Briar Hills, don't you?" he 
barked. “What’s wrong with Briar Hills?” 

“Nothing,” I said. "I'd just like to 
change." 

“Hawkins,” he said, “the Cliffs is an ex- 
pensive club, and naturally I know what 
your income is. I think you're better off 
belonging to Briar Hills. But if you've made 
up your mind, I'll get an application for you 
to fill out." 

“Thank you," I said. 

I had dinner with Mary on Sunday at her 
house, and afterward her: father gave me a 
cigar and we talked business. He didn't 
know Ciphers, he said, but he knew Shanley, 
Dave Shanley, very well. Shanley is presi- 
dent of our company. I see him perhaps 
twice a year and he looks at me and frowns 
and says, “Oh, hello there—ah—ah—Haw- 
kins." And he beams with pride. 

He knew Shanley. But he didn’t know 
Ciphers, two ledges below him. And that left 
me where? Healy, bring me a periscope. 

They were nice to me, though, they were 
delightful. And then Mary said, “TIl follow 
you home in my car, then I can take you to 
the station." 
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І felt wonderful about that until we got in 
her car. You could have tied a ribbon on 
mine and put it in the back seat. 

At the station we didn’t have anything to 
say, we just looked at each other. Then Mary 
blushed and fussed with the ignition. 

“Do you ever write letters?” she said. 

When I jumped aboard the train at the 
last second, the conductor backed away. I 
think he thought I was going to kiss him. 
But he just looked like Santa Claus until I 
began thinking about her car. 


When I got back from my trip there was a 
letter on my desk welcoming me to member- 
ship in the Cliffs. Along with the welcome 
was a bill for seven hundred and fifty dollars 
plus tax. I juggled my savings and checking 
accounts and paid the bill. I went out to 
the Cliffs and rented a locker. My bag 
looked shabby and I bought a new one 

Mary and I had dinner at the Cliffs that 
night. The food was about the same fare as 
that at Briar Hills, but the silver and china 
were better, which probably accounted for 
the check’s being four dollars higher. 

I felt like the Sunday rotogravure sitting 
there after dinner; I felt like a caption— 
Young Tycoon and Socialite at Play. 

“This is swell,” I said, “really swell." 

* Do you think so?” Mary said. “I’m glad 
you like it. You don't think it's rather a 
stuffy club?” 

“Well,” I said, “once at Briar Hills a 
member was suspended from the dining 
room for a month for hitting another mem- 
ber in the back of the head with a hard roll. 
That wouldn't happen here." 

"Anyone I know?" Mary said. 

I stopped feeling like the Young Indus- 
trialist. “А jerk named Hawkins," I said, 
and Mary laughed. 

The trouble with the Cliffs was that I felt 
like an impostor. Nobody snubbed me and 
I could still shoot an eighty-five on my good 
days, but I couldn't help thinking that I was 
probably the only member who made less 
than ten thousand a year. 

The first round I played with two lawyers 
and a doctor, and we played for a dollar in- 
stead of a dime a hole. 





“Don’t look so guilty!” 
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makes the difference 
ina Nashua 
Percale Sheet 





Every thread in these Nashua Combed Percale Sheets has been “combed” 
to petal-smoothness with a comb-like machine. You get none of the 
bumpy fibers that so often show up after washing ordinary percales. 
Only fine, long fibers go into Nashua Combed Percale Sheets and Pillow 
Cases—give them woven-in smoothness that won’t wash out. Yet this 
extra process in manufacturing costs you very little more! 

Nashua Combed Percale Sheets are specially woven with a tape 
selvage for added strength, too. They’re strong and sturdy, yet light to 
launder . . . a long-wearing luxury sheet at a budget price! 


Nashua Percale Sheets 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Of. 


NASHUA ALSO MAKES HEAVY-DUTY MUSLIN SHEETS... BLANKETS... INDIAN HEAD COTTON 
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In the locker room one of the lawyers said, 
“Found a new tailor in town. Best suit I 
ever had." 

“Yes,” I said, “it’s a nice suit," and I took 
a quick look in the mirror at mine that had 
come off the rack for forty-five dollars. 

I went to the tailor the next afternoon 
and found a nice tweed which made up into 
a suit for one hundred and fifty dollars. 
There were dances at the Cliffs every other 
Saturday and I didn’t want to be taken for a 
waiter in a Tuxedo, and the tailor happened 
to have enough material to make me a set of 
tails. 

I met Johnny Furness at the first dance 
we went to. I knew there were other men, 
but he was the one, and when he came up 
to us, I could tell by the way that Mary 
looked at him that he was special. He was 
there before I was, he had been there a long 
time. 

“So this is Pete," he said. “I’ve heard a 
lot about you." 

We looked each other over, and fifteen 
years before we would have gone outside and 
slugged it out. But we were thirty. I 
offered him a cigarette (it was a nice case I 
had picked up for twelve dollars) and later 
in the evening he bought me a drink. 

He was like other people at the club. He 
had that dollar sign. It was unobtrusive, 
but it was there. If 
he wanted some- 
thing he bought it; 
he didn't stop to 
think how much it 
cost, he just bought 
it. The money was 
always there; it was 
a part of him, like 
his poise and his 
good manners, and 
he didn't have to 
think about it. 

Mary and I had 
some good times, 
but it was always 
there in front of. 
me, the dollar sign. 
I couldn't forget it, 
not even the time 
when Mary and I 
played golf and 
decided to let a two- 
some go through be- 
cause we were play- 
ing slowly. We drifted off the fairway and 
we not only let the twosome go through, we 
let four foursomes go through and never 
did finish the round. 

But you can't go on just calling a girl 
" darling"—not forever. You can't just keep 
on kissing her. And I got a little panicky the 
day I thought that Mary seemed a little 
bored. I thought that perhaps I was a 
novelty—a guy who didn't know how to talk 
to butlers—and as a salesman I knew that 
novelties are not a repeat business. 

Well, in the Sunday paper there were busi- 
ness opportunities advertised, and I finally 
settled on a plastics proposition because I 
knew plastics. The man I contacted had an 
idea about making gadgets out of plastic 
scraps, starting in a small way in a garage. 
I got a half interest for fifteen hundred, but 
unfortunately my partner knew nothing 
about merchandising. And there were others 
in the field; it would have been a hard row at 
best. I did what I could after hours, but I 
couldn't do it all, and what finally happened 
was that I got four hundred dollars back. 


cooked). 


I нар accomplished some things. I'd 
wangled a three-room apartment, and Mary 
had helped me choose the furniture. I had 
the clothes and I played the part, but any 
teller at the First National could have told 
you I was a phony. 

And not to leave anything out, there were 
the horses. 

To begin with, one of the men I played 
golf with at the Cliffs was a broker. And 
the stock market interested me, but I felt 
that I didn't have enough money to take 
that plunge. I needed a real stake. The 
plastics bust, the things I'd bought, the 
apartment and my golf-club membership 
had all eaten up too much. 


l. Using the less choice cuts of 
meat (it takes grain to fatten cattle 
for the choice cuts). 

2. Not urging seconds. 


3. Not overcooking meat (since 
it shrinks in volume when over- 


4. Using leftovers. 

5. Saving wheat in every way. 
(Don't take that extra piece of 
bread. Skimp on produce and 
products that consume wheat: 
poultry, eggs, butter, cheese.) 
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But you can bet on a horse with two dol- 
lars. You can win and pyramid your win- 
nings and bet again, and then finally you 
can take your winnings and go into the 
stock market. That is the theory, and as a 
theory it is airtight, and there is only one 
thing wrong with it: it doesn't work. 

It wasn't working at all when I got word 
from my brother. It was a letter he had ob- 
viously hated to write. He needed three hun- 
dred dollars. He was married, with two chil- 
dren, and the older child was recovering from 
a severe. illness. The medical bills had piled 
up and he couldn’t borrow any more, his 
own savings were drained. ^ 


I pwn’r have three hundred to spare. I 
looked at my bank balances and my bills, 
and I was about in the same stage I'd been 
back in college when I was stoking sorority 
furnaces to pay my tuition. The dollar sign 
was haunting me now. 

Ileft work early and went downtown and 
finally saw the neon sign. I followed the 
pointing red-and-green arrow up the worn 
wooden stairs and finally I sat at the desk 
before the man who advertised that he was 
delighted to loan people money. 

He let me have the three hundred in cash. 
I went out with it and was walking toward 
the parking lot where I left my car when I 
saw the pin in the 
jeweler's window, a 
graceful curved 
shape, outlined 
against the velvet 
cloth. 

Iwent inside just 
to inquire, because 
Mary's birthday 
was three days 
away, and ten min- 
utes later I came 
out with the pin, 
and the jeweler had 
one hundred and 
fifty dollars. I sent 
the rest to my 
brother with a note 
thatIcouldn't spare 
any more at the 
moment. 

I dropped the pin 
at Mary's—she 
wasn't in—and the 
next day I had to 
leave for a district convention. I got back 
three days later on Mary's birthday, and 
when I reached my desk there was a 
note that Ciphers wanted to see me. I 
didn’t think about that—I was thinking 
about Mary, that things weren't getting 
better. 

I went into Ciphers' office and he didn't 
shake hands or smile. He said calmly and 
flatly that unless my work improved they 
would have to let me go. 

“Pete,” he broke out finally, “I used to 
be able to count on you. What's happened? 
Are you in trouble? Is there anything I can 
do?" 

“There isn't anything anybody can do,” 
I said. 

I went back to my desk and called Mary, 
thinking that I was sliding out but maybe 
the pin would help. 

“Pete,” she said, “I’m sorry, I'm terribly 
sorry, but I can't accept your present. I 
can't take a gift like that from a friend." 

“TIl come over,” I told her. “Is that all 
right?" 

“Yes,” she said, and hesitated. “Johnny 
Furness may be here.” 

My suit was baggy from the train ride, 
and I needed a shave and I felt ugly. I 
wanted to hit someone. I suppose it was the 
loan to my brother that brought on the ugli- 
ness; I really was hating myself. 

I drove my new car over to Mary’s. It was 
a convertible with maroon-leather uphol- 
stery. I parked it and went up and rang the 
bell. Healy let me in as usual. Mary was 
there, and Johnny Furness. 

The pin was in its box on an end table and 
I picked it up and shoved it in my pocket. 
Mary was looking at me. She hadn’t said 
anything, not a word. 

(Continued on Page 228) 
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“What a штаи Christmas this is! Did you guess, 
my darling, how proud I'd be to own 1847 Rogers Bros. 


silverware? No other silverplate has such beauty and rich 
quality. It's as beautifully made as solid silver." 1847 ROGERS BROS. 
CAnwnicas Kust ОИД, 


FIRST LOVE ADORATION REMEMBRANCE ETERNALLY YOURS TUNE IN: THE ADVENTURES OF OZZIE AND HARRIET,'' SUNDAY, 6 P.M., E.S.T., CBS. 


J DURO ‚ 
100 Puc Centennial шй, Ой, Cilt 
Few possessions can give such pleasure as a complete silver- 
ware service for your table. 


A special service, commemorating the 100th anniversary 
of 1847 Rogers Bros., includes every piece for any occasion. 

Truly a fine gift for Christmas, to receive or to give! Avail- 
able in any of the four magnificent patterns with the year- 
mark “1847.” No Federal tax. 

100-piece service for eight—including chest, $117.50 


52-piece service for eight—including chest, $64.75 
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(Continued from Page 226) 

I said, “Maybe if he gave it to you it 
would have been all right. Or is it too cheap, 
too garish? I don’t like being lied to.” 

She gasped, “I didn’t lie to you, Pete." 

"What's a hundred and fifty bucks to 
you?" I said. “Ог to him? There must be 
another reason.” 

Johnny Furness put a cigarette in his 
mouth and looked like a Yale man calling 
for the ball on the three-yard line, last down 
against Harvard. 

“Pete,” he said easily, “‘you’d better let 
me drive you home.” 

He was very poised, very self-assured, and 
I wasn’t, and I knew it, and that probably 
made me do it. I took a swing at him. It 
just grazed his jaw and knocked the ashes 
off his cigarette, but before he could keep on 
being poised Mary got up and pushed me 
away. 

“Get out,” she said. 

“All right,” I said, “I will,” and I picked 
her up and kissed her on the mouth. 

All our kisses had been tender, because 
whenever I kissed her I was conscious of her 
perfume and I wondered how much it cost 
per ounce, or her hat, and I didn’t want to 
mash a hat that was worth thirty or forty 
bucks. I didn’t think about that now; she 
was the girl I had loved and I just kissed her 
for the last time. I put her down finally and 
walked out. 

I drove downtown to see Square Deal 
Henderson, who, before he went in the used- 
car business, had been Mike Henderson, and 
a molder in our plant. 

“Mike,” I said, “I want a car that hasn't 
been in a fire or had the frame twisted in an 
accident.” 

“Pete,” he grinned, “I wouldn’t put one 
over on you.” 

I found a car finally and I said, I'll take 
this and seven hundred in cash and you can 
have mine." 

"Five hundred," he said, and we shook 
hands on six. 

I got the money and I wired it, all of it, to 
my brother. I went home and wrote out my 
resignation to the Cliffs. 

I called up Ciphers. Then I said, “I muffed 
that deal at Chalmers. If it’s all right with. 
you, I'll fly out there tomorrow and sew it 
up." 

“Attaboy, Pete," Ciphers said. 

I hung up the telephone. There was a 
snapshot of Mary stuck in the corner of the 
mirror over my dresser. I took it down and 
tore it in half, folded it and tore the pieces, 
then dropped them into the wastebasket. 
Then I emptied the wastebasket And col- 
lected all the torn scraps of the picture. I 
pasted them all together and put the picture 
back in the mirror. It looked terrible; the 
edges didn’t quite fit, and she looked as 
though she were lopsided. I couldn’t help 
that. Lopsided or not, I loved her, and I 
couldn’t do anything about that. 

I was staring at it when the doorbell rang. 
I opened the door and Johnny Furness stood 
on the threshold. 


December, 1947 


“Come in,” I said. “I’m sorry I took that 
crack at you. I'm sorry I missed.” 

“Mary’s crying,” he said, “апа I ought 
to take a crack at you. But I guess it 
wouldn’t do any good.” 

He wasn’t so poised. He stared at me and 
then he went away. I walked up and down 
the apartment and then got my hat and 
went over to Mary’s. 

Healy let me in and Mary was talking to 
her parents. They nodded at me, not too 
friendly, and oozed out and we were alone. 
I couldn’t see that Mary had been crying. 
She just looked mad. 

“I thought perhaps you wanted to see 
me," I said. 

She laughed. “Whatever made you think 
that?" A 

That made me mad. “Well, anyway,” I 
said, “I’m here. Did I ever tell you that I 
loved you?” 

“No,” Mary said, “you never did.” 

“Well,” I said, “as they say on my side of 
thestracks, I never had the guts to tell you. 
But I do. That’s what I came to say. And 
now if you'll have Healy find my hat I'll get 
out." 

She didn't move. She said breathlessly, 
“Why didn't you tell me?” 

It was confusing, the rat race of the 
plastics side-line business, and the tip sheets, 
the monthly bills at the Cliffs and every- 
thing else, but I sorted it out and told her. 
It was a long story and she looked down at 
the floor. I stopped finally; I thought I’d put 
her to sleep. 

Then she looked up and she wasn't asleep, 
her eyes were glowing. “What were you try- 
ing to do, buy me?" she said. “Did you 
think I was for sale to the highest bidder? 
Did you ever do anything but act as though 
you had more money than you could spend?" 

I had the feeling that if I opened my 
mouth she'd smack me. I didn't say any- 
thing. But a kind of glow lighted up back of 
my vest pocket and began spiraling up and 
down inside of me. 

“Didn’t we have wonderful times at first 
when we didn't spend money?” she flared at 
me. “And then didn't you turn into a stuffed 
Shirt and talk about the things you were 
buying, about big business deals? Didn't 
you?" 

I still couldn't talk. She stopped to get 
her breath and got up off the davenport. 

“What can you do with money?" she 
said. “Buy someone's love? Not mine. If 
that's what you thought of me, Pete 
Hawkins ——” 

“Honey,” I said, “I’m flat. I can't buy 
you another beaver when yours wears out." 

It was the wrong thing to say. She came 
flying at me. “Who do you love?” she cried. 
“Ме, or me in a beaver coat?” 

“You,” I said, and it was the right thing 
to say finally. 

She came into my arms, and while I held 
her I saw somebody’s feet in the hallway. 
They looked like Healy’s feet. I said: 

“Take the night off, Healy, I want to 
see how she acts in a kitchen,” THE END 


When you come to think of it, all telephone calls are made * * * Ck Ck * Ck Ck * * * * X * X X koX X X x 
to order. 

Your call may be across the street. The next may be across 0 L “Жж 
the country. It may be the middle of the day or the middle есеге nyt 
of the night. R. н. GRENVILLE 

But it can’t be “manufactured” in advance and stored away. 
For.this is not a mass production industry. In a matter of 
seconds, the telephone company must be ready with people 
and equip to carry your voice whenever or wherever 


The boy and girl came laughing through the wood. 
The snow was falling, but they did not care 

For what the frost implied, nor understood 

The meaning of this whiteness everywhere; 

And suddenly the wood was hushed; the trees 

Felt in their fettered roots some sweetness stir, 
Sensing the dearest of all prophecies 

In the rich meaning of his love for her. 

The solemn whiteness broke beneath their feet, 
The silence shattered at their laughing words, 

And winter knew their victory complete, 

‘These two whose dreams were luminous, swift birds; 
Whose eager lips and eyes, whose quickened blood 


Cried “Spring!” more clearly than a leaf in bud. 
S Printed in U. S, А. 


you command. 
And do the same thing for millions of other people— 
every hour. 


BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM 

















These handsome new towels take the if out of "gift", too—and 

suit the recipient to a t! ж Choose from six stunning solid colors and a fascinating 

group of printed towels—delightfully fresh in effect and featuring designs for every 
person on your list. * But here's the big news! This new towel is all-out absorbent 
—right from the start. Tests duplicating as nearly as possible actual conditions of use show 
that in 5 seconds a Pacific Supersorb Towel can drink up more than its own 

weight in water and this high rate of absorbency continues for the life of the towel. * Spread 
Christmas cheer galore with these unusual towels! They'll solve many of your gift 


problems. Good stores in your vicinity have them! Look for the Pacific label. 


“Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. PACIFIC MILLS, Towel Dept., 214 Church Street, New York 13 
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